1 
WORKS 
„ 
Mr. 1/11 iam Shakeſpear. 


VoLUME the SECOND. 


CONTAINING 


A Midſummer-Night's | | Al's WELL that ends 
DREAM. We LL. 


Merchant of VENICE. TwtELFTH=Nicurt; or, 


As you LIKE it. What you will. 
Taming of the Suxkxw. | | The Winter's TALx. 


—— 


LONDON: 


Printed for Jacob Tonſon, at Grays-Inn 
Gate. MDCCIX. 


. 2 
4s F: — - 14 * : 
: 1 28 4 


* 
> 3 
I 
% * 
** «w - - 
«1 * 
a 3 
= 
„ — 
0 
* 
7 
* 
* 
. 
- . 
* 
* 
. 1 7 ; 
: 
* * 
| l 
- 
* N 


rr — _._- 
. * 


* 


0 
. *L 
2 : 298 F 0 


Lg Ates 1 
A} oy Bla W 


6 


MN ih — 


v1 


— 
3 


10799 


A . 


Midſummer- Nights 


Printed in the YEAR 1709: 
e 1 | 


© 


"a. ca * 


* 


Dramatis Perl: ONE. 


Heſeus, Duke of Athens. 
Egcus, an Athenian Lord. 
Lyſander, in Love with Hermia. 
Demetrius, in Love with Hermia. 

Quince, the Carpenter. 
Snug, the Joiner. 

Bottom, the Meaver. 
Flute, the Bellows-mender. 
Snowt, the Tinker. 
Starveling, the Tailor. 


Hippolita, Princeſs of the Amazons, betrothed to 
Theſeus. 

Hermia, Danghter to Egeus, in love with Lyſan- 
der. 

Helena, in love with Demetrius, 


ATTENDANTS. 


Oberon, King of the Fairies. 
Titania, Queen of the Hairies. = 
Puck, or Robin-goodfellow, 4 oy: 


peaſebloſſom, 
Cobweb, 8 Fairies. 


Moth, 


Muſtard ſeed, 
Other Fairies attending on the Ki ing and Queen. 


SCENE Athens, and a Wood 


not far from it. 
| 4 ; £ ] ; | A 
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Mid ſuummer- Nights Dream. 
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ACTI SCENE I. 


Enter Theſeus and Hippolita, with Attendants. 


— 


THESEVUS. 


O W, fair Mypolita, our Nuptial Hour 1 

Draws on apace; four happy Days bring in | 

Arother Moon: But oh, methinks, how flow 

Bn old Moon wanes ! She lingers my De- 
ires 

Like to a Step-dame, or a Dowager, 

Long withering out a young Man's Revenue. 

Hip. Four Days will quickly ſteep themſelves in Nights, 
Four Nights will quickly dream away the Time : | 
And then the Moon, like to a Silver Bow, 4 
New bent in Heaven, ſhall bchold the Night 
Of our Solemnities. 

The. Go, Philoſtrate, " 
Stir up the Athenian Youth to Mzrriments 
Awake the pert and nimble Spirit of Mirth, 1 


Turn Melancholly forth to Funerals : 
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4683 A Midſummer-Night's Dream. 
The pale Companion is not for our Pomp. 
Hippolita, I woo'd thee with my Sword, 
And won thy Love, doing thee Injuries : 
But I will wed thee in another Key, ; 
With Pomp, with Triumph, and with Revelling- 
| Enter Egeus, Hermia, Lyſander, and Demetrius. 
| | Ege. Happy be Theſeus, our renowned Duke. 
| The. Thanks, good Egeus; what's the News with thee? 
| | Ege. Full of Vexation, come I, with Complaint 
| | Againſt my Child, my Daughter Hermia. 
|| Stand forth Demetrius. My noble Lord, 
I / This Man hath my Conſent to marry her. 
| Stand forth Lyſander. And, my gracious Duke 
| This hath bewitch'd the Boſom of my Child: 
Thou, thou Lyſander, thou haſt given her Rhimes, 
| And interchang'd Love-tokens with my Child: 
Thou haſt, by Moon-light, at her Window ſung, 
With feigning Voice, Verſes of feigning Love, 
And ſtoll'n the Impreſſion of her Fantaſie, 
| | With Bracelets of thy Hair, Rings, Gawds, Concc its, 
Knacks, Trifles, Nofegays, Swect-meats, Meſſengers 
| Of ſtrong Prevailment in unharder'd Youth ;, 
| With Cunning haſt thou filch'd my Daughter's Heart, 
| Turn'd her Obedience, which is due to me, 
/ To ſtubborn Harſhneſs, And, my gracious Duke, 
6 he it fo ſhe will not here before your Grace 
| Conſent to marry with Demetrius, 
| | I beg the antient Privilege of Athens, 
7 As ſhe is mine, I may diſpoſe of her : 
| Which ſhall be either to this Gentleman, 
1 Or to her Death, according to our Law, 
1 Immediately provided in that Caſe. 
. The, What ſay you, Hermia? be advis'd, fair Maid. 
© To you your Father ſhould be as a God; x 
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| ! One thit compos'd your Beauties; yea, and one 
* To whom you are but as a Form in Wax 
51 By him imprinted; and within his Power, 


To leave the Figure, or disfigure it: 
Demetrius is a worthy Gentleman, 


| 
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Her, So is Lzſander. 
The, In himſelf he is; 
But in this kind, wanting your Father's Voice, 
The other muſt be held the worthier. 
Her, I would my Father look'd but with my Eyes. 
The. Rather your Eyes muſt with his Judgment look. 
Her. I do intreat your Grace to pardon me, 
T know not by what Power I am made bold, 
Nor how it may concern my Modeſty 
In ſuch a Preſence here to plead my Thoughts: 
But I beſeech your Grace, that I may know 
The worſt that may befal me jn this Caſe, 
If I refuſe to wed Demetrius. 
The. Either to die the Death, or to abjure 
For ever the Society of Men. 
Therefore, fair Hermia, queſtion your Deſires, 
Know of your Youth, examine well your Blood, 
Whether, if you yield not to your Father's Choice, 
You can endure the Livery of a Nun, 
For Aye to be in ſhady Cloiſter mew'd, 
To live a barren Siſter all your Life, 
Chanting faint Hymns to the cold fruitleſs Moon. 
Thrice bleſſed they that maſter ſo their Blood, 
To undergo ſuch Maiden Pilgrimage. 
But earthlier happy is the Roſe diſtill d. 
Than that which withering on the Virgin Thorn, 
Grows, lives, and dies, in ſingle Bleſſedneſs. 
Her. So will I grow, ſo live, fo die, my Lord, 
E'er I will yield my Virgin Patent up“ 
Unto his Lordſhip, to whoſe unwiſh'd Yoak 
My Soul conſents not to give Hvereignty. 
The. Take time to pauſe, and by the next New Mc079 
The ſealing Day betwixt my Love and me, 
For everlaſting Bond of Fellowſhip, 
Upon that Day either prepare to die, 
For Diſobedience to your Father's Will, 
Or elſe to wed Demetrius as he would, 
Or on Diana's Altar to proteſt, 


For aye, Auſterity and ſingle Life. 


Dem. Relent, ſweet Hermia, and Lyſarder, yield 
Thy crazed Title to my certain Right. 
| B 3 
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Lyſ: You have her Father's Love, Demetrius; 
Let me have Hermia's; do you marry him. 

Ege. Scorntul Lyſander | true, he hath my Love; 
And what is mine, my Love ſhall render him. 
And ſhe is mine, and all my Right of her 
I do citate unto Demetrius. 

Lyſ. 1 am, my Lord, as well deriv'd as he, 
As Well poſſeſt: My Love is more than his; 
My Fortune's every way as fairly rank'd, 


And won her Soul; and ſhe, ſweet Lady, doats, 
Devou'ly doats, doats in Idolatry, 
Upon this ſpotted and inconſtant Man. 

The, IJ muſt confeſs, that I have hard ſo much, 
And with Demetrius thought to have ſpoke thereof; 
But being over- full of Sclt-affairs, 

My Mind did loſe it. But Demctrins come, 

And come Egeus, you ſhall go with me, 

I have ſome pri-ate ſchooling for you both. 

i For vou, fair Hermia, look you arm your ſelf, 

{% To fit your Fa:cics to your Father's Will; 

Ot elſe the Law of Athens yields you up 

|| (Which by no Means we may extehuate) 

To Death, or to a Vow of fingle Life. 

Come my Hyylita, what Cheer, my Love? 
Demetrius and Egeus go along, 

I muit employ you in ſome Buſireſs 

Fl Azainlt our Nuptials, and confer with you 
| Ot fm thing nearly that concerns vour ſelves. 

of Ege. With Du y and Defice we follow you, Exeunt. 

F A1anent Lyſander and Hermia. 

6 Lyſ. How now, my Love? Why is your Check ſo pale? 

Ho chance the Roſes there do fade ſo (aſt? 

Hir Belk for wi't of Rain, which I could well 
Bren them from the Tempett of mine Eyes. 


1 Ly. Hermia, for ought that ever I could read, | 
F| Could 


| It not wich vantage, as Demetrius: | 
And, which is more than all theſe Boaſts can be, 
| I am belov'd of beauteous Hermia. 
ö Why ſhould not I then proſecute my Right? 1 
Demetrius, I'll avouch it to his head, 
| Mide Love to Nedar's Daughter, Helena, 
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Could ever hear by Tale or Hiſtory, 
The Courſe of true Love never did run ſmooth» 
But either it was different ia Blood—— 
Her. O croſs! too high to be enthralfd to Love. 
255 Or elſe miſgraffed, in refpe& of Years 
er. O Spight ! too old to be engag'd too young. 
Lyſ. Or elſe it ſtood upon the choice of Merit 
er. O Hell! to chufe Love by another's Eye. 
Lyſ. Or if there were a Sympathy in Choice, 
War, Death, or Sickneſs, did lay Siege to it; 
Making it momentary as a Sound, 
Swift as a Shadow, ſhort as any Dream, 
Brief as the Lightning in the collied Night, 


That in a Spleen unfolds both Heaven and Earth; 


And &er a Man hath Power to ſay, Behold, 
The Jaws of Darkneſs do devour it up; 
So quick bright Things come to Confution. 

Her, If then true Lovers have been ever croſt, 


It ſtands as an Edict in Deftiny : 
Then let us teach our Trial Patience, 


Becauſe it is a cuſtomary Crofs, 
As due to Love, as Thoughts, and Dreams, and Sighe, 
Wiſhes and Tears, poor Fancy's Followers. 
Lyſ. A good Perſuaſion; therefore hear me, Hermis, 
I have a Widow-Aunt, a Dowager, 
Of great Revenue, and ſhe hath no Child; 
From Athens is her Houſe remov'd ſeven Leagues, 
And ſhe reſpe&s me as her only Son: 
There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee, 
And to that Place, the ſharp Athenian Law 
Cannot purſue us. If thou lov'ſt me, then 3 
Steal forth thy Father's Houſe to Morrow Ni h; 
And in the Mood, a League without the Town, 
Where I did meet thee once with Helena, 
To do O ſervance for a Morn of ay, 
There will I ſtay for the. | % 
Her. My good Lyſander, 
I ſwear to thee, by Cupids ſtrongeſt Bow, 


By his Beſt Arrow with the Golden head, 


By the Simplicity of Venus Doves, 
By that which kaittzth Souls, and proſpers Love, 
,” B 4 Ard 
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And by that Fire which burn'd the Carthage Queen, 
| When the falſe Trojan, under Sail, was ſeen ; 
8 By all the Vows that ever Men have broke, 
| | In number more than ever Women ſpoke, 
. In that ſame Place thou haſt appointed me, 
To Morrow truly will I meet with thee, 
Ly/. Keep promiſe Loye. Look, here comes Helena. 
| Enter Helena. | 
Her. God ſpeed fair Helena, white: away? 
Hel. Call you me fair ? that fair again unſay, 
Demetrius loves you fair; O happy fair! 
Your Eyes are Load-ſtars, and your Tongue's ſweet Air, 
More tunable than Lark to Shepherd's Ear, 
When Wheat is green, when Haw-thorn Buds appear. 
Sickneſs is catching : O were Favour ſo, 1A 
Your Words I'd catch, fair Hermia, e er I go, 
My Ear ſhould catch your Voice, my Eye your Eye, 
My Tongue ſhould catch your Tongue's ſweet Melody. 
Were the World mine, Demetrius being bated, 
The reſt I'll give to be to you tranſlated. 
O teach me how you look, and with what Art 
You ſway ths Motion of Demetrius Heart. 
7 Fier. I frown upon him, yet he loves me ſtill. 
Hel. O that your Frowns would teach my Smiles ſuch 
io Her. I give him Curſes, yet he gives me Love. (Skill, 
; + Hel. O that my Prayers could ſuch Affection move. 
Her. The more I hate, the more he follows me. 
F Hel. The more I loye, .the more he hateth me. 
1 4 Her. His Folly, Helena, is none of mine. 
23 Hel. None but your Beauty, would that Fault were mine. 
Her. Take Comfort; he no more ſhall ſce my Face, 
Lyſander and my ſelf will fly this Place. 
Before the time 1 did Ly/ander ſee, 
Seem'd Athens like a Paradiſe to me. 
O then, what Graccs in my Love do dwell, 
That he hath turn dea Hcav'n into Hell? 


MW A Wn IH ee 


OE SD PR T OS or eo ee I OO men — — N 


1 * Lyſ. Helen, to you our Minds we will unfold, 
FF To Morrow Night, when Phebe doth behold 
f Her Silver Viſige in the wat'ry Glaſs, 
; Decking with Liquid Pearl the bladed Graſs, 
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A Time that Lovers Flights doth ſtill conceal, 
Through Athens Gate have we devis'd to ſteal. 
Her. And in the Wood, where often you and I | 
Upon faint Primroſe-beds were wont to lye, | | 
Emptying our Boſoms of their Counſel ſwell'd ; 
There my Lyſander and my ſelf ſhall meet, 
And thence from Athens turn away our Eyes, | 
To ſeek new Friends and ſtrange Companions. 
Farewel ſweet Play-fellow, pray thou for us, | 
And good Luck grant thee thy Demetrius. | 
Keep Word, Lyſander, we muſt ſtarve our Sight | 
From Lovers Food, till Morrow deep Midnight. | 
Exit Hermia. 
Lyſ. I will, my Hermia. Helena adieu, | 
As you on him, Demetrius doats on you. | Exit Ly ſander. | 
Hel. How happy ſome, o'er otherſome can be! 
Through Athens I am thought as fair as ſhe, 
But what of that; Demetrius thinks not ſo: 
He will not know, what all but he doth know. 
And as he errs, doting on Hermia's Eyes, 
So I, admiring of his Qualit: es: | | 
Things baſe and vile, holding no quantity, 
Love can tranſpoſe to Form and Dignity ; 
Love looks not with the Eyes, but with the Mind, l 
And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind: y 
Nor hath Love's Mind of any Judgment taſte; 
Wings and no Eyes, Figure unheedy haſt. 
And therefore is Love ſaid to be a Child, 
Becauſe in Choice he often is beguil'd. | 
As waggiſh Boys themſelves in Game forſwear, 
So the Boy Love is perjur'd every where. 
For &er Demetrius lookt on Hermia's Eyne, + 
He hail'd down Oaths that he was only mine. 
And when this Hail ſome Heat from Hermia felt, 
So he diſſolv'd, and Showers of Oaths did melt. 
I will go tell him of fair Hermia's Flight: T- 
Then to the Wood will he to Morrow Night ” Y 
Purſue her; and for this Intelligence | | 
If I have Thanks, it is a dear Expence. 
bv herein mean I to enrich my Pain, | 
o have his Sight thither, and back again. [ Ext, 
Emer 
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Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snowt, and Stravelings 
Quin. Is all our Company here? 
Bot. You were beſt to call them generally, Man by Man, 


according to the Scrip. 


uin. Here is the Scrowl of every Man's Name, which is 
thought fit through all Athens, to play in our Enterlude be- 
fore the Duke and the Dutcheſs, on his Wedding-day at 
Night. 

Por Firſt, good Peter Quince, ſay what the Play treats 
on; then read the Names of the Actors; and io grow on 
to a Point. 

Quin. Marry, our Play is the moſt lamentable Comedy, 
and moſt cruel] Death of Pyramus and Thisby. 

Bot. A very good piece of Work I aſſure you, and 
merry. Now gond Peter Quince, call forth your Actors 
by the Scrowl. Maſters ſpread your ſelves. 

Quin. Anſwer as I call you. Mick Bottom the Wew 
ver. 
Bot. Ready: Name what part I am for, and proceed. 
Quin. You, Nick Bottom, are ſet down for Pyramus. 

Bot. What is Pyramus, a Lover, or a Tyrant? 

Quin. A Lover that kills himſelf moſt gallantly for 
Love. 

Bot. That will ask ſome Tears in the true performing of 
it; if I do it, let the Audience look to their Eyes; I will 
condole in ſome meaſure. To the reſt yet, my chief Hu- 


mour is for a Tyrant; I could play Ercles rarely, or a part 


to tear a Cat in, to make all ſplit to raging Rocks, and ſhiver- 
ing Shocks ſhall break the Locks of Priſon- Gates, and Phit- 
bas's Carr ſhall ſhine from far, and make and mar the Fool- 


iſh Fates. I tis was lofty. Now name the reſt of the Play- 


ers. This is Ercles Vein, a Tyrant's Vein; a Lover is more 
co doling. 

Quin. Francis Flute the Bello us. merder. 

Flu. Here Peter Quince, 

Quin. You muſt take Thisby on you. 

Flu. What is Thisby, a wandring Knight? 

Quin. It is the Lady that Pyramus mult love, 

Flu, Nay faith, let not me play a Woman, I hive a Beard 
gomipg. 


Quin, 
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velingsfMl Nin. That's all one, you ſhall phy it in a Mask, and 


you may ſpeak as ſmall as you will. 
y Man, ll or. And I may hide my Face, let me play Thisby too; 
il ſpeak in a monſtrous little Voice, Thiſne, Thiſue, ah 
Pyramus my Lover dear, thy Thisby dear, and Lady 
dear. $ | 

Quin. No, no, you muſt play Pyramus, and Flute your 
Thisby. 

y treats Bot, Well, proceed. 
ow ON Quin. Robin Starveling the Taylor. 
Star, Here Peter Quince, 
o medy, a Quin. Robin Starveling, you muſt play Thisby's Mo- 
ther. f 
and 31 Tom Snowt, the Tinker. 
Actors Snowt. Here Feter Quince, 
Quin. You Pyramuss Father; my felf, Thisby's Father; 
Wea Snug, the Joiner, you the Lion's part; and I hope there is 
a Play fitted. 
ed, Snug. Have you the Lion's Part written? Pray you if it 
JS, be give it me, for I am flow of Study. 
Quin, You may do it Extempore, for it is nothing but 
ty for | Roaring, | 
Bot. Let me play the Lion too, I will roar, that I will 
ing of do any Man's Heart good to hear me. I will roar, that [ 
I will | will make the Duke ſay, Let him roar again, let him roar 
f Hu- | again. 
a part} Quin. If you ſhould do it too terribly, you would frighe 
ſhiver. | the Dutcheſs and the Ladies, that they would ſhrick, and 
| Phi- | that were enough to hang us all. F 
Fool. | All. That would hang us every Mother's Son. 

Bet, I grant you Friend, if that you ſhould fright the 
Ladies out of their Wits, they would have no more Diſ- 
cretion but to hang us; but I will aggravate my Voice fo, 
that I will roar you as gently as any ſucking Deve; I will 
roar and *twere any Nightingal, 

uin. You can play no Part but Pyramus, for Pyramns is 
a ſweer-fac'd Min, a proper Man as one ſha!l fee in a Summer's 
Day; a moſt lovely Gentlcman-like-mar, therefore you muſt 


Beard Needs play Pyramas. 
Bot. Well, I will undertake it. What Beard were I beſt 


a 
vin, Ito Play it in 
Nie Quin. 


hich is 
ide be- 
day at 


Play- 
s more 
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Quin. Why, what you will. 

Bot. I will diſcharge it in either your Straw-colour 
Beard, your Orange-tawny Beard, your Purple-in-grain 
Beard, or your French-colour'd Beard, your perfe& yel- 
low. | 

Quin, Some of your French-Crowns have no Hair at all, 
and then you will play bare-fac'd. But. Maſters here are 
your Parts, and I am to entreat you, requeſt you, and deſire 

ou, to con them by to Morrow Night; and meet me in 
the Palace- Wood, a. Mile without the Town, by Moon- 
light, there we will Rehearſe; for if we meet in the City, 
we ſhall be dog'd with Company, and our Devices known. 
In the mean time I will draw a Bill of Properties, ſuch as 
our Play wants. I pray you fail not. 

Bot, We will meet, and there we may rehearſe more ob- 
ſcenely and courageouſly. Take pain, be perfect, adieu. 

Quin. At the Duke's Oak we meet. 


Bot. Enough, hold or cut Bow-ſtrings. Exeunt. 


— Tr 
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ACT IL SCENE l. 
Enter a Fairy at one Door, and Puck or Robin-goodfellow 


at another. 


Puck. OW now Spirit, whither wander you? 


Fai, Over Hill, over Dale, through Buſh, through 
Over Park, over Pale, through Flood, through Fire, (Briar, 
I do wander every where, ſwiſter than the Moon's Sphere; 
And I ſerve the Fairy Queen, to dew her Orbs upon the 
The Cowſlips tall her Penſioners be, (Green. 
In their gold Coats Spots you ſee, 
Thoſe be Rubies, Fairy favours, 
In thofe Freckles live their Savours: 
I muſt go ſeek ſome Dew-Drops here, 
And hang a Pearl in evety Cowſlip's Ear. 
Farewel thou Lob of Spirits, I'll be gone, 
Our Queen and all her Elves come here anon. | 


Puck, The King doth keep his Revels here to Night, 


T ake 


fellow 


rough 
Briar, 
ere; 

n the 
Ireen. 


ht, 


Take 
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Take heed the Queen come not within his Sight, 
For Oberon is paſſing fell and wrath, 

Becauſe that ſhe, as her Attendant, hath 

A lovely Boy ſtol'n from an Indian King, 

She never had ſo ſweet a Changeling, 

And jealous Oberow would haye the Child 

Knight of his Train, to trace the Foreſts wild; 
Bur ſhe per-force with-holds the loved Boy, 


Crowns him with Flowers, and makes him all her Joy: 


And now they never meet in Grove, or Green, 
By Fountain clear, or ſpangled Star-light ſheen, 
But they do ſquare, that all their Elves for fear 
Creep into Acorn Cups, and hide them there. 

Fai. Either I miſtake your Shape and Making quite, 
Or elſe you are that ſhrew'd and knaviſh Sprite 
Call'd Robin-goodfellow. Are you not he, 
That fright the Maidens of the Villageree, 
Skim Milk, and ſometimes labour in the Quern, 
And bootleſs make the breathleſs Huſwife chern 
And ſometime make the Drink to bear no Barme 
Miſs-lead Night-warderers, laughing at their Harm, 
Thoſe that Hobgoblin call you, and ſweet Puck, 
You do their Work, and they ſhall have good Luck. 
Are not you he? 

Puck, Thou ſpeak'ſt aright ; 
I am that merry Wanderer of the Night: 
I jeſt to Oberon, and make him ſmile, 
When I a fat and bean-fed Horſe beguile. 
Neighing in likeneſs like a filly Foal: 
And ſometimes lurk I in a Goſſip's Bowl, 
In very likeneſs of a roaſted Crab, 
And when ſhe drinks, again her Lips I bob, 
And on her whithered Dewlop pour the Ale. 
The wiſeſt Aunt telling the ſaddeſt Tale, 


Sometime for three- foot Stool miſtaketh me, 


Then flip I from her Bum, down topples ſhe, 

And Tailor cries, and falls into a Coueh, 

And then the whole Quire hold their Hips, and loffe, 
And waxen in their Mirth, and necze and ſwear, 

A' merricr Hour was never waſted there, 

But room, Fairy, here comes Oberon. 


Fai 


—— — 
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Fai. And here my Miſtreſs: 
Would that we were gone. 


Enter Oberon King of Fairies at one Door with his Train, 


and the Oueen at another with hers. 
Ob. I'll met by Moon: light, 
Proud Tit inia. 0 
Queen, What, jealous Oberon? Fairy, skip hence, 
J have forſworn his Bed and Company. 
Ob. Tarry raſh Wanton, am not 1 thy Lord? 
Queen. Then I muſt be thy Lady; but I know 
When thou waſt ſtoll'n away from Fairy Land, 
And in the ſhape of Corin fate all Day, 
Playing on Pipes of Corn, and verſing Love 
To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here, 
Come from the fartheſt ſteep of India? 
But that forſooth the bouncing Amazon, 
Your buskin'd Miſtreſs, and your Warrior Love, 
To Theſeus muſt be wedded, and you come, 
To give their Bed Joy and Proſperity. 
Ob. How can'ſt thou thus for ſhame, Titania, 
Glance at my Credit with Hippolita, 
Knowing I know thy Love to Theſes} : 
Didſt thou not lead him through the glimmering Night 
From Peregenia, whom he raviſhed, 
And make him with fair Ægle break his faith, 
With Ariadne, and Antiopa? 
Queen. Theſe are the Forgerics of Jealouſie, 
And never ſince the middle Summer's Spring, 
Met we on Hil!, in Dale, Foreſt, or Mead, 
By paved Fountain, or by ruſhy Brook, 
Or in the bcached Margent of the Sea, 
To dance our Ringlets to the whiſtling Wind, 
But with thy Brawls thou haſt diſturd'd our Sport. 
Therefore the Winds piping to us 1n vain, 
As in Revenge have ſuck'd up f.om the Sea, 
Contagious Fogs; which falling in the Land, 
Hah every petty R ver made fo proud, 
That they have over-born their Continents. 
The Ox hath therefore ſtretch'd his Yoak in vain 
The Ploughman loſt his Sweat, and the grecn Corn 
Hath rotted, &er his Youth attain'd a Beard 
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he Fold ſtands empty in the drowned Field, 
And Crows are fatted with the Murrion Flock, 
The Nine-mens-morris is fill'd up with Mud, 
And the queint Mazes in the wanton Green, 
For lack of tread are undiſtinguiſhable, 
The human Mortals want . their Winter here, 
o Night is now with Hymn or Carol bleſt; 
Therefore the Moon, the Governeſs of Floods, 
Pale in her Anger, waſhes all the Air; 
The Rheumatick Diſcaſcs do abound, 
And through this Diſtemperature, we ſee 
The Seaſons alter; hoary-headed Froſts 
Fall in the freſh Lap of che Crimſon Roſe, 
And on old Hyem's Chin and Icy Crown, 
And odorous Chaplet of ſweet Summer Buds 
Is as in Mockery ſet. The Spring, the Summer, 
The childing Autumn, angry Winter change 
Their wonted Liveries, and the amazed World, 
By their increaſe, now knows not which is which 
And this ſame Progeny of Evil comes 
From our Debate, from our Diſſention, 
We are their Parents and Original. 
Ob. Do you amend it then, it lyes in you. 
Why ſhould Titania croſs her Oberon ? 
| do but beg a little changeling Boy, 
To be my Henchman, 
Queen, Set your Heart at reſt, 
The Fairy-land buys not the Child of me. 
His Mother was a Votreſs of my Order, 
\nd in the ſpiced Iudian Air by Night 
Full often ſhe hath goſſipt by my fide, 
ind fat with me on Neptune's yellow Sands, 
Marking th' embarked Traders of the Flood, 
Vhen we have laught to ſee the Sails conceive, 
nd grow big-bellied with the wanton Wind: 
Vhich ſhe with pretty and with ſwimming Gate, 
Following cher Womb then rich with my young Squire) 
Would imitate, and fail upon the Land, 7 
o fetch me Trifl s, and return again, 
\s from a Voyage rich with Merchandize. 


But he being mortal of that Boy did dye, 
And 
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And for her ſake I do rear up her Boy, 
And for her fake I will not part with him. 
Ob. How long within this Wood intend you ſtay ?. 
Queen. Perchance till after Theſeuss Wedding- day. 
If you will patiently dance in our Round, 
And ſee our Moon-light Revels, go with us; 
If not, ſhun me and I will ſpare your Haunts, 
Ob. Give me that Boy, and I will go with thee; 
ueen, Not for thy Ay Kingdom. Fairies away: 
We ſhall chide downright, if I longer ſtay. [Exennt, 
Ob, Well, go thy way ; thou ſhalt not from this Grove, 
Till I torment thee for this Injury. 
My gentle Puck come hither; thou remembreſt 
Since that I ſate upon a Promontory, 
And heard a Mermaid on a Dolphin's Back, 
Uttering ſuch Dulcet and Harmonious Breath, 
That the rude Sea grew civil at her Song, 
And certain Stars ſhot madly from their Sphears, 
To hear the Sea-maid's Muſick. 
Puck. I remember. | 
Ob. That very time I ſaw, but thou could'ſt not, 
Flying between the cold Moon and the Earth, 
Cupid all arm d; a certain Aim he took | 
At a fair Veſtal, throned by the Welt, 
And loos'd his Love-ſhaft ſmartly from his Bow, 
As it would pierce a hundred thouſand Hearts; 
But I might ſee young Cupid's fiery Shaft 
Quench'd inthe chaſte Beams of the wat'ry Moon, 
And the Imperial Votreſs paſſed on, 
In Maiden-Meditation, fancy-free. 
Yet mark'd I where the Bolt of Cupid fell, 
It fell upon a little weſtern Flower; 
Before, milk-white, now purple with Love's Wound, 
And Maidens call it, Love in Idleneſs. 
Fetch me that Flower; the Herb I ſhew'd thee once, 
The Juice of it, on ſleeping Eye: lids laid, 
Will make a Man or Woman madly doat 
Upon the next live Creature that it ſees. 
Fetch me this Herb, and be thou here again 
E'er the Leviathan can ſwim a League. 


rennt. 
drove, 


Puck: 


A Midſummer-Night's Dream. 481 


Pack, I'll put 2 Girdle about the Earth in forty Minutes. 
Exit. 


Ob. Having once n. 
III watch Titania when ſhe is aſleep, 
And drop the Liquor of it in her Eyes: 
The next thing which ſne waking looks upon, 
(Be it on Lyon, Bear, or Wolf, or Bull, > 
Or medling Monkey, or on buſie Ape) 
She ſhall purſue ir with the Soul of Love; 
And &er I rake this Charm off from her Sight, 
(As I can take it with another Herb) 
I'll make her render up her Page to me. 
But who comes here? I am inviſible, 


And I will over-hear their Conference. 0 
Enter Demetrius, Helena following him. ; 
Dem, Ilove thee not, therefore purſue me not. IS 
Where is Lyſander, and fair Hermia ? 
The one Fil ſtay, the other ſtayeth me. 4 
Thou told'ſt me they were ſtol'n into this Wood; 
And heream I, and Wood within this Wood, * 


Becauſe I cannot meet my Hermia. 
Hence get thee gone, ard follow me no more. 
Hel, You draw me, you hard-hearred Adamant, 
But yet you draw not Iron; for my Heart 
Is true as Steel. Leave you your Power to draw, 
And I ſhall have no Power to follow you. N 
Dem, Do I entice you? Do I ſpeak you fair? 
Or rather do I not in plaineſt Truth, 
Tell you I do not, nor I cannot love you? 
Hel, And even for that do I love thee the more: 
I am your Spaniel, and, Demetrius, 
The more you beat me I will fawn on you : 
Uſe me but as your Spaniel, ſpurn me, ſtrike me, 
Neglect me, loſe me; only give me Leave, 
Unworthy as I am, to follow you. 
What worſer Place can I beg in your Love, 
(And yet a Place of high Reſpe& with me) 
Than to be uſed as you do your Dog? 
Dem. Tempt not too much the Hatred of my Spirit, 
For I am fick when I do look on thee, 
Hel. And I am fick when I look not on you. 
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Dem. Vou do impeach your Modeſty too much, 
To leave the City, and commit your ſelf 
Into the hands of one that loves you not, 

To truſt the Opportunity of Night, 

And the ill Counſel of a deſart Place, 

With the rich Worth of your Virginity. 
Hel. Your Virtue is my Privilege; tor that 
It is not Night when I do ſee your Face; 
Therefore I thiak I am not in the Night. 

Nor doth this Woed lack Worlds of Company, 
For you, in my reſp:&, are all the World. 
Then how can it be ſaid I am alone, 

When all the World is here to look on me? 

Dem. I'll run from thee and hide me in the Brakes, 
And leave thee to the Mercy of wild Beaſts. 

Hel. The wildeſt bath not ſuch a Heart as you; 
Run when you will, the Story ſhall be chang'd : 
Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the Chace; 

The Dove purſues the Griffin, the mild Hind 
Makes ſpeed to catch the Tyger. Bootleſs ſpeed ! 
When Cowardize purſues, and Valour flies. 

Dem. I will not ſtay thy Queſtions, let me go; 
Or if you follow me, do not belicve, 

Burt I ſhall do thee Miſchief in the Wood. 

Hel. Ay, in the Temple, in the Town and Field 
You do me Miſchief. Fye, Demetrias, | 
Your Wrongs do ſet a Scandal on my Sex: 

We cannot fight for Love, as Men may do; 

We ſhould be woo'd, and were not made to woo. 

I follow thee, and make a Heaven of Hell, 

To dye upon the Hand I love ſo weil. [ Exeunt, 

Ob. Fare thee well, Nymph, &'er he do leave this Grove 
Thou ſhalt fly him, and he ſhall ſcek thy Love. 

Haſt thou the Flower there? Welcome Wanderer, 
Enter Puck, 

Puck, Ay, there it is, 

Ob, I pray thee give it me; 

T know a Bank where the witd Time blows, 
Where the Oxſlips and the nodding Violet grows, 
Quite over cannopy'd with luſcious Woodbine, 


With ſweet Musk Roſes, and with Eglatine, 
| | Theie 


t. 
* 


here 
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There ſleeps Titania, ſome time of the Night, 

Lull'd in theſe Flowers, with Dances and Delight; 

And there the Snake throws her enammel'd Skin, 

Weed wide enough to wrap a Fairy in: 

And with the Juice of this I'll ſtreak her Eyes, 

And make her full of hateful Fantaſies, | 

Take thou ſome of it, and ſeek through this Grove; 

A ſweet Athenian Lady is in love , 

With a diſdainful Youth; anoint his Eyes, 

But do it when the next thing he eſpies 

May be the Lady, Thou ſhalt know the Man, 

By the Athenian Garments he hath on. 

Effect it with ſome Care, that he may prove 

More fond of her than ſhe upon her Love; 

And look you meet me e er the firſt Cock crow. 
Puck, Fear not my Lord, your Servant ſhall do ſo. | Exit. 


Enter Queen of Fairies, with her Train. 


Queen, Come, now a Roundel, and a Fairy Song: 
Then for the third Part of a Minute hence, 
Some to kill Kankers in the Musk-Roſe Buds, 
Some war with Reremiſe for their lcathern Wings, 
To make my ſmall Elves Coats, and ſome keep back 
The clamorous Owl that nightly hoots, and wonders 
At our queint Spirits. Sing me now alleep, 
Then to your Offices, and let me reſt. 
| Fairies Sing. 
Tow ſpotted Snakes with double Tongue, 
Thorny Heagehogs be not ſeen, 
Newts and Find Warms do no wrong, 
Come not near our Fairy Queen. 
Philomel ith Melody, 
Sing in your ſweet Lullaby, 
Lulla, lulla, lullaby, lulla, lulla, lullaby : 
Never harm, nor ſpell, nor charm, 
Come our lovely Lady nigh, 
So good night with Lullaby. 


C 2 2. Fairy. 
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| 2. Fairy. 
Weaving Spiders come not here; 
Hence you long · leg d Spinners, hence: 
Beetles black, approach not near, 
' Worm nor Snail do no Offence. 
Philomel 2w4h Melody, &c. 
| 1. Fairy. 
Hence away; nos. all ss well: 3 
One aloof, ſtand Centinel. LE xeunt Fairies. 4 


Enter Oberon. 


Obe. What thou ſeeſt when thou doſt wake, = 
Do it for thy true Love take, 
Love and languiſh for his ſake; 
Be it Ounce, or Cat, or Bear, 
Pard, or Boar, with briſtled Hair, 
In thy Eye that ſhall appear; 
When thou wak'ſt, it is thy Dear; 
Wake when ſome vile Thing is near: Exit Oberon. 
Enter Lyſander and Hermis. 
Lyfe Fair Love, you faint with wandring in the Woods; 
And to ſpeak troth, I have forgot our Way: 
We'll reſt us, Hermia, if you think it good, 
And tarry for the Comfort of the Day. 
Her. Be it ſo, Lyſander; find you out a Bed, 
For I upon this Bank will reſt my Head. 
Lyſ. One Turf ſhall ſerve as Pillow for us both, 
One Heart, one Bed, two Boſ:ms, and one Troth. 
Her. Nay good Lyſander, for my Sake, my Dear, 
Lye further off yet, do not lye ſo near. 
Ly. O take the Senſe ſweet 6f my Innocence, 
Love takes the Meaning in Love's Conference 3 
I mean that my Heart unto yours is knit, 
So that but one Heart can you make of it: 
Two Boſoms interchanged with an Oath, 
So then two Boſoms, and a fingle Troth : 
Then by your Side no Bed- room me deny 
For lying ſo, Hermia, I do not lye. I 
Her, Lyſander riddles very prettily; H. 
Now much beſhrew my Manners, and my Pride, Fc 
It He: v meant to ſay, Lyſander ly d. 
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But gentle Friend, for Love and Curteſie 
Lye further off in human Modeſty ; 
Such Separation as may well be ſaid 
Becomes a virtuous Batchelor, and a Maid; 
So far be diſtant, and good night ſweet Friend, / 
Thy Love ne'er alter till thy ſweet Life end. 
Ly. Amen, Amen, to that fair Prayer ſay I. 
And then end Life when I end Loyalty: + 
Here is thy Bed, Sleep give thee all his Reſt. 

Her. With half that Wiſh, the Wiſhers Eyes be preſt. 
| They ſleeps 
Enter Puck, 

Puck, Through the Foreſt have I gone, 

But Athenian find I none, 

On whoſe Eyes I might approve 

This Flower's Force in ſtirring Love: 

Night and Silence ; who is here? 

Weeds of Athens he doth wear ; 

This is he, my Maſter ſaid, 

Deſpiſed the Athenian Maid? 

And here the Maiden ſleeping ſound 

On the dank and dirty Ground. 

Pretty Soul, ſhe durſt not lye 

Near this Lack-love, this kill Curteſie. 

Churl, upon thy Ey's I throw 

All the Power this Charm doth owe: 

When thou wak'ſt, let Love forbid 

Sleep his Seat on thy Eye. lid: 

So awake when I am gone, 

For I muſt now to Oberon. f [ Exit, 

Enter Demetrius and Helena running. 

Hel. Stay, tho t hou kill me, ſweet Demetrius. 
Dem. I charge thee hence, and do not haunt me thus, 
Hel. O wilt thou Darling leave me? Do not ſo. . 
Dem. Stay on thy Peril, I alone will go. | Exit Demetrius, 
Hel. O I am out of Breath in this fond Chace, 

The more my Prayer, the leſſer is my Grace. 

Happy is Hermia, whereſoe'er ſhe lyes; 

For ſhe hath bleſſed and attractive Eyes. 

How came her Eyes fo bright? Not with ſalt Tears; 

If fo, my Eycs are oftner waſh'd than hers: 

C 3 No, 
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No, no, I am as ugly as a Bear; 

For Beaſts that meet me run away for fear; 
Therefore no marvel, tho* Demetrius 

Do as a Monſter, fly my Preſence thus, 


What wicked and diſſembling Glaſs of mine, 


Made me compare with Hermia's ſphery Eyn 


But who is here? Ly/ander on the Ground : 


Dead or afleep? I ſee no Blood, ho Wound: 
Lyſander, if you live, good Sir awake. 
J. And run thro'-Fire I will for thy ſweet fake. 


[Waking] 

Traſp:rent Helena, Nature here ſhews Art, 1 
That through thy Boſom makes me ſee thy Heart. 
Where is Demetrius? Oh how fit a Word 
Is that vile Name, to periſh on my Sword? 

Hel. Do not ſay ſo, Lyſander, ſay not ſo; 
What tho he love your Hermia? Lord, what tho'? 
Vet Hermia {till loves you; then be content. 

Lyſ. Content with Hermia? No: I do repent 
The tedious Minutes I with her have ſpent; 
Not Hermia, but Helena now I love: 
Who will not change a Raven for a Dove? 
The Will of Man is by his Reaſon ſway'd, 
And Reaſon ſays you are the worthier Maid. 
Things growing are not ripe until their Seaſon; 
So I being young, till now ripe not to Reaſon; 
And touching now che Point of human Skill, 
Reaſon becomes the Marſhal to my Will, 
And leads me to your Eyes, where I o'erlook 
Love's Stories, written in Love's richeſt Book. 
Hel. Wherefore was I to this keen Mockery born? 
When at your Hands did I deſerve this Scorn ? 
1s't not enough, is't not enough, young Man, 
That I did neyer, no nor never can 
Deſerve a ſweet Look from Demetrius Eye, 
But you muſt flout my Inſufficiency? 
Good troth you do me wrong, pas ſooth 
In ſuch diſdainful manner me to woo: 
But fare you well. Perforce 1 muſt confeſs, 
I thought you Lord of more true Gertleneſs : 
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Oh, that a Lady of one Man reſus d, | 

Should of anothcr therefore be abus'd. Exit 
Lyſ. She ſees not Hermia, Hermia ſleep thou there, 

And never may'ſt thou come Ly/anaer near; 

For as a Sur feit of the ſweeteſt Things, 

The deepeſt loathing to a Stomach brings; 

Or as the Herefics that Men do leave, 

Are hated moſt of thoſe they did deceive; 

So thou, my Surfeit and my Hereſie, 

Of all be hates, but the moſt of me; 

And all my Powers addreſs, your Love and might, 

To honour Helen, and to be her Knight, [ Exit. 
Her, Help me, Lyſander p me, do thy beſt | 

To pluck this crawling Scrpent from my Breaſt ; 

Ay me, for Pity, what a Dream was here? 

Lyſander look, how I do quake with Fear; 

Me-rho12ht a Serpent eat my Heart away, 

And y:: fats ſmiling at his cruel Prey: 

Lyſander, what remov'd? Lyſander, Lord, 

What out of hearing, gone? No ſound, no word? 

Alack where are you? Speak, and if you hear, 

Speak of all Loves; I {wound almoſt with Fear. 

No, then I well perceive you are not nigh, 

Either Death or you I'll find immediately, Exit, 


3 


A CI HE S 


Enter Quince, Soug, Bottom, Flute, Snowt andStarveling, | 
| The Queen of Fairies lying aſleep, 


Bot. RE we all met? 

Quin. Pat, pat, and here's a marvellous conveni- 
ent Place for our Rehearſal. This green Plat ſhall be our 
Stage, this Hauthorn brake our tyring Houſe, and we will 
do it in Action, as we will do it before the Duke. 

Bot, Peter Quince. 1 

Quin. What ſay'it thou Bully Bottom? 
Bot. There are Things in this Ccmedy of Piramys and 
Thisby, that will never pleaſe, Firſt, Piraumus mult draw a | 
g C 4 Sword 
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_ Sword to kill himſelf, which the Ladies cannot abide. How Ch 

anſwer you that? 

Snout, Berlaken, a parlous Fear. L 

a Star. I believe we mult leave the Killing out, when all is 
one. * 

Bot. Not 1 whit, I have a Device to make all well; write 
| me a Prologue, and let the Prologue ſeem to ſay, We will do 
no harm with our Swords, and that Piramus is not kill'd in- 
deed; and for the more better Aſſurance, tell them, that J 
Pyramus am not Pyramus, but Bottom the Weaver; this will 
pi them out of fear. 

ö Quin. Well, we will have ſuch a Prologue, and it ſhall be 
| wiitten in Eight and Six. | 

Bet. No, make it two more; let it be written in Eight 
| and Eight. | 
| Snoxt, Will not the Ladies be afeard of the Lion? 

Star, 1 fear it, I promiſe you, 

| Bot, Maſters, you ought to conſider with your ſelves ; to 
; bring in, God ſhield us, a Lion among Ladies, is a moſt 
| 


] Lion. 
| Bot. Nay, you muſt name his Name, and half his Face 2 
N muſt be ſecn through the Lion's Neck, and he himſelf muſt 

ſpcak th:ough, ſaying thus, or to the ſame defect; Ladies, or 2 
fair Ladies. I would wiſh you, or I would requeſt you, or 80 
I would intreat yon, not to fear, not to tremble; my Life for . 
yours; if you think I come hither as a Lior, it were pity of Ard 


| dreadful Thing; for there is not a more fearf.] wild Fowl P. 

ion living; ; So n 

| than your Lion living; and we ought to look to it, | 
| Snowt, Therefore another Prologue muſt tell he is not a bi: 


| my Life; no, I am no ſuch thing, I am a Man as other Men 7 

| are; and there indeed let him name his Name, and tell them Th 
| plainly he is Saug the Joiner, | 
| Quin. Well, it ſhall be ſo; but there is two hard Things, Q 
| that is, to bring the Moon-light into a Chamber; for you at 


| know Pyramus and Thisby meet by Moon-light, Of e 
| S14g. Doth t' e Moon ſhine that Night we play our Play? Moſt 
| Bot, A Calender, a Calender, lookin the Almanack; find x 


| | on! M on-ſhine, find out Moon: ſhine, — a 
| in Vis, it doth ſhine that Night. | 92 


| Bet, Wiry then may you leave a Caſement of the great 47 
g Chamber et 5 
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Chamber Window, where we play, open, and the Moon may 
ſhine in at the Caſement. 

vin. Ay, or elſe one muſt come in with a Buſh of Thorns 
and a Lanthorn, and ſay he comes to dis figure, or to preſent 
the Perſon of Moonſhine; then there is another thing, we 
muſt have a Wall in the great Chamber, for Pyramus and 

Thisby, ſays the Story, did talk through the Chink of a Wall, 
Sung. You can never bring in a Wall. What ſay you 

Bottom ? 

Bot. Some Man or other muſt preſent Wall, and ler 
him have ſome Plaſter, or ſome Lome, or ſome Rough-caſt 
about him, to ſignify Wall, or let him hold his Fingers 
ny and through the Cranny ſhall Fyramus and Thisby 
whiſper. 

Quin. If that may be, then all is well. Come, fit down 
every Mother's Son, and rehearſe your Parts. Pyramus you 
begin; when you have ſpoken your Speech enter into that 
Brake, and fo every one according to his Cue, 

Enter Puck. 

Puck, What hempen Home- ſpuns have we ſwaggering here 
So near the Cradle of the Fairy Queen? 

What, a Play toward? I'll be an Auditor; 

An Actor too perhaps, if I ſee Cauſe. 

Quin. Speak Pyramws; Thisby ſtand forth. 

Pyr. Thisby, the Flowers of odious Savour's ſweet, 

Quin. Odours, Odouts. . 

Pyr. Odours ſavors ſweet, 

So that thy Breath, my deareſt Thisby dear, 

But hark, a Voice; ſtay thou but here a while, 

Ard by and by I will to thee appear. [Exit Pyr. 
Puck. A ſtranger Pyramus than Cer plaid here. | 
Thiſ. Muſt I ſpeak now? 

— Ay marry n uſt you; for you muſt underſtand he 
goes but to ſee a Noiſe that he heard, and is to come again. 

Thiſ. Moſt radiant Pyramus, moſt lilly white of Hue, 

Of Colour like the red Role on triumphant Rryer, 

Moſt brisky Juvenal, and eke moſt lovely Few, 

As true as trueſt Horſe, that yet would never tire, 

I] meet thee, Pyramus, at Nin s Tomb. 

Quin. Ninus Tomb, Man; why you muſt not ſpeak that 
yet; that you anſwer to Fyramus; you ſpeak all your Part at, 

oncę, 
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once, Cues and all. Fyramus enter, your Cue is paſt; it is 
never tire. 
Enter Pyramus, 
Thif. O, as true as trueſt Horſe, that yet would never tire. 
Pyr. If I were fair, Thisby, J were only thine. 
vin. O monſtrou:! O ſtrange! We are haunted; pray 
Maſters, fly Maſters, help. The Clowns Exeun, 
Pack, Vil follow you, I'll lead you about a Round, 
Through wh, through Buſh, through Brake, through Bryer; 
Semetimes a Horſe I'll be, ſometimes a Hound, 
A Hog, a headleſs Bear, ſometime a Fire, 
And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and rore and burn, 
Like Horſe, Hound, Hog, Bear, Fire, at every turn. [ Exi;, 
Enter Bottom with an Aſ5 Head. 
Bot. Why do they run away ? This is a Knavery of them 
to make me afeard. 
Enter Snowt, 
Snowt. O Bottom, thou art chang d; what do I ſee © 


thee ? 
Bot What do you ſee? You ſee an Aſs-head of your own, 


do you? 
Enter Quince. 
Quin. Bleſs thee Bottom, bleſs thee, thou art * 
| Exit, 

Bot. I ſee their Knavery, this is to make an Aſs of me, to 
fright me if they could; but I will not ſtir from this Place, 1 7 
do what they can; I will walk up and down here, and will 2 7 
fing that they ſhall hear I am not afraid. ; 7 
The Wooſel Cock, ſo black of hue, 4 4 
With Orenge-tawny Bill, 
The Throſtle will his Note ſo true. 
The Wren and little Quill. 

Queen, What Angel wakes me from my flowry Bed ? Wich 


| Waking, he þ- 


Bot. The Finch, the Sparrow, and the Lark, And f 
The plain-ſong Cuckow gray, And 1. 
Whoſe Note full many a Man doth maik, No hes 
And dares not anſwer nay. And þ 


For, indeed, who would ſet his Wit to ſo fooliſh a Bird! ro fan 
Who would give 3 Bird the Lye, tho' he cry Cuckow ne: NNodi t 


Queen. 


ver ſo? 
1 z 
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it i Queer. I pray thee, gentle Mortal, ſing again, 


ine Ear is much enamour'd of thy Note; 
Dn the firſt view to ſay, to ſwear I love thee, 
> is mine Eye enthralled to thy Shape, 
nd thy fair Virtues force (perforce) doth move me: 
Bot. Methinks, Miſtreſs, you ſhould have little Reaſon 
r that : And yer, to ſay the truth, Reaſon and Love keep 
tle Company together, now a-days. The more the pity, 
hat ſome honeſt Neighbours will not make them Friends, 
2y, I can gleek upon occaſion, 
#een, Thou art as Wile as thou art Beautiful. 
Bot, Not ſo neither: But if I had Wit enough to get out 
ff this Wood, I have enough to ſerve mine own turn. 
Queen. Out of this Wood do not deſire to go, 
hou ſhalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no, 
am a Spirit of no common Rate; 
| he Summer ſtill doth tend upon my State, 
ce on Hand I do love thee; therefore go with me, 
IU give thee Fairies to attend on thee; 
nd they ſhall fetch thee Jewels from the Deep, 
nd ſing, while thou on preſſed Flowers doth ſleep: 
ind I will purge thy mortal Groſneſs ſo, 
lated. hat thou ſhalt like an airy Spirit go. 
Exit. Enter Peaſebloſſom, Cobweb, Moth, Muſtardſee d, and 
ne, co four Fairies. wt 
Place, WW 1 Fair, Ready. | 
will 2 Fair. And I. 
3 Fair, And I, 
4 Fair, And I, Where ſhall we go? 
Queen, Be kind and courteous to this Gentleman, 
Hop in his Walks, and Gambole in his Eye, 
Feed him with Apricocks and Dewberries, 
Wich purple Grapes, green Figs, and Mulberries, 
he Honey Bags ſteal from the Humble Bees, 
And for Night Tapers crop their waxen Thighs, 
And light them at the fiery Glow-worm's Eyes, 
To have my Love to Bed, and to ariſe: 
= And pluck the Wings from painted Butterflies, 
Bird! Ho fan the Moon-beams from his ſleeping Eyes, 
ner Nod to him Elves, and do him Courteſics. 


tire. 


Pray 
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them 
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1 Fair. Hail Mortal, Hail. L Wher 
2 Fair. Hail. 
3 Fair. Hail. 
Bot. I cry your Worſhip's Mercy heartily, I beſeech your 
Worſhip's Name. 
Cob. Cobweb. 
Bot. I ſhall deſire of you more Acquaintance, good M- Riſin 
ſter Cob web; if I cut my Finger, I ſhall make bold with you. Sever 
Your Name, honeſt Gentleman? So at 
Peaſ. Peaſebloſſom. | And 
Bot, I pray yon commend me to Miſtreſs Sqaa ſb your He M 
Mother, and to Maſter Peaſecod your Father. Good MaſtaW Thei 
Peaſebloſſom, I ſhall defire of you more Acquaintance too. Mad: 
Your Name, I beſeech you, Sir? For | 
Muſe Mnſtardſeed, ; Some 
Bot. Good Maſter Maſtardſeed, I know your Patience I led 
well: That ſame cowardly Giant- like Ox- beef hath devour d And 
many a Gentleman of your Houſe, I promiſe you, your Whe 
Kindred hath made my Eyes water &er now. I deſire more 77a. 


of your Acquaintance, good Maſter Muſtardſeed. Ol 

neon. Come wait upon him, lead him to my Bower. I But | 
The Moon, methinks, looks with a watry Eye, With 
And when ſhe weeps, weep every little Flower, Py 
Lamenting ſome enforced Chaſtity. And 


Tye up my Lover's Tongue, bring him ſilently. [ Exeun, © That 
Enter King of Fairies ſolus. | 


Ob. I wonder if Titania be awak'd : - Ol 
Then what it was that next came in her Eye, P; 
Which ſhe muſt dote on in Extremity, D 

Enter Puck. | Lay 
Here comes my Meſſenger : How now mad Spirit, H 
What Night-rule now about this haunted Grove ? For t 

Fuck. My Miſtreſs with a Monſter is in love. If th 
Near to her cloſe and conſecrated Bower, Bein 
While ſhe was in her dull and fleeping Hour, The 
A crew of Patches, rude Mechanical, As h 
That work for Bread upon Athenian Stalls, Fron 
Were met together to Rehearſe a Play, This 
Intendęd for great Theſeus Nuptial Day. May 
The ſhalloweſt thick Skin of that barren ſort, Her 


Who Hyramus preſented, in their Sport 


Forſock 
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Forſook his Scene, and entred in a Brake, 
When I did him at this Advantage take, 
An Aſs's Nole I fixed on his Head; 
Anon his Thisby muſt be anſwered, 
ch you And forth my Mimick comes; When they him ſpy, 
As wild Geeſe, that the creeping Fowler eye, . 
Or ruſſet-pated Choughs, many in ſort, 
d Mz Riſing and Kawing at the Gun's report, i 
th you W Sever themſelves, and madly ſweep the Sky; = 
So at his fight, away his Fellows fly, 
| And at our ſtamp here o'er and o'er one falls; 
you He Murder cries, and help from Athens calls. | 
Malta Their Senſe thus weak, loſt with their Fears thus ſtrong, 
ce too. ¶ Made ſenſeleſs things begin to do them wrong. 
For Briars and Thorns at their Apparel ſnatch, 

g Some Sleeves, ſome Hats, from Yielders all things catch. 
uence WT led them on in this diſtracted fear, . 
vour'l And left ſweet Pyramus tranſlated there: 

your When in that moment (ſo it came to paſ:) 
more ¶ Titania wak d, and ſtraightway lov'd an Afs. 

Ob. This falls out berter than I could deviſe. 
ver. But haſt thou yet latch'd the Athenian Eyes 
With the Love Juice, as I did bid thee do? 
Puck. I took him ſleeping; that is finiſh'd tos; 
And the Athenian Woman by his fide, , 
eum, That when he wak'd, of force ſhe muſt be ey d. 
Enter Demetrius and Hermia. 3 
Ob. Stand cloſe, this is the ſame Athenian. | 
Puck, This is the Woman, but not this the Man. 
Dem. O why rebuke you him that loves you ſo? 
Lay Breath ſo bitter on your bitter Foe. | 
Her. Now I but chide, but I ſhould uſe thee worſe; 
For thou, I fear, haſt given me cauſe to Curſe, 
If thou haſt lain Lyſander in his ſleep. . | 7 
Being o'er Shoes in Blood, plunge in the deep, and kill me too, 
The Sun was not ſo true unto the Day 
As he to me, Would he have ſtollen away 
From ſleeping Hermia? I'll believe as ſoon 
This whole Earth may be bor'd, and that the Moon 
May through the Center,creep, and fo diſpleaſe 
Her Brother's Noor-tide, with th' Autipodes. 


it 


— - — — 


Whether he be dead or no. 
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It cannot be but thou heſt murder d him, 
$2 ſhould a Murtherer look, ſo dead, ſo grim. 

Dem. So ſhould the Murtherer look, and ſo ſhould I, 
Pierc'd through the Heart with your ſtern Cruelty : 


| Yet you the Murderer look as bright and clear, 


As yonder Venus in her glimmering Sphere. 
Her. What's this to my Lyſander? Where is he? 
Ah good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me? 
Dem, I'd rather give his Carkaſs to my Hounds. 


Her. Out Dog, out Cur, thou driv'it me paſt the bounds 


Of Maiden's Patience. Haſt thou lain him then? 
Henceforth be never numbred among Men. 
Oh? once tell true, and even for my ſake, 
Durſt thou a look'd upon him, being awake? 
And haſt thou kill'd him ſleeping? O brave touch: 
Could not a Worm, an Adder do ſo much? 
An Adder did it, for with doubler Tongue 
Than thine, thou Serpent, never Adder ſtung. 
Dem. You ſpend your Paſſion on a miſpriz'd mood; 
I am not guilty of Lyſander's Blood, 
Nor is he dead for ought that I can tell, 
Her. I pray thee tell me-then that he is well, 
Dem, And if I could, what ſhould I get therefore? 
Her, A Privilege never to ſee me more; 
And from thy hated Preſence part J. See me no more, 
Exit 
Dem. There is no following her in this fierce van 
Here therefore for a while L will remain. 
So Sorrows heavineſs doth heavier grow: 
For Debt that Bankrupt ſleep doth Sorrow owe, 
Which now in ſome ſlight meafure it will pay, 
If for his tender here I make ſome ſtay. [ Lies down, 
Ob. What haſt thou done? Thou haſt miſtaken quite, 
And laid thy Love-Juice on ſome true Love's fight: 
Of thy Miſpriſion muſt perforce enſue 


Some true Love turn'd, and not a falſe turn'd true. 
Puck. Then Fate o er- rules, that one Man holding Troth 
A Mihion fail, confounding Oath on Oath. 


Ob. About the Wood go ſwifter than the Wind, 
And Helena of Athens ſee thou find. [+ 
All Fancy- ſick ſhe is, and pale of Cheer, 1 
| it 


ound; Met her ſhine as gloriouſſy 


Exit 


oth 


ith 
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Vith ſighs of Love, that coſts the freſh Blood dear; 

By ſome Illuſion ſee thou bring her here; 

11 charm his Eyes againſt ſhe doth appear. 
Puck, I go, I go, look how I go, 

Swifter than Arrow from the Tartar's Bow. [Exit, 
Ob. Flower of this purple dye, 

lit with Cupid's Archery, 

Sink in Apple of his Eye, 

hen his Love he doth eſpy, 


ks the Venus of the Sky. 
Vhen thou wak'ſt, if ſhe be by, 
Beg of her for Remedy. 
Enter Puck. 
Puck, Captain of our Fairy Band, 
Helena is here at hand, 
And the Youth miſtook by me, 
Pleading for a Lover's Fee, 
Shall we their fond Pageant ſee? 
Lord, what Fools theſe Mortals be! 
06. Stand aſide: The noiſe they make 
Will cauſe Demetrius to awake. 
Puck. Then will two at once woo one; 
That muſt needs be Sport alone. 
And thoſe things do beſt pleaſe me, 


That befal prepoſterouſly. | 
Enter Lyſander and Helena. 


Lyſ: Why ſhould you think that I ſhould woo in ſcorn? 
Scorn and Deriſion never come in Tears. h 
Look when I vow, I weep, and Vows ſo born, 

In their Nativity all Truth appears: 
How can theſe things in me ſeem Scorn to you? 
Bearing the badge of Faith to prove them true. 

Hel. You do advance your Cunning more and more, 
When Truth kills Truth, O deviliſh holy Fray“ 
Theſe Vows are Hermia's, Will you give her o'er? 
Weigh Oath with Oath, and you will nothing weigh. 
Your Vows to her and me, put in two Scales, 

Will even weigh, 2nd both as light as Tales. 

Ly/. T had no Judgment when to her I ſwore. 

Hel. Nor none, in my mind, now you give her o'er. 

| Dp 
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Lyſ. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you. 
_ | Awaking.] O Helen, Goddeſs, Nymph, perfect, 
ivine, 
To what, my Love, ſhall I compare thine Eyne? 
Cryſtal is muddy ; O how ripe in ſhow, 
Thy Lips, thoſe kiſſing Cherries, tempring grow! 
That pure congealed white, high Taurus Snow, 
Fann'd with the Eaſtern Wind, turns to a Crow, 
When thou hold'ſt up thy hand. O let me kifs 
This Princeſs of pure white, this ſeal of Bliſs. 
Hel. O Spight, O Hell, I ſee you are all bent 
To ſet againſt me, for your Merriment: 
If you were civil, and knew Courteſie, 
You would not do me thus much Injury. 
Can you not hate me, as I know you do, 
But you muſt join in Souls to mock me too? 
If you are Men, as Men you are in ſhow, 
You would not uſe a gentle Lady ſo: 
To vow, and ſwear, and ſuperpraiſe my Parts, 
When I am ſure you hate me with your Hearts. 
You both are Rivals, and love Hermia, 
And now both Rivals to mock Helena. 
A trim Exploit, a manly Enterprize, 
To conjure Tears upin a poor Maid'sEyes, 
With your Deriſion: None of Nobler ſort 
Would ſo offend a Virgin, and extort 
A poor Soul's Patience, all to make you ſport. 
. You are unkind, Demetrius; be not fo, 
For you love Hermia; this you know I;know. 
And here with all good will, with all my heart, 
In Hermia's Love I yield you up my part; 
And your's of Helena to me bequeath, 
Whom I do love, and will do to my Death. 
Hel. Never did Mockers waſte more idle Breath, 
Dem. Lyſander, keep thy Hermia, I will none; 
If &er I lov'd her, all that Love is gone. 
My Heart to her, but as Gueſt-wiſe ſojourn'd, 
And now to Helen it is home return'd, . 
There to remain. | 
Lyſc It is not ſo. 
Dem. Diſparage not the Faith thou doſt not know, N . 
E 
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Leſt to thy peril thou abide it dear. 
Look where thy Love comes, yonder is thy Dear. 
Enter Hermia. 

Her. Dark Night, that from the Eye his Function takes, 

The Ear more quick of Apprehenſion makes. 

Wherein it doth impair the ſeeing Senſe, 

It pays the Hearing double recompence. 

Thou art not by mine Eye, Lyſander, found, 

Mine Ear, I thank it, brought me to that Sound. 

But why unkindly didſt thou leave me ſo? 
Lyſ. Why ſhould he ſtay, whom Love doth preſs to go? 
Her. What Love could preſs Lyſander from my fide ? 
Lyſ. Lyſander's Love, that would not let him bide ; 

Fair Helena, who more engilds the Night, 

Thaa all yon fiery O's and Eyes of Light. 

Why ſeck'ſt thou me? Could not this make thee know 

The Hate I bear thee, made me leave thee ſo? 
Her, You ſpeak not as you think: It cannot be. 
Hel. Lo, ſhe is one of this Confederacy ; 

Now I perceive they have conjoin'd all three, 

To faſhion this falſe Sport in ſpight of me. 

Injurious Hermia, moſt ungrateful Maid, 

Have you conſpir'd, have you with theſe contriv'd 

To bait me, with this foul Deriſion? 

Is all the Counſel that we two have ſhar'd, 

The Siſters Vows, the Hours that we have ſpent, 

When we have chid the haſty footed Time, 

For parting us: O! and is all forgot? 

All School-days Friendſhip, Childhoods Innocence? 

We, Hermia, like two Artificial gods, 

Have with our Needles, created both one Flower, 

Both on one Sampler, fitting on one Cuſhion ; 

Both warbling of one Song, both in one Key; 

As if our Hands, our Sides, Voices, and Minds 

Had been incorporate. So we grew together, 

Like to a double Cherry, ſeeming parted, 

But yet an Union in partition 

Two lovely Berries molded on one Stem, 

So with two ſeeming Bodies, but one Heart, 

Two of the firſt Life, Coats of Heraldry, 

Due but to one, and crowned with one Creſt. 

Vor. II. D And 


498 A Midſummer-Night's Dream. 


And will you rend our ancient Love aſunder, 
To join with Men in ſcorning your poor Friend? 
It is not friendly, *tis not maidenly ; 
Our Sex as well as I may chide you for it, 
Though I alone do feel the Injury. 
Her, I am amazed at your paſſionate words: 
I ſcori, you not; it ſeems that you ſcorn me. 
Hel. Have you not ſet Lyſander, as in ſcorn, 
To follow me, and praiſe my Eyes and Face? 
And made your other Love, Demetrins, 
Who even but now did ſpurn me with his Foot, 
To call me Goddeſs, Nymph, Divine, and Rare, 
Precious, Celeſtial ? Wherefore ſpeaks he this 
To her he hates? And wherefore doth Lyſander 
Deny your Love, ſo rich within his Soul, 
And tender me, forſooth, Affection, 
But by your ſetting on, by your Conſent 3 
What thaugh I be not ſo in grace as you, 
So hung upon with Love, ſo fortunate ? 
But miſerable moſt, to love unlov'd, 
This you ſhould pity rather than deſpiſe, 
Her. I underſtand not what you mean by this, 
Hel. Ay, do, perſevere, counterfeit ſad Looks, 
Make Mouths upon me when I turn my Back, 
Wink each at other, hold the ſweer Jeſt up: 
This ſport well carried, ſhall be chronicled, 
If you have any Pity, Grace, or Manners, 
You would not make me ſuch an Argument : 
But fare ye well, *tis partly mine own fault, 
Which Death or Abſence ſoon ſhall remedy. 
Lyſ. Stay, gentle Helena, hear my Excule ; 
My Love, my Soul, fair Helena, 
Hel. O Excellent! 
Her. Sweet, do not ſcorn her fo. 
Dem, If ſhe cannot entreat, I can compel. 
Ly/: Thou carſt compel no more than ſhe entreat. 
Thy Threats have no more ſtrength than her weak Praiſe, 
Helen, I love thee, by my Life I do; | 
1 ſwear by that which I will loſe for thee, 
To prove him falſe that ſays I love thee not. 
Dem. I ſay, I love thee more than he can do. 
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Lyſ: If thouſay ſo, withdraw and prove it too. 

Dem, Quick, come, 

Her. Lyſander, whereto tends all this? 

Lyſ. Away, you Ethiope. 

Dem. No, no, Sir, ſeem to break looſe; 

Take on as you would follow, x 
But yet come not; you are a tame Mar, go. 

Ly/. Hang off thou Cat, thou Burre; vile thing let !201e, 
Or I will ſhake thee from me like a Serpent. 

Her. Why are you grown ſo rude 
What change is this, ſweet Love? 

Lyſ. Thy Love? Out tawny Tartar, out; | 
Out loathed Medicine; O hated Poiſon, hence, 

Her. Do you not jeſt ? \ 

Hel. Ves ſooth, and ſo do you. | 

Lyſc Demetrius, I will keep my Word with thee» 

Dem. I would I had your Bond; for I perceive 
A weak Bond holds you; I'll not truſt your Word. 

Ly/. What, ſhould I hurt her, ſtrike her, kill her dead} 
Although I hate her, I'll not harm her fo. 

Her. What, can you do me greater harm than hate ? 
Hate me! wherefore? O mc! what News, my Love? 

Am not I Hermia? Are not you Lyſander ? 
I am as fair now, as I was ere-while. 
Since Night you lov'd me; yer fince Night you left me: 
Why then you left me, O the gods forbid! | 
In earneſt, ſhall I ſay? 
Lyſ. Ay, by my Life, 
And never did deſire to ſee thee more. 
Thereſore be out of hope, of queſtion, of doubt, 
Be certain, nothing truer; tis no jeſt, 
That I do hate thee, and love Helena. 

Her. O me, you Jugler, you Canker-bloſſom, _ 
Tou Thief of Love; what have you come by Night, 
And ſtollen my Love's Heart from him? 2 

Hel. Fine, faith! 
Jave you no Modeſty, no maiden Shame, 

Jo touch of Baſhfulneſs? What will you tear 
Impatient Anſwers from my gentle Tongues = 
Pio fie, you Counterfeit, you Puppet, you. = 
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Her. Puppet! why ſo? Ay, that ways go the Game. 


Now I perceive that ſhe hath made compare 

Between our Statures; ſhe hath urg'd her height, 

And with her perſonage, her tall perſonage, 

Her height, forſooth, ſhe hath prevail'd with him. 

And are you grown ſo high in his Eſteem, 

Becauſe I am ſo dwarfifh, and ſo low? 

How low am I, thou painted Maypole? Speak, 

How low am I? I am not yer ſo low, 

But that my Nails can reach unto thine Eyes. ; 
Hel. I pray you, though you mock me, Gentlemen, 

Let her not hurt me, I was never curſt : 

I have no gift at all in Shrewiſhnelſs; 

I am a right Maid for my Cowardize : 

Let her rot ſtrike me, You perhaps may think, 

B:cauſe ſhe's ſomething lower than my ſelf, 

That I can match her. 
Her, Lower ! Hark again. ; 
Hel. Good Hermia, 45 not be ſo bitter with me, 

i evermore did love you, Hermia, 

Did ever keep your Counſels, never wrong'd you, 

Save thit in Love unto Demetrius, 

I rold him of your ſtealth into this Wood: 

He follow'd you, for Love I fo low'd him, 

But he hath chid me hence, and threatned me 

To ſtrike me, ſpurn me, nay to kill me too; 

And now, ſo you will let me quiet go, 

To Athens will I bear my Folly back, 

And follow you no further, Let me go, 

You ſte how ſimple, and how fond ] am. 


Her. Why get you gone; who is't that hinders you? 


Fiel. A foolith Heart, that I leave here bchind, 
Her, What with Lyſander ? 

Hel. With Demetrius. 

Liſ. Be not afraid, ſhe will not harm thee, Helena. 


Dem. No, Sir, ſhe ſhall not, though you take her part. 


Hel. She was a Vixen when ſhe went to School; 
And though ſhe be bur little ſhe is fierce. 

Fer. Little again? Nothing but low and little? 
Why will you fuffer her to flout me thus? 
Let me come to her, 


2 


e. 


u? 


art. 
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Lyſ. Get you gone, you Dwarf, 
You Minimus, of hindring Knot-graſs made, 
You Bead, you Acorn. 
Dem. You are too offi cious 
In her behalf that ſcorns your Services. 
Let her alone, ſpeak not of Helena, 
Take not her part: For if thou doſt intend 
Never ſo little ſhew of Love to her, 
Thou ſhalt abide it. 
Lyſ. Now ihe holds me not, 
Now follow if thou dar'ſt, to try whoſe Right 
Of ine or mine is moſt in Helena. 
Dem. Follow ? Nay, I'll go with thee Cheek by Jowl. 
| [ Exit Lyſander and Demetrius, 
Her, You Miſtreſs, all this Coyl is long of you: 
Nay, go not back, 
Hel. J will not truſt you, 
Nor longer ſtay in your curſt Company. 
Your Hands than mine are quicker for a Fray, 
My Legs are longer though, to run away. [ Exennt, 
Enter Oberon and Puck. 
Ob. This is thy Negligence, ſtill thou miſtak'ſt, 
Or elſe committ'ſt thy Knaveries willingly. 
Puck. Believe me, King cf Shadows, I miſtook: 
Did not you tell me I ſhould know the Man, 
By the Athenian Garments he hath on 
And ſo far blameleſs proves my Enterprize, 
That I have *nointed an Athenian's Eyes; 
Ard fo far am I glad, it did fo fort, 
As this their Jangling I eftcem a Sport. 
Ob. Thou lecit theſe Lovers ſeek a Place to fight; 
Hie therefore, Robin, overcaſt the Night, 
The Starry Welkin cover thou anon 
With drooping Fog, as black as Acheron, 
And lead theſe teſty Rivzl; ſo aſtray, 
As one come not within anothei's way. 
Like to Lyſander ſometime frame thy Tongue, 
Then ſtir Demetrius up with bitter Wrong; 
And ſometime rail thou like Demetrius; 
And from cach other look thou lead them thus, 
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Till o'er their Brows, Death-counterfeiting Sleep 
With leaden Legs and batty Wings doth creep; | 
Then cruſh this Herb into Zyſander's Eye, 
Whoſe Liquor hath this virtuous Property, 
To take from thence all Error, with its Might, ; 
And make his Eye-balls rowl with wonted fight. yr 
When they nexr wake, all this Derifion 
Shall ſeem a Dream, and fruitleſs Viſion; 
And back to Athens (hall the Lovers wend 
With League, whoſe date *till Death ſhall never end. 
Whiles I in this Affair do thee imploy, 
I'll to my Queen, and beg her Indian Boy; 
And then I will her charmed Eye releaſe 
From Monſters view, and all things ſhall be Peace. 

Puck, My Fairy Lord, this muſt be done with haſte, 
For Night's ſwift Dragons cut the Clouds full faſt, 
And yonder ſhines Aurora's Harbinger; 
At whoſe approach, Ghoſts wandring here and there, 
Troop home to Church-yards; Damned Spirits all, 
That in Croſs-ways and Floods have Burial, 
Already to their wormy Beds are gone, 
For fear leſt Day ſhould look their Shames upon, 
They wilfully exile themſelves from Light, | 
And mult for aye conſort with black-brow'd Night: 

Ob. But we are Spirits of another ſort; 
I with the Morning-Love have oft made ſport, 
And like a Foreſter the Groves may tread, 
Even *till the Eaſtern Gate all fiery red, 
Opening on Neptune with fair bleſſed Beams, 
Turns into yell) Gold his ſalt-green Streams. 
But notwithſtanding haſte, make no delay, 
We may effect this Buſineſs yet &er Day. [Exit Oberon. 

Puck, Up and down, up and down, I will lead them up 
and down: Iam fear'd in Field and Town, Goblin, lead them 
up and down, Here comes one. | 

Enter Lyſander. 

Lyſ. Where art thou, proud Demetrius: 
Speak thou now. 
Puck. Here, Villain, drawn and ready. Where art thou? 
Ly/. ] will be with thee ſtraight. 
Puek, Follow me then to plainer Ground. 

Enter 


— = — 
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Enter Demetrius 
Dem. Lyſander, ſpeak again; 
Thou Run-away, thou' Coward, art thou fled ? 
Speak in ſome Buſh : Where doſt thou hide thy Head 
Puck. Thou Coward, art thou begging to the Stars, 
Telling the Buſhes that thou look'ſt far Wars, 
And wilt not come? Come Recreant, come chou Child, 
I'll whip thce with a Rod, he is defil'd 
That draws a Sword on thee, 
Dem, Yea, art thou there? 
Puck. Follow my Voice, we'll try no Manhood here, Exe. 
Lyſ: He goes before me, and ſt ill dares me on, 
W hen I come where he calls me, then he's gone, 
The Villain is much lighter heel'd than I: 
I follow'd faſt, but faſter he did fly; [ Shifting places, 
Thar fall'n am I in dark uneven way, 
And here will reſt me. Come thou gentle Day: ¶ Lies down. 
For if but once thou (hew me thy gray Light, 
I'll find Demetrius, and revenge this Spight. 
Enter Puck and Demetrius. 
Puck. Ho, ho, ho, Coward why com'ſt thou not? 
Dem. Abide me, if thou dar'ſt: For well I wot, 
Thou runr'ſt before me, ſhifting every place, 
And dar'ſt not ſtand, nor look me in the Face. — 
Where art thou? 
Puck. Come hither, I am here. 
Dem. Nay then thou mock'ſt me; thou ſhalt buy this dea, 
If ever I thy Face by Day- light ſee. 
Now go thy way: Faintnefs conſtraineth me, 
To meaſvre out my length on this cold Bed, 


By Day's approach look to be viſited. | Lyes down, 
mm. Enter Helena, 
up Hel. O weary Night, O long and tedious Night, 
m Abate thy Hours, ſhine Comforts from the Eaſt, 


That I may back to Athens by Daylight, 


From theſe that my poor Company deteſt, be. 
And Sleep, that ſometimes ſhuts up Sorrow's Eye, 
Steal me a while from mine own Company, | Sleeps, 


* Puck. Vet but three? Come one more, 

Two of both Kinds makes up four. 

Here ſhe comes, curſt and ſad, | 
er D Oo Cupid 
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Cupid is a knaviſh Lad. 
Thus to make poor Females mad. 
Enter Hermia, 
Her, Never ſo weary, never ſo in Woe. 
Bedabbled with the Dew, and torn with Briars, 
I can no further crawl, no further go; 
My Legs can keep no Pace with my Deſires: 
Here will I reſt me 'till the break of Day; 
Heav'ns ſhield Ly/ander, if they meana Fray. [Lyes down. 
Puck, On the Ground ſleep ſound, 
Pl apply to your Eye, gentle Lover, remedy. 
[Squeezing the Fuice on Lyſander's Eye. 
When thou wak'ſt thou tak ſt 


True Delight; in the Sight of former Lady's Eye, 2 
And the Country Proverb known, Bo, 
That every Man ſhould take his own, ; good 
In your waking ſhall be known, tle of 
Jack ſhall have Jill, naught ſhall go ill, 2 
The Man ſhall have his Mare again, and all be well. EN Puck. That 
| They ſteep. And 
f 1 Bet 
ACTI. SCENE L 8095 
Euter Queen of Fairies, Bottom, Fairies attending, and the Qs 
Tg King behind them. Fairie 
Queen. Ome, fit thee down upon this flowry Bed, So do 
While I thy amiable Cheeks do coy, Gent] 
And ſtick Musk Roſes in thy ſleck-ſmooth Head, Enrin 
And kiſs thy fair large Ears, my gentle Joy. O ho 

Bot. Where's Peaſebloſſom ? | 
Peaſe, Ready. 06, 
Bot. Scratch my Head, Peaſebloſſom. Where's Monſieur Seeſt 
Cobweb? © Her! 
ih Cob. Ready. For n 
1 H Bor. Monſieur Cobweb, good Monſieur get your Wea» I *&%it 
pons in your Hand. and kill me a red-hipt Humble-Bee on [ did 
the Top of a Thiſtle, and good Monficur bring me the For ft 
Honey-bag. Do not fret your ſelf too much in the Action, Wich 
Monſieur; and good Monſicur have a Care the Honey- bag * a 
28 U 


break not; I would be loth to have you overfl-wn with a 
Honey-bag, Signior. Where's Monficur AMuſtardſeed od 
Muſt. Ready. | Bot. 


UB, 
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Ds 
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Bot. Give me your News, Monſieur Muſtard; 
Pray you leave your Curteſie, good Monſieur. 

Mnſt. What's your Will? 

Bot. Nothing, good Monſieur, but to help Cævalero Ob- 
web to ſcratch, I muſt to the Barbers, Monſieur, for me- 
thinks I am marvellous hairy about the Face. And I 
an ſuch a tender Als, if my Hair doth but tickle me, I muſt 
ſcratch. 

Queen, What, wilt thou hear ſome Muſick, my ſweet 
Love? 

Bot. I have a reaſonable good Ear in Muſick, let us 
have the Tongs and the Bones. 

Muſick Tongs, Rural Muſick. 

Queen. Or ſay, ſweet Love, what thou defir'lt to eat. 

Bot, Truly a Peck of Provender; I would munch your 
good dry Oats, Methinks I have a great Deſire to a Bot- 
tle of Hay : Good Hay, ſweet Hay hath no Fellow, 

Queen, I have a venturous Fairy 
That ſhall ſeck the Squirrels Roard, 

And ferch thee new Nuts. 

Bet, I bad rather have a handful of dried Peaſe. But I 
pray you let none of your People ſtir me, I have an Expo- 
ſition of Sleep come upon me. 

Queen, Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my Arms; 
Fairies be gone, and be always away : 
So doth the Woodbine the ſweet Hony-ſuckle 
Gently entwiſt; the female Ivy ſo 
Enrings the baiky Fingers of the Elm. 
O how I love thee! how I dote on thee ! 

Enter Puck. 

Ob. Welcome, good Kobin; 
Seeſt thou this ſweet Sight? 
Her Dotage now I do begin to pitv; 
For meeting her of late hchind the Wood, 
Seeking ſweet Favours for this hateful Fool, 
did upbraid her, and fall out with her; 
For ſhe his hairy Temples then had rounded 
With Coronet of freſh and fragrant Flowers, 
And that ſme Dew which ſometime on the Buds 
Was wont to ſwell like round and orient Pearls, 
Nood now within the pretty Flouriets Eyes, 


Like 
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Like Tears that did their own Diſgrace bewail. 
When I had at my Pleaſure taunted her, 

And ſhe in mild Terms begg'd my Patience, 

J then did ask of her, her changeling Child, 
Which ſtraight ſhe gave me, and her Fairy ſent 
To bear him to my Bower in Fairy Land; 
And now I have the Boy, I will undo 

This hateful Imperfection of her Eyes: 

And, gentle Puch, take this transformed Scalp 
From off the Head of this Athenian Swain; 
That he awaking when the others do, 

May all to Athens back again repair, 

Ard think no more of this Night's Accidents, 
But as the fierce Vex:tion of a Dream. 

But firſt I will releaſe the Fairy Queen. 


Be thou as thou waſt wont to be; 
See as thou waſt wont to ſee: 
Dian's Bud, or Cupid's Flower, 
Hath ſuch Force and bleſſed Power. 


Now, my Titania wake you my ſweet Queen, 
Queen. My Oberon! whit Viſions have I ſcen? 
Metnought I was enamoured of an Aſs. 

Ob. There lies your Love. 

Queen. How came theſe Things to paſs? © 

Wh Oh how mine Eyes do loath this Viſage now ! 
4 Ob. Silence a while; Robin take off his Head , 

i Titania, Muſick call, and ſtrike more dead 

14 Than common Sleep. Of all theſe find the Senſe. 


Il Quten. Muſick, ho Muſick; ſuch as charmeth Sleep. 
1 AHuſick ſtill. 

1 Puck. When thou awak'ſt,. with thine own Fools Eyes 
N Peep. 


Ol. Sound M ſick; come my Queen, take Hand with me, 

And rock the Ground whereon theſe Sleepers be. 

Now thou and JI are new in Amity, 

And will to Morrow Midnight ſolcmnly 

Dance in Duke Theſeus Houſe triumphantly, 

| And bleſs it to all fair Poſterity: 

1 There ſhell theſe Pairs of faithful Lovers be 

{| Wedded with Theſeus all in Jollity. 1 
uc. 


Puck. 
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Puck. Fair King attend and mark, 
I do hear the Morning Lark. 
Ob. Then my Queen in Silence ſad, 
rip we after the Night's Shade; 
We the Globe can compaſs ſoon, 
Swifter than the wandring Moon, 
Queen, Come my Lord, and in our Flight, 
Tell me how it came this Night, | 
That I ſleeping here was found, [ Sleepers lye till. 
With theſe Mortals on the Ground, | | Exeunt, 
[ Wind Horns, 
Enter Theſcus, Egeus, Hippolita and all his Train, 
Theſ. Go one of you, find out the Foreiſer, 
For now our Oblervation is perform'd; 
And ſince we have the vaward of the Day, 
My Love ſhall hear the Muſick of my Hounds : 
Uncouple in the Weſtern Valley, let thcm go, 
Diſpatch I ſay, and find the Foreſter, 
We will, fair Queen, up to the Mountain's Top, 
And mark the Muſical Confuſion 
Of Hound:, and Eccho in conjunction. 
Hip. I was with Hercules and Cadmys once, 
When in a wood of Creet they bay'd the Bear 
With Hounds of Sparta; never did I hear 
Such gallant Chiding. For beſides the Groves, 
The Skies, the Fountains, every Region near, 
deem'd all one mutual Cry. I never heard 
yo muſical a Diſcord, ſuch ſweet Thunder. 
Theſ. My Hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind, 
So flew'd, ſo ſanded, and their Heads ate hung ; 
With Ears that ſweep away the Morning Dew ; 
Crobk-kneed, and Dew-lap!, like Theſalian Bulls, 
Slow in purſuit, but match'd in Mouth like Bells, 
Each under each. A Cry more tuncable 
Was never hallow'd to, nor cheer'd with Horn, 

In Creet, in Sparta, nor in Theſſaly: ' 
Judge when you hear. But ſoft, what Nymphs are theſe} 
Ege. My Lord, this is my Daughter here llc, 
And this Lander, this Demetrius is, 

This Helena, old Nedar's Helena; 
I wonder of this being here together. 


Theſ. 
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Theſ. No doubt they roſe up early, to obſerve 
The right of May, and hearing our Intent, 
Came here in grace of our Solemnity. 

But ſpeak Egeus, is not this the Day 
That Hermia ſhould give Anſwer of her Choice? 

Ege. It is, my Lord. 

Theſ. Go bid the Huntſmen wake them with their Horns, 

Horns, and they wake. Shout within, they all ſtart up. 

Theſ. Good Morrow Friends; Saint Valentine is paſt: 
Begin theſe Wood- birds but to couple now? 

Lyſ. Pardon, my Lord. 

Theſ. I pray you all ſtand up: 

T know you two are Rival Enemies. 
How comes this gentle Concord in the World, 
That Hatred is ſo far from Jealouſy, 
To ſleep by Hate, and fear no Emnity. 
Ly/. My Lord, I ſhall rep'y amazedly, 
Half ſlecp, half waking. But as yet I ſwear, 
I cannot truly ſ:y how I came here : 
INT But as I think, (for truly would I ſpeak,) 
And now I do bethink me, ſo it is; 
1 I came with Hermia hither, Our Intent 
i Was to be gone from Athens, where we might be 
| Without the Peril of the Athenian Law. 
i Ege. Enough, enough, my Lord, you have enough; 
1 I beg the Law, the Law upon his Head: 
| They would have ſtoll'n away, they would, Demetrius, 
Thereby to have defeated you and me, 
You of your Wife, and me of my Conſent; 

Of my Conſent that ſhe ſhould be your Wife. 
Dem, My Lord, fair Hela told me of their Stealth, 
Of this their Purpoſe hither to the Wood. By 
And I in Fury hither follow'd them next 
Fair Helena in Fancy follow'd me: Belle 
But, my good Lord, I wot not by what Power, Life 
But by ſome Power it is, my Love rare 
To Hermia, melted as the Snow, what 
Seems to me now as the Remembrance of an idle Guade, expo 
Which in my Childhood I did doat upon: can t 
And all the Faith, the Virtue of my Heart, But 

The Object and the Pleaſure of mine Eye, 


rns. 
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Is only Helena. To her, my Lord, 
Was I betrothed e'er I did ſee Hermia; 
But like a Sickneſs did I loath this Food; 
But as in Health come to my natural Taſte, 
Now do I wiſh it, love it, long for it, 
And will for evermore be true to it. 
Theſ. Fair Lovers you are fortunately met; 
Of this Diſcourſe we ſhall hear more anon. 
Egeus, I will over-bear your Will, 
For in the Temple, by and by with us, 
Theſe Couples ſhall eternally be knit: 
And for the Morning now 1s ſomething worn, 
Our purposd Hunting ſhall be ſer aſide. 
Away with us to Athens, three and three, 
We'll hold a Feaſt in great Solemnity. 
Come Hippolita. [Exit Duke and Lords. 
Dem, Theſe Things ſeem ſmall and undiſtinguiſhable, 
Like far-off Mountaiss turned into Clouds. 
Her, Methinks I ſee theſe things with parted Eye, 
When every thing ſcems double. 
Hel. So methinks; 2 
And I have found Demetrius like a Jewel; ö 
Mine own, and not mine own. 
Dem, It ſeems ſo to me, 
That we fleep, we dream. Do not you think 
The Duke was here, and bid us follow him? 
Her. Yea, and my Father, 
Hel. And Hippolita. 


Lyſ. And he bid us follow to the Temple. 

Dem. W hy then we are awake ; let's follow him, and by | 
the Way let us recount our Dreams. [ Exennt. 

Bottom wakes. | 

Bot, When my Cue comes, call me, and I will anſwer, My 


next is, Moſt fair Pyramus.( Hey ho, Peter Quince! Flute the 
Bellows- mender! Sour the Tinker! Starveling! God's my 
Life! Stol'n hence, and left me aſleep. I have had a moſt 
rare Viſion, I had a Dream paſt the Wit of Man to ſay ö 
what Dream it was: Man is but an Aſs if he go about to 


expound this Dream. Methou ght I was, there is no Man | 


can tell what. Methought I was, and methought I had. 


But Man is but a patch'd Fool, if he will offer to ſay what 
me thought 


Dream was. 
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methought I had. The Eye of Man hath not heard, the 
Ear of Man hath not ſeen; Man's Hand is not able to taſte, 
his Tongue to conceive, nor his Heart to report what m 
I will get Peter Quince to writea Ballad of this 
Dream; it ſhall be call'd Bottoms Dream, becauſe it hath no 
Bottom; and I will ſing it in the latter End of a Play be- 
fore the Duke: Peradventure, to make it the more gracious, 
I ſhall (ing it at her Death. [ Exit. 

Enter Quince, Flute, Thisby, Snowt and Starveling. 

Quin. Have you ſent to Bottom's Houle ? Is he come Home 
yet? 


Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt he is tranſ. 


ported, : | 

Thiſ. If he come not, then the Play is matt d. It goes for- 
ward, doth it? 

Quin. It is not poſſible ; you have not a Man in all Athen. 
able to diſcharge Pyramus but he. 

Thiſ. No, he hath ſimply the beſt Wit of any Handycraſt 


Man in Athens, 


Quin. Yea, and the beſt Perſon too; and he is a very Pa- 
ramour for a ſwect Voice, 

Thiſ. You muſt ſay, Paragon; a Paramour is (God ble 
us) a Thiog of naught. 

Enter Snug. 

Sung. Mafters, the Duke is coming from the Temple, 
and there is two or three Lords and Ladies more marri- 
— If our Sport had gone forward, we had all been made 

8 | 

Thiſ. O ſweet Bully Bottom; thus hath he loſt Six pence 
a Day during bis Life; he, could not have ſcapꝰd Six pence 
a Day; and the Duke had not given him Six pence a Day for 
Playing Pyramns, I'll be hang'd : He would have deſet vd it. 
Six pence a Day in Pyramus, or nothing, 

Enter Bottom, 

Bot, Where are theſe Lads? Where are theſe Hearts? 

Quin. Bottom, O moſt couragious Day! O moſt happy 


Hour! 


Bot. Maſters, T am to diſcourſe Wonders; but ask me not 
what; for if I tell you, I am no true Arhenian., I will tel 
you every thing as it fell out. 


Qin, 


Theſ 
Loves 
Such 
Than 
The 
Are © 
One 
That 
Sees 4 
The I 
Doth 
And 
Unkn 
And 
And : 
That 
It con 
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How 
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Quin. Let us hear, ſweet Bottom. 

Bot. Not a Word of me; all I will tel} you, is that the 
Duke hath dined. Get your Apparel together, good Strings 
to your Beards, new Ribbons to your Pumps, meet pre- 
ſently -at the Palace, every Man look o'er his Part; for the 
ſhort and the long is, our Play is prefecred: In any caſe let 
Thisby have clean Linnen; and let not him that plays the Lion 
pare his Nails, for they ſhall hang out for the Lion's Claws; 
and moſt dear Actors, eat no Or1ons, nor Garlick, for we 
are to utter ſweet Breath; and I do not doubt to hear them 


Fit 


ay, it is a (weet Comedy. No more Words; away, go a- 


way. [ Exennt, 


AG 1. V. SCENES 


Enter Theſeus, Hippolite, Egeus and his Lords, 
Hip. IS ſtrange, my Theſeus, that theſe Lovers ſpeak of. 
Theſ. More ſtrange chan true. I never may believe 
Theſe Antick Fables, nor theſe Fairy Joys; 
Lovers and Madmen have ſuch ſeething Brains, 
Such ſhaping Phantaſies, that apprehend more 
Than cool Reaſon ever comprehends. 
The Lunatick, the Lover, and the Poet, 
Are of Imagination all compact: 
One ſees more Devils than vaſt Hell can hold; 
That is the Madman. The Lover, all as frantick, 
Sees Helen's Beauty in a Brow. of Egypt. 
The Poet's Eye in a fine Frenzy rowling, 
Doth glance from Heav'n to Earth, from Earth to Heay'ne 
And as Imagination bodies forth the Forms of Things 
Unknown; the Poet's Pen turns them to Shapes, 
And gives to Airy Nothing a local Habitation, 
And a Name. Such Tricks hath ſtrong Imagination, 
That if it would but apprehend ſome Joy. 
It comprehends ſome Bringer of that Joy: 
Or in the Night, imagining ſome Fear, 
How eaficis a Buſh ſuppos'd a Bear? 


But, howſoever, ſtrange and admirable. 


Call Egeus. 


Make choice of which your Highneſs will ſee firſt. 
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Hip. But all the Story of the Night told over, 
And all their Minds transfigur'd fo together, 
More witneſſeth than Fancies Images, 
And grows to ſomething of great Conſtancy; 


Enter Ly ſander, Demetrius, Hermia, and 
Helena. 
Theſ. Here come the Lovers, full of Joy and Mirth. 
Joy, gentle Friends, Joy and freſh days of Love 
ccompany your Hearts. 
Ly. More than to us, ; 
Wait on your Royal Walks, your Board, your Bed. 
Theſ. Come now, what Masks, what Dances ſhall we 
have, 
To wear away this long Age of three Hours, 
Between our afrer-ſupper and Bed-time? 
Where 1s our uſual manager of Mirth ? 
What Revels are in hand? Is there no Play 
To eaſe the Anguiſh of a torturing Hour? 


= Here, mighty Theſeus. 
ef: Say, what Abridgment have you for this Evening? 
What Mask? What Muſick? How ſhall we beguile 
The lazy time, if not with ſome Delight? 
Ege. There is a Brief how many Sports are rife : 


Lyſ. The Battel with the Centaur, to be ſung 
By an Athenian Eunuch, to the Harp. 

Theſ. We'll none of that. That havcT told my Love, 
In glory of my Kinſman rules. 

Lyſ. The B.iot of the: tipſie Bachanals, 
Tea ing the Thracian Singer in their Rage. 

Theſ That is an old Device, and it was plaid 
Wien I from Thebes came laſt a Conqueror. 

Lyſc The thrice three Muſ's, - mourning for the Death of 
Learning, late deceas'd in Reggary. 

Theſ. That is ſome Satyr keen and critical, 
Not forting with a Nuptia Ceremony. 

Lyſ. A tedious brief Scene of young Prams, 
And his Love Z.; very tragical Mirth. 
FRY The 
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Tbeſ. Merry and Tragical? Tedious and Brief? That is, 
hot Ice, and wondrous ſtrange Snow. How ſhall we find 
the Concord of this Diſcord? 

Ege. A Play there is, my Lord, ſome ten Words long, 
Whach is as brief as I have known a Play; 

But by ten Words, my Lord, it is too long. 
Which makes it tedious: For in all the Play 
There is not one Word apt, one Player fitted. 
And Tragical, my Noble Lord, it is: 

For Pyramus therein doth kill himſelf, 

Which when I ſaw rehears'd, I muſt confeſs 
Made mine Eyes water; but more merry Tears 
The paſſion of loud Laughter never ſhed. 

Theſ. What are they that do play it? 

Ege. Hard-handed Men, that work in Athens here, 
Which never labour'd in their Minds till now; 

And now have toiled their unbreathed Memorigs 
With this ſame Play, agair.{t your Nuptials, 

Tbeſ. And we will hear it. 

Ege. No, my Noble Lord, it is not for you. I have heard 
It over, and it is nothing, nothing in the World, 

Unleſs you can find ſport in their Intents, 
Extremely ſtretch'd, and conn'd with cruel Pain, 
To do you Service. 

The. I will hear that Play: For never any thing 
Can be amiſs, when Simpleneſs and Duty tender it. 

Go bring them in, and take your Places, Ladies. 

Hip. I love not to ſee Wretchedneſs o'ercharg'd, 
And Duty in his Service periſhing. 

Theſ. Why, gentle Sweet, you ſhall ſee no ſuch thing. 

Hip. He ſays they can do nothing in this kind, 

Theſ. The kinder we, to give them Thanks for nothing, 
Our Sport ſhall be, to take what they miſtake; 

And what poor Duty cannot do, noble Reſpect 
Takes it in Might, not Merit, 

Where I have come, great Clerks have purpoſed 
To greet me with premeditated Welcomes ; 
Where I have ſeen them ſhiver, and look pale, 
Make Periods in the midſt of Sentences, 
Throttle their praRis'd Accent in their Fears, 
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And in concluſion, dumbly have broke off, 
Not paying me a Welcome, Truſt me, Sweet, 
Out of this Silence yet I pick'd a Welcome: 
And in the modeſty of fearful Duty, 
I read as much, as from the ratling Tongue 
Of ſawcy and audacious Eloquence, 
Love therefore, and Tongue-tide Simplicity, 
In leaſt, ſpeak moſt, to my Capacity. 
Ege. So pleaſe your Grace, the Prologue is addreſt. 
Theſ. Let him approach. Flor. Trum. 
Enter Quince for the Prologue. 

Pro, If we offend, it is with our good vill. 
That you ſhould think we come not to offend, He b 
But with good will. To ſhew. our ſimple Skill, And 
That is the true beginning of our end. His! 
Conſider then, we come but in deſpight. * 
We do not come as minding to content you, At 1; 
Our true intent is. All for your delight, 
We are not here. That you ſhould here repent you, 
The Actors are at hand; and by their Show, 
You ſhall know all, that you are like to know. 
Theſ, This Fellow doth not ſtand upon his Points. 
Ly/. He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colt ; he 
knows not the ſtop. A good Moral, my Lord. It is not 
enough to ſpeak, but to ſpeak true. 
Hip. Indeed he luth play'd on his Prologue, like a Child 
on the Recorder; a ſound, but not in government. 

Theſ. His Speech was like a tangled Chain ; nothing im- 
paii'd, but all diſorder d. Who is the next? | 

Tawyer with a Trumpet before them. 
Enter Pyramus, and Thisby, Wall, Moon-ſhine, 
g and Lion. 

Pro. Gentles, perchance you wonder at this Show, 
But wonder on, till Truth make all things plain. 
This Man is Hramus, if you would know; 
This beauteous Lady, Thisby is certain. 
This Man with Lime and Rough' caſt, doth preſent Fyr 
Wall, the vile Wall, which did theſe Lovers ſunder: O Ni 
And through Wall's Chink, poor Sou!s, they are content FO Ni 


To whiſper. At the which, let no Man wonder, wh | fear | 
* . 
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his Man with Lanthorn, Dog, and Buſh of Thorn, 
preſenteth Moon-ſhine : For, if you will know, 
zy Moon-ſhine did theſe Lovers think no ſcorn 
o meet at Ninas Tomb, there, there to woo. 
his grizly Beaſt, which Lion hight by Name, 
he truſty Thisby, coming firſt by Night. 
Did ſcare away, or rather did affright : 
\nd as ſhe fled, her Mantle ſhe did fall ; 
hich Lion vile with bloody Mouth did ſtair. 
non comes Pyramus, ſweet Youth and tall, 
And fands his gentle Thisby's Mantle ſlain ; 
Whereat, with Blade, with bloody blameful Blade; 
He bravely broach'd his boiling bloody Breaſt, 
And Thisby, tarrying in the Mulberry Shade, 
His Dagger drew, and died. For all the reſt, 
Let Lyon, Moon-ſbine, Wall, and Lovers twain, 
At large diſcourſe, while here they do remain. 
| Exennt all but Wall. 
: Theſ. 1 wonder if the Lion be to ſpeak. 
Dem. No wonder, my Lord; one Lion may, when many 
Aſſes do. 
Wall, In this ſame [nterlude it doth befal, 
; he That I, one Szowr by name, preſent a Wall: 
s not ¶ And ſuch a Wall, as I would have you think, 
That had in it a crannied Hole vr Chink ; 
Child Through which the Lovers, Pyramus and Thisby, 
Did whiſper often very ſecretly. 
g im. This Loam, this Rough-caſt, and this Stove doth ſhew, 
| That I am that ſame Wall; the truth is ſo. 
And this the Cranny is, right and ſiniſter, 
es Through which the fearful Lovers are to whiſper. 
Theſ. Would you defire Lime and Hair to ſpeak better? 
Dem. It is the wittieſt Partition that ever I heard diſ- 
courſe, my Lord. 
Theſe Pyramus draws near the Wall, Silence. 
Enter Pyramus. 
Pyr. O grim look'd Night O Night with hue ſo black 
: O Night, which ever art when Day is not“ 
tent O Night, O Night, alack, alack, alack, 
fear my Thicby's Promiſe is forgot. 
This E 2 And 
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And thou, O. Wall, thou ſweet and lovely Wall, 
That ſtands between her Father's Ground and mine, E 
Thou Wall, O Wall, O ſweet and lovely Wall, s T 
Shew me thy Chink, to blink through with mine Eyn. {lv 
Thanks, courteous Wall; Fove ſhield thee well for this. {obj 
But what ſee I? No Thisby do I ſee, ; 


O wicked Wall, through whom I ſee no Bliſs, . 
Curſt be thy Stones for thus deceiving me. The 
Theſ. The Wall, methinks, being ſenſible, ſhould Curl: May 
again. Wher 
** No in truth, Sir, he ſnould not. Deceiving me, ws 
Is Thisby's cue; ſhe is to enter, and I am to ſpy No I 
Her through the Wall. You ſhail ſee it will fall. For it 
Enter Thisby. Into t 


Pat. I told you; yonder ſhe comes. 
Thiſ. O Wall, full often haſt thou heard my Moans, 
For parting my fair Pyramus and me. | 
My cherry Lips hath often kiſs'd thy Stones; 
Thy Stones with Lime and Hair knit up in thee. 
Pyr. I hear a Voice; now will I to the Chink, D:(cret 
To ſpy and I can ſee my Thisby's Face. Thisby ? | The/ 
Thiſ. My Love thou art, my Love, I think. for the 
Pyr. Think what thou wilt, I am thy Lovers Grace. bis Dif 
And like Limander am I truſty ſtill. 100 
Thiſ. And I like Helen, till the Fates me kill. N 
Pr. Notf Shafalus to Procuus was fo true. 
Thiſ. As Shafalus to Procras, I to you. 
Pyr. O kiſs me through the hole of this vile Wall. 
Thiſ. I kils the Wall's hole, not your Lips at all. 
Pyr. Wilt thou at Ninny's Tomb meet me ſtraightway 
Thiſ. Tide Life, tide Death, I come without delay. 


Wall. Thus have I Wall, my part diſcharged ſo: th M 
And being done, thus Wall away doth go, [ Exif Dem. 
>. heſ. Now is the Moral down between the two Neige for you 

urs. Hip. 

Dem. No remedy, my Lord, when Walls are ſo will, — 4 
to hear without warning. The. 

Hip. This is the ſillieſt Stuff that &er I heard. in the 

Theſ. The beſt in this kind are but Shadows, and ib: ay the 
worlt are no worſe, if Imagination amend them. Hh Lyſ. P 

Ih 
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Hip. It muſt be your Imagination then, and not thei s. 
Type. If we imagine no worſe of them than they of them- 
ſel ves, they may paſs for Excellent Men. Here comes two 
his. noble Beaſts, ina Man and a Lion. 
; Euter Lion and Moon-ſhine. 
Lian. You Ladies, you, whoſe gentle Hearts do fear 
Tbe ſmalleſt monſtrous Mouſe that creeps on floor, 
Curl: May now perchance both quake and tremble here, 
When Lion rough in wildeſt Rage doth roar. 
Then know that I, one S»ug the Joiner, am 
ENo Lion fell, nor elſe no Lion's Dam: 
For if I ſhould as Lion come in Strife 
Into this place, twere pity of my Life. 
* Theſ, A very gentle Beaſt, and of a good Conſcience, 
Ss, Dem. The very beſt at a Beaſt, my Lord, that &er I ſaw, 
25 This Lion is a very Fox for his Valour. 
| Theſ. True, and a Gooſe for his Diſcretion. 
Dem. Not ſo, my Lord? for his Valour cannot carry his 
D.ſcretion, and the Fox carries the Gooſe. 
* Theſ. His Diſcretion I am ſure cannot carry his Valour; 
Jor the Gooſe carries not the Fox. It is well: Leave it to 
ce, {his Diſcretion, and let us hearken to the Moon, 
Moon. This Lanthorn doth the horned Moon preſent, 
Dem, He ſhould have worn the Horns on his Head. 
Theſ. He is no Creſcent, and his Horns are inviſible, with- 
the Circumference. 
Moon. This Lanthorn doth the horned Moon preſent : 
Hõy ſelf the Man i'th' Moon doth ſeem to be. 
ay Theſe This is the greateſt error of all the reſt: The Man. 
hould be put into the Lanthorn : How is it elſe the Man 
WW th Moon? 
| Exif Dem. He dares not come there for the Candle; 
eig or you ſee it is already in Snuff, | | 
Hip. I am weary of this Moon; would he would 
will, hange, 
Theſ. It appears by his ſmall Light of Diſcretion, that he 
Win the Wane; but yet in courteſie, in all reaſon, we muſt 
d the ay the time, | 
Lyfe: Proceed, Moon. 


Moon, All that IJ have to ſay, is to tell you, that the 
| E 3 Lanthorn 
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Lanthorn is the Moon; L, the Man in the Moon; this Thorn 
Buſh, my Thorn Buſh; and this Dog, my Dog. 


Dem. Why, all theſe ſhould be in the Lanthorn; for they 


are in the Moon. But filence; here comes Thisby. 
Enter T hisby. ; 
Thiſ. This is old Ninny's Tomb; where is thy Love? 


Lion, Oh. [The Lion rears, Thisby runs of, | 


Dem, Well roar'd Lion. 
Theſ, Well run Thisby. 
Hip. Well ſhone Alcon. 
Truly the Moon ſhines with good grace, 
Theſ. Well mouth'd Lion. 
Dem. And then came Pyramut. 
Zyſ. And ſo the Lion vanith'd, 


Enter Pyramus, 

" Pyr, Sweet Moon, 1 thank thee for thy ſunny Beams; 
I thank rhee, Moon, for ſhining now ſo bright: | 
For by thy gracious, golden, glittering Stream®» 
I truſt to taſte of trueſt Thisby's fight. 
Bur ſtay: O ſpight! but mark, poor Knight, 
What dreadful dole is here? 
Eyes do you ſee ! How can it be! 
O dainty Duck! O Deer 
Thy Mantle good; what ſtain'd with Blood! 
Approach you Furies fell: 
O Fates! Come, come: Cut Thred and Thrum, 
Quail, cruſh, conclude, and quell. 

Theſ: This Paſſion, and the Death of a dear Friend, 
Would go near to make a Man lock ſad, 

Hip. Beſhrew my Heart, but I pity the Man. 

Pyr. O wherefore, Nature, didſt thou Lions frame? 
Since Lion wild hath here De flour'd my Dear: 
Which is—— No, no— which was the faireſt Dame, 
That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik'd, that look'd with Cheer 
Come Tears, confound: Out Sword, and wound 
The Pap of Pyramus. 
Ay, chat leſt Pap, where Heart doth hop: 
Thus die I, thus, thus, thus, 
Now am I dead, now am I fled, my Soul is in the Sky, 

Tongue 


y- 


ongue 
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Tongue loſe thy light, Moon take thy flight, 
Now die, die, die, die, die. 

Dem. No Die, but an Ace for him; ſor he is but one. 

Lyſc Leſs than an Ace, Man; for he is dead; he is no- 
thing. 

Theſ With the help of a Surgeon he might yet recover, 
and prove an Aſs. Sd 

Hip. How chance the Moon- ſhine is gone, before 
Thisby comes back, and finds her Lover? 

Enter Thisby. 

Theſ. She will find him by Star-light. 

Here ſhe comes; and her Paſſion ends the Play. 

Hip. Methicks ſhe ſhould not uſe a long one for ſuch a 
Pyramus: I hope ſhe will be brief. 

Dem, A Moth will turn the Ballance, which Pyramas, 
which Thisby is the better, 

Lyſ. She hath ſpied him already with thoſe ſweet Eyes. 

Dem. And thus ſhe means, videlicet. 

' Thiſ. Aſleep, my Love ? What, dead, my Dove? 

O Pyramus ariſe: | | 

Speak, ſpeak. Quite dumb? Dead, dead? A Tomb 
Muſt cover thy ſweet Eyes. 

Theſe lilly Lips, this cherry Noſe, 

Theſe yellow Cowſlip Cheeks 

Are gone, are gone: Lovers make moan. 

His Eyes were green as Lecks, 

O Siſters three, come, come to me, 
With Hands as pale as Milk; | 
Lay them in gore, ſince you have ſhare 
With Sheers, this Thread of Silk. 

Tongue not a werd; Come truſty Sword; 

Come Blade, my Breaſt imbrue: 

And farewell Friends, thus Thisby ends; 

Adieu, adieu, adieu. 

Theſ. Moon: ſbine and Lion are left to bury the Dead. 

Dem. Ay, and Wall too. 

Bot. No, I aſſure you, the Wall is down th:t parted 
their Fathers. Will it pleaſe you to ſce the Epilogue, or 
to bear a Bergomask Dar ce, between two of our Com- 
pany ? ; 
| E 4 Thy | 
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Theſ. No Epilogue, I pray you; for your Play needs no 


excuſe, Never excuſe; for when the Players are all dead, 
there need none to be blam'd. Marry, if he that writ it 
had play d Pyramus, and hung himſelf in Thisby's Garter, it 
would have been a fine Tragedy: And ſo it is truly, and 
very notably diſcharg'd. But come, your Burgomask 3 let 
your Epilogue alone. [ Here 4 Dance of Clowns, 
The Iron Tongue of Midnight hath told twelve. 
Lovers, to Bed, tis almoſt Fairy time. 
I fear we ſhall out- ſleep the coming Morn, 
As much as we this Night have over-watch'd. 
This palpable groſs Play hath well beguil'd 
The heavy Gate of Night. Sweet Friends to Bed. 
A Fortnight hold we this Solemnity, 
In nightly Revel, and new Jollity, [ Exennt. 
| Enter Puck, 

Puck, Now the hungry Lion roars, 
And the Wolf beholds the Moon: 
Whilſt the heavy Ploughman ſnoars, 
All with weary Task fore- done. 
Now the waſted Brands do glow, 
Whilſt the Scritch- Owl, ſcritching loud, 
Puts the Wretch that lyes in Woe | 
In remembrance of a Shroud, 
Now it is the time of Night, 
That the Graves, all gaping wide, 
Every one lets forth his Spright, 
In the Church-way Paths to glide; 


And we Fairies, that do run 


By the triple Hecates team, 

From the preſence of the Sun, 
Following Darkneſs like a Dream, 
Now are Frolick; not a Mouſe 

Shall diſturb this hallowed Houſe. 

I am ſent with Broom before, 

To {weep the Duſt behind the Door. 


Enter King and Queen of Fairies, with their Train. 


Ob. Through the Houle give glimmering Light, 
Py the dead and drowſie Fire, 


Every 


uur. 


very 


Every Elf and Fairy Spright, 
Hop as light as Bird from Brier, 


And this Ditty after me, Sing and Dance it trippingly. 


Qu een. Firſt rehearſe this Song by roat, 
To each Word a warbling Note. 


| Hand in hand, with Fairy grace, 


Will we ſing and bleſs this Place. 


The SONG. 


Now until the break of Day, 
Threwgh this Houſe each Fairy ſtray, 
To the beſt Bride-bed will we, 
Which by us ſhall Bleſſed be; 

And the Iſſue there create, 

Ever ſhall be Fortunate; 

So ſhall all the Couples three, 

Ever true in loving be: 

And the Blots in Nature s Hand 
Shall not in their Iſſue ſtand ; 

Never Mole, Hare-lip, nor Scar, 
Nor mark Prodigious, ſuch as are 
Deſpiſed in Nativity, 

Shall upon their Children be, 

Vith this Field Dew conſecrate, 
Every Fairy take his Gate, 

And each ſeveral Chamber bleſs, 
Through this Palace with ſweet Peace, 
Ever ſhall in ſafety reſt, . 
And the Owner of it bleſt. 

Trip away, make no ſtay; 

Meet me all by Break of Day. 


Puck. If we, Shadows, have offended, 
Think but this, and all is mended, 
That you have but Slumbred here, 
While theſe Viſions did appear. 
And this weak and idle Theam, 
No more yielding but a Dream, 
Gentles, do not reprehend; 
If you Pardon, we will mend, 
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And as I am honeſt Puch, 

If we have unearned Luck, 

Now to ſcape the Serpent's Tongue, 

We will make Amends e'er long: 

Elſe the d Liar call. 

So good Night unto you all. 

Give me your Hands, if we be Friends, 

And Koi ſhall reſtore Amends, [Exeunt omnes 
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A MERCHANT 


Printed in the YEAR 170g. 


Shylock, 4 Jew. 


i Portia, an Heireſs of great Quality and Fortune. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


UK E of Venice. 

Morochius, 2 Mooriſh Prince.) FSuiters ts 
Prince of Arragon. | Portia, 
Anthonio, the Merchant of Venice. « 
Baſſanio, his Friend, in love with Portia. 


Salanio, 
Solarino, Friends to Anthonio and Baſſanio. 
Gratiano, 


Lorenzo, in love with Jeſſica. 


Tubal, a Jew, his Friend. 
Launcelot, a Clown, Servant to the Jew. 
Gobbo, an old Man, Father to Launcelot. 


Neriſſa, Confident to Portia. 
Jeſſica, Daughter to Shylock. 


Senators of Venice, Officers, Servants to Fortis, 
and ot her Attendants. 


SCENE parti at Venice, and | 1 
partly at Belmont, the Seat of BY 
ä upon the Continent. Pe 
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The Merchant of Venice. 
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ACT IL SCENE L 


Enter Anthonio Solarino and Salanio. 


ANTHONTO. 


SEN ſooth I know not why I am ſo ſad, 
t wearies me; you ſay it weartes you; 
But how I caught it, found it, or came by it; 
What Stuff 'tis made of, whereof it is born, 
Il 1 am to learn; and ſuch a want-wit Sadneſs 
makes of me, 
That I have much ado to know my ſelf. 
Sal. Your Mind is toſſing on the Ocean, 

There where your Argoſies with portly Sail, 

Like Signiors and rirh Burgers on the Flood, 
Or as it were the Pageants of the Sea, | 
4 Do over-peer the petty Trafhckers 

That Curtſie to them, do them Reverence, 

| As they fly by them with their woven Wings. 

ö Sola. Believe me, Sir, had I ſuch Venture forth, 
The better Part of my Affections would 
Be with my Hopes abroad. I ſhould be till 
Plucking the Graſs, to know where fits the Wind, 
Peering in Maps for Ports, and Peers, and Roads ; 
And every Object that might make me fear 
Misfortune to my Ventures, out of doubt, 
Would make me ſad, 


Sal, 
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Sal. My Wind cooling my Broth, 
Would blow me to an Ague, when I thought 
What harm a Wind too great might do at Sea. 
I ſhould not ſee the ſandy Hour-glaſs run, 
But I ſhould think of Shallows and of Flats, 
And ſee my wealthy Andrew dock'd in Sand, 
Vailiog her high Top lower than her Ribs, 
To kiſs her Burial : Should I go to Church 
And ſee the holy Edifice of Stone, 

And not bethink me ſtraight of dangerous Rocks? 
Which touching but my gentle Veſſel's Side, : 
Would ſcatter all her Spices on the Stream, 2 
Enrobe the roaring Waters with my Silks; 
And in a word, but even now worth this, 
And now worth nothing. Shall I have the Thought 
To think on this, and ſhalll lack the Thought, 
That ſuch a thing bechanc'd would make me fad? 
But tell not me, I know Anthonio | 
Is fad to think upon his Merchandize. 
Anth. Believe me, no, I think my Fortune for it, 
My Ventures are not in one Bxttom truſted, 
Nor to one Place; nor ismy whole Eſtate 
Upon the Fortune of this preſent Year: 
Therefore my Merchandize makes me not fad, 
Sola, Why then you are in Love. 
Anth. Fie, fie. 
Sola. Not in Love neither! then let us ſay you are d, 
Becauſe you are not merry; and 'twere as eaſie 
For you to laugh and leap, and fay you are merry, 
Becauſe you are not fad, Now by two-headed Janus, 
Nature hath fram'd ſtrange Fellows in her Time: 
So that will evermore peep through their Eyes, 
And laugh like Parr-ts at a Bag-piper ; 
And other of ſuch vinegar Aſpect, 
That they'll not ſhew their Teeth in way of Smile, 
Though Neſter ſwear the Jeſt be laughable. 
Enter Baſſanin, Lorenzo and Gratiano. 
Sal. Here bomes Baſſanio, 
Your moſt noble Ki ſman; 
Gratiano and Lorenxo: Fare ye well; 
We leave you now with better Company, 
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Sela. I would have ſtaid *till I had made you merry, 
If worthier Friends had not prevented me. 
Anth. Your Worth is very dear in my Regard: 
I rake it your own Buſineſs calls on you, 
And you embrace th Occaſion to depart. 
Sal. Good Morrow, my good Lords. 
Ba. Good Signiors both, when ſhall we laugh ꝰ ſay when? 
You grow exceeding ſtrange; muſt it be ſo? 
Sal. We'll make our Leiſures to attend on yours. 
Sola. My Lord Baſſanio, ſince you have found Anthexrio, 
We two will leave you; but at Dinner Time, 
I pray you have in mind where we muſt meet. 
Ba. I will not fail you. [ Exennt Solar, and Cala. 
Gra. You look not we'l, Signior Anthonio; | 
{ You have too much Reſpect upon the World: 
They loſe it that do buy it with much Care. 
Believe me, you are marvelltouſly chang'd. 
Anth. I hold the World but as the World, Grati ano; 
A Stage where every Man muſt play his Part; 
And mine a ſad one. 
Gra, Let me play the Fool 
With Mirth and Laughter; let old Wrinkles come, 
And let my Liver rather heat with Wine, 
Than my Heart cool with mortifying Grears: 
Why ſhould a Man, whoſe Blood is warm within, 
Sit like his Grandfire cut in Alablaſter ? 
4 when he walkes, and creep into the Jaundies 
By being peeviſh? I tell thee what, Anthonio, 
[ love thee, and it is my Love that ſpeaks: 
There are a ſort of Men, whoſe Viſages 
Do cream and mantle like a [ſtanding Pond, 
And do a wilful Stilneſs entertain, 
With purpoſe to be dreſt in an Oponion 
Of Wiſdem, Gravity, profound Conceit, 
As who ſhould ſay, I am, Sir, an Oracle; 
And when I ope my Lips, let no Dog bark. 
O my Aznthonio, I do know of theſe, 
That therefore only are reputed Wiſe, 
For ſaying nothing; who I am very ſure, 


If they ſhould ſpeak, would almoſt dargn thoſe Ears, 
Which 


* 
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Which hearing them, would call their Brothers Fools. Ba 
T'11 tell thee more of this another time: I ſhot 
But fiſh not with this melancholly Bait, The ſ 
For this Fool Gudgeon, this Opinion. Jo fir 
Come good Lorenzo, fare ye well a while, I oft 
I'll end my Exhorration after Dinner. Becal 

Lor. Well, we will leave you then *till Dinner-time, I owe 
I muſt be one of theſe ſame dumb wiſe Men ; That 


For Gratiano never lets me ſpeak. 
Gra. Well, keep me Company but two Years more, 
Thou ſhalt not know the Sound of thine own Tongue. 
Anth, Fare you well; I'll grow a Talker for this Gear. 
Gra. Thanks i'faith; for Silence is only commendable 
In a Neats Tongue dry'd, and a Maid not vendible. | Exit, 
Anth, Is that any thing now ? 
Baſſ. Gratiano ſpeaks an infinite deal of nothing, more tha 
any Man in all Venice: his Reaſons are two Grains of Whett 
hid in two Buſhels of Chaff; you may ſeek all Day e'er you 
find them, and when you have them, they are not worth 
the Search. | 
En Auth. Well; tell me now what Lady is the ſame 
{ A To whom you ſwore a ſecret Pilgrimage, 


- 


> 


That you to Day promis'd to tell me of ? 
Baſſ. Tis not unknown to you, Anthonio, 
How much I have diſabled mine Eſtate, 
By ſomething ſhewing a more ſwelling Port 
Than my faint Means would grant continuance to; 
Nor do I now make Moan to be abridg'd 
From ſuch a noble Rate; but my chief Care 
Is to come fairly off from the great Debts 
Wherein my time, ſomething too prodigal, 
Hath left me gag'd: To you, Axthonio, 
T owe the moſt in Mony, and in Love, 
And from your Love I have a Warranty 
To unburthen all my Plots and Purpoſes, 
How to pet clear of all the Debts I owe. 
Anth. I pray you, good Baſſanio, let me know it, 
And if it ſtands as you your ſelf fill do, 
Within the Eye of Hor our, be aſſur d 
My Purſe, my Perſon, my extreameſt Mears 
Lye all unlock'd to your Occaſions, 
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Baſſ. In my School-Days, when I had loſt one Shaft, 
I ſhot his Fellow of the ſelt-ſame Flight 2 
The ſelf. ſame way, with more adviſed Watch, 
To find the other forth; and by adventuring both, 
I oft found both. I urge this Child-hood Proof, 
Becauſe what follows is pure Innocence. 
I owe you much, and like a wilful Youth, 
That which I owe is loſt ; but if you pleaſe 
To fhoot another Arrow that ſelf way 
Which you did ſhoot the firſt, I do not doubt, 
As Iwill watch the Aim, or to find both, 
Or bring your latter Hz ird back again, 
And thankfully reſt Debtor for the fiiſt. 
Anth. You know me well, and herein ſpend but Time 
To wind about my Love with Circumſtance; 
And out of doubt you do to me more Wrong, 
In making Queſtion of my uttermoſt, 
Than if you had made waſte of all I have: 
Then do but ſay to me, what ſhould I do, 
That in your Knowledge may by me be done, | 
And I am preſt unto it: Therefore ſpeak. 2 
Baſſ. In Belmont is a Lady richly left, ITY 
And ſhe is fair, and fairer than that Word, 
Of wondrous Virtues; Sometimes from her Eyes 
I did receive fair ſpeechleſs Meſſages ; 
Her Name is Portia, nothing undervalu'd 
To Cato's Daughter, Brutus Portia : 
Nor is. the wide World ignorant of her Worth; 
For the four Winds blow in from every Coaſt 
Renowned Sutors; and her ſunny Locks 
Hang on her Temples like a golden Fleece, 
Which makes her Seat of Belmont Cholchos Strond, 
And many Faſons come in queſt of her. 
O my Authonio, had I but the Means 
To hold a rival Place with one of them, 
I have a Mind preſages me ſuch Thrift, 
That I ſhould queſtionleſs be fortunate. 
Anth. Thou know'ſt that all my Fortunes are at Sea, 
Neither have I Mony, nor Commodity 
To raiſe a preſent Sum? therefore go forth, 
Try what my Credit can in Venice do; 


That hall be rack'd even to the uttermoſt 
To furniſh thee to Belmont to fair Portia: 
Go preſently enquire, and ſo will I, 
Where Mony is, and I no queſtion make 
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To have it of my Truſt, or for my ſake. Exeunt. : a 
| 17 talk 

| SCENE II. Belmont. to hi 
Three Catkets are ſet out, one of Gold, another of Silver, muct 
and another of Lead. Smit! 

Euter Portia and Neriſſa. 9 — 

Por. By my Trotb, Neriſſa, my little Body is weary of 
this great World. F ad you 


Ner. You would be, ſweet Madam, if your Miſeries were ſmile 
in the ſame Abundance as your good Fortunes are; and yer, wher 
for ought I ſee, thay are as ſick that ſurfeit with too much, 
as they that ſtarve with nothing; therefore it is no ſmall 
Happineſs to be ſeated in the Mean; Superfluity comes ſooner 
by white Hairs, but Competency lives longer. 

Por. Good Sentences, and well pronounc'd, 

 Ner. They would be better, if well follow'd. 

Por. If to do were as eaſie as to know what were good to 
do, Chappels had been Churches, and poor Mens Cottages 
P ices Palaces: It is a good Divine that follows his own 
I:RruRions; I can eaſier teach twenty what were good to 
be do e, than to be one of the twenty to follow mine own 
teaching. The Brain may deviſe Laws for the Blood, but: 
hot Temper leaps o'er a cold Decree; ſuch a Hare is Mad- 
neſs the Youth, to skip o'er the Meſhes of good Counſel 
the Cripple. But this Reaſon is not in Faſhion to chuſe me 
a H:sband : O me, the Word chuſe ! I may neither chuſe 
whom I would, nor refuſe whom I diſlike, fo is the Will 
of a living Daughter curb'd by the Will of a dead Father: 
Is it not hard, Neriſſa, that I cannot chuſe one, nor refuſe 
nane? 

Ner. Vour Father was ever Virtuous, and holy Men at 
their Death have good Inſpirations; therefore the Lottery 
that he hath deviſed in theſe three Cheſts of Gold, Silver, 
and Lead, whereof, who chuſes his Meaning, chuſes you, 
will no doubt never be choſen by any rightly, but one who 
you ſhall rightly love. But what Warmth is there in your 
Affection towards any of theſe Princely Suter 5 that are al 
ready come? 925 | For. 
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Por, I pray thee ove- name them, and as thou nam'ſt 
them, I will deſcribe them, and according to my Deſcripti- 
on, level at my Affection. | 

Ner. Firſt there is the Neapolitan Prince, 

Por. Ay, that's a Colt indeed, for he doth nothing but 
talk of his Horſe, and he makes it a great Appropriation 
to his own good Parts that he can ſhoo him himſelf; I am 
_ afraid my Lady his Mother plaid falſe with a 
Smith. 

Ner. Then is there the County Palentine. | 

Por. He doth nothing but frown, as who ſhould ſay, and 
you will not have me, chuſe : He hears merry Tales and 
ſmiles not, I fear he will prove the weeping Philoſopher 
when he grows old, being ſo full of unmannerly Sadneſs in 
his Youth, I had rather to be married to a Death's Head 
with a Bone in his Mouth, than to either of theſe, God 
defend me from theſe two. 

Ner. How fay you by the French Lord, Monſieur Le 

Boun? 
Por. God made him, and therefore let him paſt for a Man; 
in truth I know it is Sin to be a Mocker; but he! why 
he hath a Horſe better than the Nezpolitan's, a better bad Ha- 
bit of Frowning than the Count Palemtine, he is every Man 
in no Man, if a Taſſel (ing, he falls ſtraight a Capring; he 
will fence with his own Shadow; if I ſhould marry him, I 
ſhould marry twenty Husbands; if he would deſpiſe me, I 
would forgive him, for if he love me to Madneſs, I ſhould 
never requite him. 

Ner. What ſay you then to Faxconbridge, the young Ba- 
ron of England? 

Por. You know I ſay nothing to him, for he underſtands 
not me, nor I him; he hath neither Latin, French, nor Ita- 
lian, and you will come into the Court and ſwear that I have 
a poor Penny- worth in Emgh;ſÞ; he is a proper Man's Picture, 
but alas who can converſe with a dumb Show? How odly 
he is ſuited! I think he bought his Doublet in Trails, his 
round Hoſe in France, his Bonnet in Germany, and his Be- 
haviour every where. 

. 4 What: think you ef the other Lord his Neigh- 
ur? 


F 2 Por. 
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Por. That he hath a neighbourly Charity in him, for 
he borrow'd a Box of the Ear of the Ergliſh-man, and 
ſwore he would pay him again when he was able. I think 
the French-man became his Surety, and ſealed under for 2. 
nother, 

Ner. How like you the young German, the Duke of 

Saxony's Nephew? 
Por. Very vildly in the Morning when he is ſober, and 
moſt vildly in the Afternoon when. he is drunk; when he i; 
beſt, he is a little worſe than a Man, and when he is worſt, 
he is little better than a Beaſt; and the worſt Fall that ever 
fell, I hope I ſhall make ſhift to go without him. 

Nor. If he ſhould offer to chuſe, and chuſe the right 
Casker, you ſhould refuſe to perform your Father's Will, if 
you ſhould refuſe to accept him. 

Por. Therefore for fear of the worſt, I pray thee ſet 1 
deep Glaſs of Rheniſh Wine on the contrary Casker, for if 
the Devil be within, and the Temptation withour, I knoy 
he will chuſe it. I will do any thing, Neriſa, &er I will be 
marry'd to a Spunge. 

Ner. You need not fear Lady the having any of theſe 
Lords, they have acquainted me with their Determinati- 

on, which is indeed to return to their Home, and to trouble 
you with no more Suits, unleſs you may be won by ſome 
other ſort than your Father's Impoſition, depending on the 
Caskets. | | 
Per. If I live to be as old as Sibilla, I will die as chaſte 
as Diana, unleſs I be obtain'd by the manner of my Fs 
ther's Will: I am glad this Parcel of Wooers are fo res- 
ſonable, for there is not one among them but I doat on his 
very Abſence, and wiſh them a fair Departure, 

Ner. Do you not remember, Lady, in your Father“ 
time, a Venetian, a Scholar and a Soldier that came hither 
in Company of the Marquiſ< of AMountferrat? 

Por. Yes, yes, it was Baſſanio, as I think, ſo was ht 
call'd. 

Ner. True Madam, he of all the Men that ever my 
fooliſh Eyes look'd upon, was the beſt deſerving a fait 
Lady, 

Por. TI remember him well, and I remember him worthy 
of thy Praiſe, | 


Entitt 
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Enter 4 Servant. 

Ser. The four Strangers ſeek you, Madam, to take their 
Leave; and there is a Fore-runner come from a fifth, ; 
The Prince of Morocco, who brings Word the Prince his 
Maſter will be here to Night. 

Por, If I could bid the Fifth welcome with ſo good Heart 
2s I can bid the other four farewel, I ſhould be glad of 
his Approach; if he have the Condition of a Saint, and 
the Complexion of a Devil, I had rather he ſhould ſhrive 
me than wive me. Come MNeriſſa, Sirrah go before; whiles 
we ſhut the Gate upon one Wooer, another knocks at the 


Door. Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 


Enter Baſſanio and Shylock. 

Shy. Three thouſand Ducats, well. 

Baſſ. Ay Sir, for three Months. 

Shy. For three Months, well. 

Baſſ. For the which, as I told you, 

Anthonio ſhall be bound, 

Shy. Anthonio ſhall become bound, well, 
Baſſ. May you ſtead me? Will you pleaſure me? 
Shall I know your Anſwer ? . 

Shy. Three thouſand Ducats for three Months, 

And Anthonio bound. 

Baſſ. Your Anſwer to that. 

Shy. Anthonio is a good Man; 

Baſſ. Have you heard any Imputation to the contra- 
ry ? | 
Shy. No, no, no, no; my Meaning in ſaying he is a 
good Man, is to have you undeſtand me, that he is ſuffi- 
cient ? yet his Means are in ſuppoſition: He hath an Argo» 
ſhe bound to Tripolis, another to the Indies; I underſtand 
moreover upon the Rya{to, he hath a third at Mexico, a 
fourth for England, and other Ventures he hath ſquan- 
dred Abroad, But Ships are but Boards, Sailers but Men ; 
there be Land Rats, and Water Rats, Water Thieves and 
Land Thieves, I mean Pyrates; and then there is the Peril 


of Waters, Winds, and Rocks; the Man is notwithſtanding 


ſufficient ; three thouſand Ducats, I think I may take his 
Bond, | F 3 Baſſ, 
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Baſſ. Be aſſur'd you may. 
Few. I will be aſſur d I may; and that I may be aſſur d, 
T will bethink me; may I ſpeak with Authonio? 
Baſſ. If it pleaſe you to dine with us. 
Few. Yes, to ſmell Pork, to eat of the Habitatian which 
2 Prophet the Nazarite conjur'd the Devil into; I will 
uy with you, ſel] with you, talk with you, walk with you, 
and ſo following; but I will not eat with you, drink with 
ou, nor pray with you. 
W hat News on the Ryalto; who comes here? 
Enter Anthonio. 
Baſſ. This is Signior Anthonio. | 
Few. | Afide.} How like a fawning Publicas he looks! 
T hate him, for he is a Chriftian : 
But more, for that in low Simplicity 
He lends out Mony Gratis, and brings down 
The Rate of Uſance here with us in Vrnice; 
Tf I can catch him once upon the Hip, 
J will feed fat the antient Grudge I bear him. 
He hates our ſacred Nation, and he rails 
Even there where Merchants moſt do congregate, 
On me, my Bargains, and my well-worn Fhrife, 
Which he calk Intereſt. Curſed be my Tribe * 
If I forgive him. | | 
Baſſ. Shyleck, do you hear? 
Shy. I am debating of my preſcnt Store, 
And by the near Gueſs of my Memory, 
J cannot inſtantly raiſe up the Groſs 
Of ful} three thouſand Ducats : What of that? 
Tuball, a wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe, 


Will furniſh me; but ſoft, how many Months 


Do you defire? R.eft you fair, good Signior, | To Anth, 
Your Worſhip was the laſt Man in our Mouths. 
Aub. Shyleck, albeit I neither lend nor borrow | 


By taking, nor by giving of Exceſs, 
Yet to ſupply the ripe Wants of my Friend, 
I'll break 2 Cuſtom. Is he yet poſſeſt 
How much he would ? 
Sby. Ay, ay, three thouſand Dueats. 
Auth. And for three Mor ths, 
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Shy. 1 had forgot, three Months you told me ſo; 
ell then, your Bond : But let me fee, but hear you, 
ethoughts you ſaid, you neither lend nor borrow 
pon Advantage. 
Anh. I did never uſe it. 
Shy. When Jacob graz d his Uncle Laban's Sheep, 
This Jacob from our holy Abraham was, 

s his wiſe Mother wrought in his behalf, 
The third Poſſeſſer, ay, he was the third. 

Anth. And what of him, did he take Intereſt? 
Shy. No, not take Intereſt, not as you would ſay 
Directly Intereſt ; wark what Jacob did. 
hen Laban and himſelf were compromiz'd 
hat all the Ewelings which were ſtreak'd and pied 
Should fall as Jacob's Hire; the Ewes being rank, 
In end of Autumn turned to the Rams; 
nd when the Work of Generation was 
getween theſe woolly Breeders, in the Act 
he skilful Shepherd pil'd me certain Wands, 
And in the doing of the Deed of Kind, 

He ſtuck them up before the fulſome Ewes, 

Who then conceiving, did in Yeaning tine 

Fall party-colour'd Lambs and thoſe were Jacob's. 
This was a way to thrive, and he was bleſt; 

And Thrift is Bleſſing, if Men ſteal it not. | 

Auth. This was a Venture, Sir, that Jacob ſerv'd for; 
A thing not in his Power to bring to paſs, 4) 
But ſway'd and faſhion'd by the Hand of Heav'n : 

Was this inſerted to make Intereſt good? 
Or is your Gold and Silver Ewes and Rams? 
Shy. I cannot tell; I make it breed as faſt; 
But note me, Signior. 
Anth. Mark you this, Baſſanio, 
The Devil can cite Scripture for his purpoſe. 
An evil Soul producing holy Witneſs, 
{s like a Villain with a ſmiling Cheek, 
A goodly Apple rotten at the Heart, 
O what a godly Outſide Falſhood hath! 

Shy, Three thohſand Ducats, tis a goad round Sum. 
Three Months from twelve, then let me ſee the Rate. 
Anth. Wel, Shylock, ſhall we be beholding to you? 

F 4 Shy. 
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Shy. Signior Anthonio, many a Time and oft, 
In the Ryalto you have rated me, 
About my Monies and my Uſances : 
Still have I born it with a patient Shrug, 
For Sufferance in the Badge of al our Tribe; 
You call me Misbeliever, Cut-throat Dog, 
And ſpit upon my Few;/b Gaberdine, 
And all for uſe of that which is mine own. 
Well then, it o. appcars you need my Help: 
Go to then, you come to me, and you ſay, 
Shylock, we would have Monies; you ſay ſo, 
You that did void your Rheume upon my Beard, 
And foot me as you ſpurn a ſtranger Cur 
Over your [Threſhold : Monies is your Suit, 
What ſhould I ſay to you? Should I not ſay, 
Hath a Dog Mony? is it poſlible | 
A Cur ſhould lend three thouſand Ducats? or 
Shall I bend low, and in a Bondman's Key 
With bated Breath, and whiſpering Humbleneſs, 


Say this : Fair Sir, you ſpet on me on Wedneſday laſt; 


You ſpura'd me ſuch a Day; another time 
You call'd me Dog; and for theſe Curteſies 
I'll lend you thus much Monies. 
Auth. I am as like to call thee ſo again, 
To ſpit on thee again, to ſpurn thee too. 
If thou wilt lend this Mony, lend it not 
As to thy Friend, for when did Friendſhip take 
A Breed of barren Metal of his Friend? 
But lend it rather to thine Enemy, 
Who if he break, thou may'ſt with better Face 
Exact the Penalties. | 
Shy. Why look you how you ſtorm. 
I would be Friends with you, and have your Love, 
Forget the Shames that you have ſtain'd me with, 
Supply your preſent Wants, and take no Doit 
Of Uſage for my Monies, and you'll not hear me: 
This is kind I offer. 
Baſſ. This were Kindneſs. 
Shy. This Kindneſs will I ſhow; 
So wih me to a Notary, ſeal me there 
Your ſingle Bond, and in a merry Sport 
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If you repay me not on ſuch a Day, 

In ſuch a Place, ſuch Sum or Sums as are 
Expreis d in the Condition, let the Forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal Pound 

Of your fair Fleſh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your Body it pleaſeth me. 

Auth. Content, in Faith, I'll ſeal to ſuch a Bond, 
| And fay there is much Kindneſs in the Few. 

Baſ. You ſhall not ſeal to ſuch a Bond for me, 

IIl rather dwell in my Neceſſity. 

Auth. Why fear not Man, I will not forfeit it; 
Within theſe two Months, that's a Month before, 
| This Bond expires, I do expect return 
Of thrice three times the value of this Bond, 

Shy. O Father Abraham, what theſe Chriſtians are“ 
Whoſe own hard Dealing teaches them ſuſpe ct | 
The Thoughts of others: Pray you tell me this, 

If he ſhould break his Day, what ſhould I gain 

By the exaction of the Forfeiture? 

A Pound of Man's Fleſh taken from a Man, 

Is not ſo eſtimable, profitable neither, 

As Fleſh of Muttons, Beefs, or Goats. I ſay, 

To buy his Favour, I extend this Friendſhip: . 

If he will take it, ſo; if not, adieu; 

And for my Love I pray you wrong me not. 
Auth. Ves, Shylock, I will ſeal unto this Bond. 
Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the Notary's, 

Give him direction for this merry Bond, 

And I will go and purſe the Ducats ſtraight. 

See to my Houſe, left in the fearful Guard 

Of an unthrifty Knave, and preſently 

PII be with you. [ Exit. 

Anth. Hie thee, gentle Jew, This Hebrew will turn 
Chriſtian, he giows Lind. : | | 

Baſſ. I like not fair Terms, and a Villain's Mind. 

Auth. Come on, in this there can be no diſmay, 


My Ships come home a Month before the Day. | Exennt, 
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ACT i-SCENE LL 
SCENE Belmont. 


Enter Morochius a Tawny-Afoor all in White, and three or 
four Followers accordingly, with Portia, Neriſſa, and her 
Train. Flo, Cornets. 


1 me not for my Complection, 

The ſhadowed Livery of the burniſh'd Sun, 
To whom I am a Neighbour, and near bred. 
Bring me the faireſt Creature Northward born, 
Where Phebas Fire ſcarce thaws the Ilicles, 

And let us make Inciſion for your Love, 

To prove whoſe Blood is reddeſt, his or mine. 
1 tell thee, Lady, this Aſpect of mine 
Hath fear'd the Valiant, by my Love I ſwear, 
The beſt regarded Virgins of our Clime 

Have lov'd it too : I would not change this Hue, 
Except to ſteal your Thoughts, my gentle Queen, 
Por. In terms of Choice I am not ſolely led 
By nice Direction of a Maiden's Eyes: 

Beſides, the Lottery of my Deſtiny 

Bars me the right of voluntary chuſing : 

But if my Father had not ſcanted me, 
And hedg'd me by his Wir to yield my ſelf 
His Wife, who wins me by that means I told you, 
Your ſelf, Renowned Prince, then ſtood as fair 
As any Comer I have look'd on yet 
For my Affection. 

Mor. Even for that I thank you, 

Therefore I pray you lead me to the Caskets 
To try my Fortune: By this Scimitar, 
That ſle the Sophy, and a Perſian Prince, 
That won three Fields of Sultan Solyman, 
T would o'er-ſtare the ſterneſt Eyes that look, 
Out- brave the Heart moſt daring on the Earth, 
Pluck the young ſucking Cubs from the She- Bear, 
Ves, mock the Lion when he roars for Prey, 
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o win the Lady. But alas, the while, 
Hercules and Lychas play at Dice, 

hich is the better Man? the greater Throw 
liy turn by Fortune from the weaker Hand: 
dis Alcides beaten by his Rage, 

nd ſo may I, blind Fortune leading me, 

[is that which one unworthier may attain, 
ind dye with grieving. i 
Por. You mult rake your Chance, 9 
nd either not attempt to chuſe at all, 11 
Dr ſwear before you chuſe, if you chuſe wrong, 
ever to ſpeak to Lady afterward 

way of Marriage; therefore be advis'd, 
Mor. Nor will not; come bring me unto my Chance. 
Por, Firſt forward to the Temple, after Dinner 

our hazard ſhall be made. 

Mor. Good Fortune then, _ 
o make me bleſt or curſed'ſt among Men, Exennt 


or 
er 


SCENE II. Pinice. 


Enter Launcelot alone. 


Laun. Certainly, my Conſcience will ſerve me to run 

om this Few my Maſter: The Fiend is at my Elbow, and 
irempts me, ſaying to me, Fob, Lawncelor Fob, good Laun- 
, or good Fob, or good Launcelot Fob, uſe your Legs, 
ike the ſtart, run away: My Conſcience ſays no; take 
ed, honeſt Launcelot, take heed, honeſt Job, or as afore- 
ud, honeſt Launcelot Fob, do not run, ſcorn running with 
hy Heels: Well, the moſt couragious Fiend bids me pack, 
ia lays the Fiend, away ſays the Fiend, for the Heav'ns rouſe 
P a brave Mind, ſays the Fiend, and run, Well, my Con- 
lence hanging about the Neck of my Heart, fays very 
nlely to me, My honeſt Friend Launcelot, being an ho- 
elt Man's Soo, or rather an honeſt Woman's S n.—. for in- 
ted my Father did ſomething ſmack, ſomething grow too; 
* had a kind of taſte Well, my Conſcience ſays, Laune 
u budge not; budge, fays the Fiend ; budge not, fays 
y Conſcience ; Conſcience, ſay I, you counſel well : 
To Dead, fay I, you counſel well; to be rul'd by my Conſci- 
ence 
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ence I ſhould ſtay with the Few my Maſter, who, God 
bleſs the Mark, is a kind of Devil; and to run away fron 
the Fer I ſhould be ruled by the Fiend, who, ſaving your 
Reverence, is the Devil himſelf. Certainly the Few is the 
very Devil Incarnation, and in my Conſcience, my Conſci. 
ence is a kind of hard Conſcience, to offer to counſel me to 
ſtay with the Few; the Fiend gives the more friendly coun. 


ſel; I will run, Fiend, my Heels are at your Command. 


ment, I will run, 

| Enter Old Gobbo with a Basket. 

Gob. Maſter Young-man, you, I pray you, which is the 
way to Maſter Zew's! 

Laun. O Heav'ns, this is my true begotten Father, who 
being more than ſand- blind, high gravel-blind, knows me 
not; I will try Conſuſions with him. | 

Gob. Maſter young Gentleman, I pray you which is the 
way to Maſter Jew's ? 

Laun. Turn upon your Right-hand at the next turning, 
but at the next turning of all on your Left; marry at the 
very next turning turn of no hand, but turn down indirect. 
ly to the Few's Houſe, | 

Gob. By God's ſonties, twill be a hard way to hit; car 
you tell me whither one Launcelot that dwells with him, 
dwell with him or no? | 

Laun. Talk you of young Maſter Launcelot? Mark me 
now, now will I raiſe the Waters; talk you of young Maſter 
Lawncelot ? | 

Gob, No Maſtcr, Sir, but a poor Man's Son, his Father, 
tho' I ſay't, is an honeſt excceding poor Man, and God be 
thanked well to live. 

Laun. Well, let his Father be what a will, we talk of 
young Maſter Launcelot. 

Gob. Your Worſhip's Friend and Launcelot. 

L aun. But I pray you Ergo, old Man, Ergo I beſeech you, 
talk you of young Maſter Lawncelot ? 
© Gob, Of Launcelot, an't pleaſe your Maſterſhip. 

Laun. Ergo Maſter Launcelot, talk not of Maſter Lawn 
celot Father, for the young Gentleman according to Fates and 
Deſtinies, and ſuch odd Sayings, the Siſters three, and uct 
Branches of Learning, is ind: ed deceaſed, or as you would 
ſay in plain rms, gone to Heaven, * 
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Gob, Marry God forbid, the Boy was the very Staff of 


my Age, my very Prop, 


Laun. Do I look like a Cudgel or a Hovel-poſt, a Staff or 


a Prop? Do you know me, Father ? 


Gb. Alack the day, I know you not, young Gentleman; 
but I pray you tell me, is my Boy, God reſt his Soul, alive 


or dead? 
Laun. Do you not know me, Father? 


Gob. Alack Sir, I am ſand- blind, I know you not. 


Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your Eyes you might 
fail of the knowing me: It is a wiſe Father that knows his 


own Child. 


Well, old Man, I will tell you News of your 


Son, give me your Bleſſing, Truth will come to light, 
Murder cannot be hid long, a Man's Son may, but inthe end 


Truth will not. 


Gob. Pray you Sir ſtand up, I am ſure you are not Laun- 


celot my Boy. 


Laun. Pray you let's have no more fooling about it, 


but 


give me your Bleſſing; I am Launcelot, your Boy that was, 


your Son that is, your Child that ſhall be. 
Gob. I cannot think you are my Son, 


Laun. I know not what I ſhall think of that: But I am 
Launcelot the Few's Man, and I am ſure Margery your Wife 


is my Mother. 


Gob. Her Name is Margery indeed, I'll be ſworn if thou 


be Launcelot, thou art mine own Fleſh and Blood: Lord 
worſhip'd might he be! what a Beard haſt thou got; thou 


haſt got more hair on thy Chin, than Dobbin my Phik-horſe 


has on his Tail. 


Laun. It ſhould ſeem then that Dobbin's Tail grows back- 


ward, 
on my Face when I laſt ſaw him. 


I am ſure he had more Hair on his Tail than I have 


Gob. Lord how art thou chang'd ! how doſt thou and 
thy Maſter agree? I have brought him a Preſent; how gree 


you now? 


Laun. Well, well, but for mine own part, as I have ſet 
up my reſt to run away, ſo I will not reſt till I have run 


ſome ground: My Maſter's a very Few: Give him a Preſent! 


You may 


tell every Finger I have with my Ribs. Father I am glad 


you are come, give me your Preſent to one Miſter Baſſanio, 


who 
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who indeed gives rare new Liveries; If I ſerve him not, 1 


will run as far as God has any Ground. O rare Fortune, | 


here comes the Man; to him Father, for I am a Few if | 
ſerve the Few any longer. 4.7 
Euter Baſſanio with a Follower or two. 
Baſſ. You may do ſo, but let it be fo haſted, rhat Supper 
be ready at the f.rcheſt by five of the Clock: See theſe Let. 
ters deliver'd, put the Liveries to making, and deſite Gra- 


tiano to come anon to my Lodging. 

Laun. To him, Father. 

Gob. God bleſs your Worſhip. 

Baſſ. Gramercy, would'ſt thou ought with me? 

Gob, Here's my Son, Sir, a poor Boy. 

Laun. Not a poor Boy, Sir, but the Rich Few's Man that 
would, Sir, as my Father ſhall ſpecifie. 

, Gob. He hath a great Infection, Sir, as one would ſay, to 
erve. 

Laun. Indeed the ſhort and the long is, I ſerve the Jeu, 
and have a deſire as my Father ſhall ſpecifie. 

Gob. His Maſter and he, ſaving your Worſhip's Reverence, 
are ſcarce Catercouſins. 

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the Few hi- 
ving done me wrong, doth cauſe me, as my Father, being ! 
hope an old Man, ſhall frutifie urto you. | 

Gob. I have here a Diſh of Doves that I would beſtow 
upon your Worſhip, and my Suit is 

Laun. In very brief, the Suit is impertinent to my ſelf, 
as your Worſhip ſhall know by this honeſt old Man; and, 
—_ I ay it, though old Man, yet poor Man my Fa- 

er. 

Baſſ. One ſpeak for both, what would you ? 

Laun. Serve you, Sir. 

Gob, This is the very defect of the matter, Sir. 

Baſſ. I know thee well, thou haſt obtain'd thy Suit; 
Shylock, thy Maſter, ſpoke with me this day, 

And hath preferr'd thee, if it be Preferment, 

To leave a rich Few's Service, to become 

The Pollower of ſo poor a Gentleman. 

| Laun. The old Proverb is very well parted between my 
Maſter Shyleck and you, Sir, you have the Grace of God, 


Sir, and he enough. 


ny 
d, 
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Baſſ. Thou ſpeak'ſt it well; go Father with thy Son, 
Take leave of thy old Maſter, and enquire 

My Lodging out; give him a Livery, 

More guarded than his Fellows: See it done. 

Lawn. Father in, I cannot geta Service, no; I have neꝰer a 
Tongue in my Head; well, if any Man in /taly have a fairer 
Table which doth offer to {wear upon a Book, I ſhall have 

Fortune; go too, here's a ſimple Line of Life, here's a 
ſmall trifle of Wives, alas, fifteen Wives is nothing, eleven 
Widows and nine Maids is a ſimple coming in for one Man, 
and then to ſcape Drowning thrice, and to be in peril of 
my Life with the edge of a Feather Bead, here are fimple 
(capes: Well, if Fortune be a Woman, ſhe's a good Wench 
for this gere. Father come, I'll take my leave of the Few 
in the twinkling. | Exit Laun. and Gob. 

Baſſ. I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this, 

Theſe things being bought and orderly beſtowed, 

Return in haſte, Be I do feaſt to night 

My beſt eſteem'd Acquaintance, hie thee, gone. 
Leon. My beſt Endeavours ſhall be done herein. 


Enter Gratiano. 


Gra. Where's your Maſter? 
Leon. Yonder, Sir, he walks. 
Gra. Signior Baſſanis, 
Baſſ. Gratiano. 
Gra, I have a Suit to you. 
Baſſ. You have obtain'd it, 
Gra, You muſt not deny me, I muſt go with you to 
Belmont) | 
Baſſ. Why then you muſt : But hear thee, Gratiaus, 
Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of Voice, 
Parts that become thee happily enough, 
And in ſuch Eyes as ours appear not Faults; 
But where they are not known, why there they ſhew 
Something too liberal, pray thee take pain 
To allay with ſome cold drops of Modeſty 
Thy skipping Spirit, leſt through thy wild Bchaviour 
be miſconſtru'd in the Place I go to, 
And loſe my Hopes. 
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Gra. Signior Baſſanio, hear me, 
Tf I do not put on a ſober Habit, 


Talk with Reſpect, and ſwear but now and then, Di, 
Wear Pray er- books in my Pockets, look demurely, C 
Nay, more, while Grace is ſaying, hood mine Eyes 5 
Thus with my Hat, and ſigh and ſay, Amen; S. 
Uſe all the obſervance of Civility, And 
Like one well ſtudicd in a fad oftent L 
To pleaſe his Grandam, never truſt me more. To! 


Baſſ. Well, we ſhall fee your bearing. 

Gra. Nay, but I bar to Night, you ſhall nor gage me 
By what we do to Night. 

Baſſ. No, that were pity, 

T would entreat you rather to put on 

Your boldeſt Suit of Mirth, for we have Friends 
That purpoſe Merriment: But fare you well, 

I have ſome Buſineſs. | 

Gra. And I muſt to Lorenzo and the reſt: 

But we will viſit you at Supper-time, [ Exeunt, 
Enter Jeſſica and Launcelot. 

Jeſ. I am ſorry thou wilt lcave my Father ſo, 
Our Houſe is Hell, and thou a merry Devil 
Did'ſt rob it of ſome taſte of Tediouſneſs; 

But fare thee well, there is a Ducat for thee, 
And Launcelot, ſoon at Supper ſhalt thou ſee 
Lorenzo, who is thy new Maſter's Gueſt, 
Give him this Letter, do it ſecretly, | 
And ſo farewel: I would not have my Father 
See me talk with thee, 

Laun. Adieu; Tears exhibit my Tougue, moſt beautiful 
Pagan, moſt ſweet Few; if a Chriſtian did not play the 
Knave and get th:c, I am much deceived; But adieu, theſe 
fooliſh Drops do ſomewhat drown thy manly Spirit: 
Adieu. | | Exit, 

Jeſ. Farewel, good Launcelot. 

Alack, what hainous Sin is it in me 

To be aſham'd to be my Father's Child? 

But though I am a Daughter to his Blood. 

I am not to his Manners: O Lorenzo, 

If thou kecp Promiſe, I ſhall end t is Strife, 

Become a Chriſtian, and thy loving Wife. [ Exit, 
Ent! 
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Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Solarino, and Salanio. 
Lor. Nay, we will link away in Supper-time, 
Diſguiſe us at my Lodging, and return all in an Hour. 
Gra. We have not made good Preparation. 
Sal. We have not ſpoke as yet of Torch-bearers. 
Sola. Tis vile, unleſs it may be quaintly ordered, 
And better in my mind not undertook, : 
Lor. Tis now but four a Clock, we have two Hours 
To furniſh us. Friend Launcelot, what's the News? 
Emer Launcelot with A Letrer. 
| Laun. And it ſhall pleaſe you to break up this, it ſhall 
| ſeem to ſignifie. 
Lor. I know the Hand, in faith tis a fair Hand, 
And whiter than the Paper it writ on, 
Is, the fair Hand that writ. 
Gra. Love-news, in faith. 
Laun. By your leave, Sirg 
Lor. Whither goeſt thou? | 
1 Laun. Marry to bid my old Maſter the Few to Sup to 
Night with my new Maſter the Chriſtian, 
Lor. Hold here, take this, tell gentle Jeſſca 
I will not fail her, ſpeak it privately. 
Go, —- wh will you prepare you for this Mask to 
Night? | 
I am provided of a Torch-bearer. | Exit Laun. 
Sal. Ay marry, 1'll be gone about it ſtrait. 
Sola. And ſo will I. 
Lor. Meet me and Gratiano it Gratiano's Lodging 
Some hour hence. 
itiful Sal. *Tis good we do lo. | Exit, 
; the 97. Was not that Letter from fair Jeſſica? 
theſe Lor. I muſt needs tell thee all, ſhe hath directed 
vir: How I ſhall take her from her Father's Houſe, 
it, What Gold and Jewels ſhe is furniſh'd with, j 
What Page's Suit ſhe hath in readineſs; 
If &er the Few her Father come to Heav'n, ' 
It will be for his gentle Daughter's ſake; 
And never dare Misfortune croſs her Foot, 
Unlefs ſhe do it under this excuſe, 
That ſhe is Iſſue to a faithleſs Few. 
[ Exit. Yo Ls II. 
Ent 


Come 
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Come £0 with me, peruſe this as thou goeſt, 

Fair Jeſſca ſhall be my Torch. bearer. [ Exeunt, 
Enter Shylock and Launcelot, 

Shy. Well, thou ſhalt ſce, thy Eyes ſhall be thy Judge, 
The difference.of old Shylock and Baſſanio; 

What Feſſica! Thou ſhalt not Gormandize 
As thou haſt done with me—— What Zeſſica! 
And ſlec p, and ſnore, and rend Apparel out. 
Why Zeſſica, 1 ſay. 

Laun. Why Teſſica! 

Shy. Who bids thee call? T did not bid theecall. 

Lawn. Your Worſhip was wont to tell me 
I could do nothing without bidding, 

Enter Tcſlica, 

Feſ. Call you? What is your will? 

Shy. I m bid forth to Supper, Jeſſca, 
There are my Keys: But wherefore ſhould T go? 
I am not bid for Love; they flatter me; 

But yet I'll go in hate, to feed upon 

The prodigal Chriſtian. Jeſſca, my Girl, 
Look to my Houſe, I am right loth to go, 
There is ſome ill a brewing towards my Reſt, 
For I did dream of Mony-Bags laft Night. 

Laun. I beſeech you Sir go, my young Maſter 
Doth expect your reproach. 

Shy. So do I his, 

Lain. And they have conſpired together, I will not fy 
you ſhall ſee a Mask, bur if you do, then it was not for no- 
thing that my Noſe fell a bleeding on Black Munday laſt, 
at fix'a Clock i'th* Morning, falling out that Year on Aſl - 
Wedneſday was four Year in the afternoon, 

Shy. What are their Masks? Hear you me, Feſſica, 
Lock up my Doors, and when you hear the Drum 
And the vile ſquealing of the wry-neck'd Fife, 
Clamber not you up to the Caſements then, 

Nor thruſt your Head into the'publick Street 

To gaze on Chriſtian Fools with varniſh'd Faces; 
But ſtop my Houſe's Ears, I mean my Caſements, 
Let not the ſound of ſhallow Foppery enter 

My ſober Houſe, By Fave#'s Staff I ſwear, 
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I have no mind of Feaſting forth to Night: 
But I will go; go you before me, Sirrah: 
Say I will come. 
Laun. I will go before, Sir, 
Miſtreſs, look out at a Window for all this; 
There will come a Chriſtian by, 
Will be worth a Few's Eye. [Exit Laun; 
Shy. What ſays that Fool of Hagar's Off-ſpring ? ha. 
Feſ. His Words were Farewel Miſtreſs, nothing elle. 
Shy. The Patch is kind enough, but a huge Feeder: 
Snail-flow in profit, but ſleeps by day 
More than the wild Cat; Drones hive not with me, 
Therefore I part with him, and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waſte 
His borrowed Purſe. Well, Feſſica, go in, 
Perhaps I will return immediately 
Do as I bid you, ſhut Doors after you, faſt bind, faſt find, 
A Proverb never ſtale in thrifty Mind. Exit. 
Feſ. Fare wel; and if my Fortune be not croſt, | 
I have a Father, you a Daughter loſt. [ Exit. 
Enter Gratiano and Salanio in Maſquerade. 
Gra. This is the Pent-houſe under which Lorenzo deſired 
us to make a ſtand. 
Sal. His Hour is almoſt paſt. 
Gra. And jt is marvel he out-dwells his hour, 
For Lovers ever run before the Block. 
Sal. O ten times faſter Venus Pigeons fly 
To ſteal Loves Bonds new made, than they are wont 
To keep obliged Faith unforfeited. 
Gra, That ever holds. Who riſeth from a Feaſt 
With that keen Appetite that he fits down? 
Where is the Horſe that doth untread again 
His tedious Meaſures with the unbated Fire 
That he did pace them firſt? All things that are, 
Are with more Spirit Thaſed than enjoy'd. 
How like a Younker or a Prodigal 
The skarfed Bark puts from her native Bay, 
Hugg'd and embraced by the ſtrumpet Wind; 


How like a Prodigal ſhe doth return 


With over-wither'd Ribs and ragged Sails, 
Lean, rent and beggar'd by the ſtrumpet Wind? 
G 3 Enter 
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Enter Lorenzo. 
Sal. Here comes Lorenzo, more of this hereafter. 
Lor. Sweet Friends, your Patience for my long abode, 
Not I, but my Affairs have made you wait; 
When you ſhall pleaſe to play the Thieves for Wives, 
T'il watch as long for you then; approach; 
Here dwells my Father Few- - Hoa, who's within? 
Jeſſica above in Boy's Cloaths. 
Feſ. Who are you? tell me for more certainty, | 
Albeit I'll ſwear that I do know your Tongue. 
Lor. Lorenzo, and thy Love. 
Jeſ. Lorenzo certain, and my Love indeed, 
For who love I ſo much? And now who knows 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours? | 
Lor. Heav'n and thy Thoughts are Witneſs that thou art, 
Jeſ. Here, catch this Casket, it is worth thy pains. 


I am glad 'tis Night, you do not look on me, 
For I am much aſham'd of my exchange; E 
But Love 1s blind, and Lovers cannot ſee 1 1 


The pretty Follies that themſelves commit; 

For if they could, Cupid himſelf would bluſh 

To ſee me thus transformed to a Boy. 17 
Lor. Deſcend, for you muſt be my Torch-bearer. 8 


Feſ. What, muſt I hold a Candle to my Sbame? ns { 
Th:y in themſelves goodfooth are too too light, Th by 
Why, 'tis an Office of diſcovery, Love, — is 
And I ſhould be obſcur'd, | * 4. 


Lor. So you are, Sweet, ; 
Even in the lovely Garniſh of a Boy; but come at once, 
For the cloſe Night doth play the R.un-away, 

And we are ſtaid for at Baſſanio's Feaſt, 

Jeſ. I will make faſt the Doors, and gild my ſelf 
With ſome more Ducats, and be with you ſtraight. 

Gra, Now by my Hood, a Gentile, and no Few. 

Lor. Beſhrew me but I love her heartily. 

For ſhe is wiſe, if I can judge of her, 

And fair ſhe is, if that mine Eyes be true, 

And true ſhe is, as ſhe hath prov'd her ſelf; 
And therefore like her ſelf, wiſe, fair, and true, 
Shall ſhe be placed in my conſtant Soul, 


Enie 
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Enter Jeſſica. 
What, art thou come? on Gentlemen, away, 
Our masking Mates by this time for us ſtay. [ Exit, 
Enter Anthonio, 
Auth. Who's there? 
Gra. Signior Anthonio. 
Anth. Fie, fie, Gratiano, where are all the reſt? 
Tis nine a Clock, our Friends all ſtay for you, 
No Mask to Night, the Wind is come about, 
Baſſanio preſently will go aboard, 
I have ſent twenty out to ſeck for you. 
Gra, I am glad on't, I defire no more Delight 
Than to be under Sail, and gone to Night. [ Exeunt 


SCENE III. Belmont. 


Enter Portia with Morrochius and both their Trains. 
Por. Go, draw aſide the Curtain, and diſcover 
The ſeveral Caskets to this Noble Prince. 
Now make your Choice, [ Three Cakets are diſcovered, 
Mor. The firſt of Gold, who this Inſcription bears, 
Who chuſeth me, ſhall gain what many Men deſire. 
The {ccond Silver, which this Promiſe carries, 
Who chuſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves. 
This third, dull Lead, with warning all as blunt, 
Who chuſeth me, muſt give and hazard all he hath, 
How ſhall I know if do chuſe the right? 
Por. The one of them contains my Picture, Prince, 
If you chuſe that, then I am yours withal. 
Mor, Some God direct my Judgment, let me ſee, 
Iwill ſurvey the Inſcript ions back again; 
What ſays this Leaden Casket? 
Who chuſeth me, muſt give and hazard all he bath. 
Muſt give for what ? for Lead? 
This Casket threatet s. Men that hazard all, 
Do it in hope of fair Advantages : 
A golden Mind ſtoops not to ſhows of Droſs, 
Pl] then nor give nor hazard ought for Led. 
What ſays the Silver with her Virgin hue ? 
Who chuſeth me, ſball ge as much as he deſerves. 
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As much as he deſerves; pauſe there, Morrochius, 


And weigh thy value with an even hand, 

If thou beeſt rated by the eſtimation, 

Thou doſt deſerve enough, and yet enough 
May not extend ſo far as to the Lady; 

And yet to be afraid of my deſerving, 

Were but a weak diſabling of my ſelf. 

As much as I deſerve—— why that's the Lady. 
I do in Birth deſerve her, and in Fortunes, 

In Graces, and in Qualitics of Breeding : 

But more than theſe, in love I do deſerve. 
What if I ſtray'd no farther, but chuſe here? 
Let's ſee once more this Saying grav'd in Gold. 
Who chuſeth me, ſhall gain what many Men deſires 
Wuy that's the Lady, all the World defires her: 
From the four Corners of the Earth they come 
To Kiſ this Shrine, this mortal breathing Saint. 
The Hircanian Deſarts and the vaſt Wilds 


Of wide Arabia ate 4s Thorough-Fares now 


For Princes to come view fait Portia. 

The Watery Kingdom, whoſe ambitious Head 
Spits in the Face of Heav'n, is no Bar 

To ſtop the foreign Spirits, but they come, 

As o'er a Brook, to ſee fair Portia. 
One of theſe three contain her heav*rly Picture. 


It like that Lead contains her ? *'T were Damnation 


To thi:k ſo baſe a thought; it were too groſs 
To rib her Searcloth in the obſcure Grave; 
Or ſhall I thick in Silver ſhe's immur'd, 
Being ten times undervalued to try'd Gold; 
O ſinful thought, never fo rich a Jem 


Was ſet in worſe than Gold! They have in England 


A Coin that bears the Figure of an Angel 
Stampt in Gold, but that's inſculpt upon: 


But here an Angle in a Gulden Bed 


Lyes al wit in. Deliver me the Rey; 
Here do I chuſe, and thrive I as I may, 


Por. There take it, Prince, and if my Form lye there, 

| Unlocking the Gold Casei. 
Mar. O Hell! What have we here, a carrion Death, 

Within whoſe empty Eye there is a written Scrowl: 
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All that gliſters is not Gold, 

Often have you heard that told; 
Many a Man his Life hath ſold, 
Bat my Outſide to behold: 3 
Gilaed Timber do Wirms infold: 
Had you been as Wiſe as Bold, | 
Toung in Limbs, in Fudgment old, L | 
Tour Anſwer had not been inſcrold, 
Fare you well,. your Swit is cold. } 
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Mor. Cold indeed, and Labour loſt, 
Then farewel Heat, and welcome Froſt: 
Portia adien, I have too griev'd a Heart 5 
To take a tedious leave: Thus Loſers part. [Exit, g 
8 gentle riddance: Draw the Curtains, g95 
Let alſ*of his Complexion chuſe me ſo. | Exeunt. N 


SCENE IV. Venice. 


Enter Solarino and Salanio. 


Sal. Why Man, I faw Baſſanio under fail, 
With him is Gratiano gone along; | 
And in their Ship | am ſure Lorenzo is not. 
Sola, The Villain Few with Ourcries rais'd the Duke, 
Who went with him to ſearch Baſſanio's Ship. 
Sal. He comes too late, the Ship was under Sail; 
But there the Duke was given to underſtand 
That in a Gondalo were ſeen together 
Lorenzo and his Amorous Feſſica: 
Beſides, Anthonio certify'd the Duke 
They were not with Baſſauio in his Ship. 
Sola. I never heard a Paſſion fo confus'd, 
So ſtrange, outrageous, and fo variable, 
As the Dog Few did utter in the Streets; 
My Daughter, O my Ducats, O my Daughter, 
Fled with a Chriſtian, O my Chriſtian Ducats! 
Juſtice, the Law, my Ducats, and my Daughter; 
A ſealed Bag, two ſealed 1 Ducats, 
9 4 
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Of double Ducats, ſtoln from me by my Daughter, 4 


And Jewcls, two rich and precious Stones, 

Stoln by my Daughter, Juſtice, find the Girl, 

She hath the Stones upon her, and the Ducats. 
Sal. Why all the Boys in Venice follow him, 

Crying his Stones, his Daughter, and his Ducats. 
Sola. Let good Anthonio look he keep his Day, 

Or he ſhall pay for this. 
Sal. Marty well remembred, 

I reafon'd with a Frenchman yeſterday, 

Who told me, in the narrow Seas that part 

The French and Eugli ſh, there miſcarried 

A Veſlel of our Country richly fraught : 

IT thought upon Anthonio when he told me, 

Ard wiſh'd in ſilence that it were not his. 
Sola, You were beſt to tell Authonio what you hear, 

Yet do not ſuddenly, for it may grieve him. 
Sal, A kinder Gentleman treads not the Earth, 

T ſaw Baſſazio and Anthonio part, 

Baſſanio told him he would make ſome ſpeed 

Of his return: He anſwered, do not ſo, 

Slubber not Buſineſs for my ſake, Baſſanio, 

But ſtay the very riping of the time, 

And for the Few's Bond which he hath of me, 

Let it not enter in your mind of Love, 

Be merry, and employ your chiefeſt thoughts 

To Courtſhip, and ſuch fair oſtents of Love 

As {hill conveniently become you there; 

Arid even there, his Eye being big with Tears, 

Turning his Face, he put his Hand behind him 

And with Affection wondrous ſenſible 

He wrung Baſſanios Hand, and ſo they parted. 
Sola. I think he only loves the World for him. 

T pray thee let us go and find him out, 

And quicken his embraced Heavineſs 

With ſcme Delight or other, | 


Sal. Do we fo, [ Excunt, 


SCENE 


unt. 


NE 
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Enter Neriſſa and a Servant. 
Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the Curtain ſtraight, 
The Prince of Arragon hath ta'en his Oath, 
And comes to his Election preſently. 


Enter Arragon, his Train, Portis, Flor, Cornets. 
The Caskets are diſcover d. 


Por. Behold there ſtand the Caskets, noble Prince, 
If you chuſe that wherein I am contain'd, 
Straight ſhall our Nuptial Rights be folcmniz'd: 
But 1f you fail, without more Speech, my Lord, 
You muſt be gone from hence immediately. 

Ar. I am enjoin'd by Oath to obſerve three things ; 
Firſt, never to unfold to any one 
Which Casket *twas I choſe; next, if I fail 
Of the right Casket, never in my Life 
To woo a Maid in way cf Marriage : 
Laſtly, if I do fail in fortune of my Choice, 
Immediately to leave you, and be gone, 

Por. To theſe Injunctions every one doth (wear 
That comes to hazard for my worthleſs ſelf. 

Ar. And fo have I addreit me, Fortune now 
To my Heart's Hope; Gold, Silver, and 6aſe Lead. 
Who chuſeth me, muſt give and hazard all he hath. 
You ſhall look fairer cer I give or hazard. 
Wh,tſays the Golden Cheſt, ha, let me ſce; 
IVoo chuſeth me, ſhall gain what many Man deſire. 
What many Men defire——that Many, may be meant 
By the fool Multitude that chuſe by Show, 
Not learning more than the fond Eye doth teach, 
Which pryes not to th'Interior; but like the Martlet 
Builds in the Weather on the outward Wall, 
Even in the Force and Road of Caſualty, 
I will not chuſe what many Men dcfirr, 
Becauſe I will not jump with common Spirits, 
And rank me with the barbarous Multitudes. 
Why then to thee thou filver Treaſure-houſe, 
Tell me once more, what Title thou doſt bear; 
Woe chuſeth me ſhall get as much as he deſerves; 


And 
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And well ſaid too, for who ſhall go about 

To Cozen Fortune, and be honourable 

Without the Stamp of Merit? let none preſume 
To wear an undeſerved Dignity : 


O that Eſtates, Degrees, and Offices, 
Were not deriv'd corruptly, and that clear Honour 


Were purchaſt by the Merit of the Wearer ! The 
How many then ſhould cover that ſtand bare? * 
How many be commanded that Command? er 
How much low Peaſantry would then be gleaned Pl 
From the true Sced of Honour? And how much Honour 
Pickt from the Chaff and Ruin of the Times, Serq 

To be new varniſh'd? Well, but to my, Choice: 1 
Who chuſet me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves : Sera 

il J will aſſume Deſert; give mea Key for this, 

| | ? A you. 
'| And inſtantly unlock my Fortunes here, To fig 
[ Por. Too long a Pauſe for that which you find there. | WER, 
| | Unlocking the filver Cate. ¶ To wit 
li Ar. What's here! the Portrait of a blinking Idiot, Gifes o 
| Preſenting me a Schedule? I will read it: 80 like] 

5 How much unlike art thou to Portia? A Da 
How much unlike my Hopes and my deſerving? To * 
Who chuſeth me ſhall have as much as: he deſerves: As this 

Did I deſerve no more than a Fool's Head? 5 Wh 
Is that my Prize? Are my Deſerts no better? 1 
Por. To offend and judge are diſtin&t Offices, Thou ſ 
And of oppoſed Naturcs, Come 
Ar, What is here? Quick < 

The Fire ſeven times tried this, Mer. 

Seven times tried that Fudgment is 


That did never chuſe amiſs. 
Som: there be that Shadows kiſs, | 
Such have but a Shadow d Bliſs: A 
There be Fools alive, I wis, 
Silver'd o'er, and ſo was this: 
Take what Wife you will to bed, 
I will ever be your Head: 

So be gone Sir, you are ſped. 


Ay. Still more Fool I ſhall appear 
By the time I linger here: 


Out 


Wich one Fool's Head I came to woo, 
© But I go away with two. 

Sweet adieu, 1'1l keep my Oath, h 
patiently to bear my Wroth. [ Exit, } 


With dangerous Flar, and fatal, where the Carcaſſes of many a tall 
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Por. Thus hath the Candle fing'd the Moth: | 
O theſe deliberate Fools ! when they do chuſe, 
They have the Wiſdom by their Wit to loſe. | 

Ner. The ancient Saying is no Hereſy, - 
Hanging and wiving goes by Deſtiny. 9 

Por. Come, draw the Curtain, Weriſſa. 

Enter à Servant. 

Serv, Where is my Lady? 

Por. Here, what would my Lord ? | 

Serv. Madam, there is alighted at your Gate 4 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 1 
To ſignify th* Approaching of his Lord, 

From whom he bringeth ſenſible Regreets; 

To wit, beſides Commends and courteous Breath, 
Gifts of rich Value; yet I have not ſeen 

So likely an Ambeſſedor of Love. 

A Day in April never came ſo ſweet, 

To ſhow how coſtly Summer was at Hand, 

As this Fore-ſpurrer comes before his Lord. 

Por. No more I pray thee; I am half afeard 
Thou wilt ſay anon, he is ſome kin to thee, _ 

Thou end ſuch high-day Wit in praiſing him: 
Come, come, Neriſſa, for I long to ſee 
Quick Cupid's Poſt, that comes ſo mannerly. 
Ner. Baſſanio, Lord Love, if thy will it be, | Exeunt. 


— — 


l 


ACT m. SCENE Ymice. 
Enter Salanio and Solarino. 


Ws. W, what News on the Ryalto? 

| Sal, Why yet it lives there uncheckt, that An- 
thonio hath a Ship of rich Lading wrackt on the narrow 
deas ; the Goodwins, I think, they call the Place; a very 


Ship 
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Ship lye bury'd, as they ſay, if my Goſſip's Report be an 


honeſt Woman of her Word. 

Sola. I would ſhe were a lying a Goſſip in that, as ever 
knapt Ginger, or made her Neighbours believe ſhe wept for 
the Death of a third Husband; but it is true, without any 
Slips of Prolixity, or croſſing the plain High - way of Tall, 
that the good Anthonio, the honeſt Authonio— O that I had 

a Title good enough to keep his Name Company ! 

Sal. Come, the full ſtop, 

Sola. Ha, what fay'ſt thou? Why the end is, he hath loſt 
a Ship, | 

X Sel, I would it might prove the end of his Loſſes. 

Sola. Let me ſay Amen betimes, leſt the Devil croſs my 
Prayer; for here he comes in the likeneſs of a Few. Hoy 
now Shylock, what News among the 'Merchants? 

Enter Shylock. 

Shy. You knew, none ſo well, none ſo well as you, of my 
Daughter's Flight. 

Sal. That's certain; J for my Part knew the Tailor that 
made the Wings ſhe flew withal. 

Sola, And Shyleck for his own part knew the Bird wis 
fl 'de'd, and then it is the Complexion of them all to leave 
the Dam. 

Shy. She is damn'd for it. > 

Sal. That's certain, if the Devil may be her Judge. 

Shy. My own Fleſh and Blood to rebel, 

Sola. Out upon it, old Carrion, Rebels it at theſe Years? 

Shy. I fay» my Diughter is my Fleſh and Blood. 

Sal. There is more Diffcrence between thy Fleſh and hers, 
than between jet and Ivory; more between your Bloods, 
than there is between red Wine and Reniſh : But tell us, 
do you hæar whether Authonio have had any Loſs at Sea or 
no? 

Shy. Tiere T have another bad Match, a Bankrupt, 
P:odigal, who dare ſcarce ſhew his Head on the Ryalro, 2 
Beggar! thit was us'd to come ſo ſmug upon the Mart; let 
him look to his Bond; he was wont to call me Uſurer; let 
him look to his Bond; he was wont to lend Mony for 4 
Chriftian Courrefic; let him lozk to his Bond. | 

Sal. Why I am ſure if he forfeit, thou wilt nat take his 
Flein: What's that good fo: ? 

Shy, 


Sal 


upon 
thouſa 
wou 
in her 
Ducar: 
know 1 


upon 1 


Ever 
pt for 
200 
T alk, 
I had 


h loſt 


my 


How 


my 
that 


W23 
cave 


ars? 


lers, 
ods, 

us, 
2 Of 


t, 4 
* 4 
let 
let 


1 


his 


The Merchant of Venice, 357 


To bait Fiſh withal. If it will feed nothing elſe, 
it will feed my Revenge ; he hath diſgrac'd me, and hindred 
me half a Million, laught at my Loſles, mokt at my Gains, 
ſcorn'd my Nation, thwarted my Bargains, cool'd my Friends, 
heated mine Enemies; and what's the Reaſon? Iam a Few : 
Hath not a Few Eyes ? hath not a Few Hands, Organs, 
Dimenſions, Senſes, Affections, Paſſions ? Fed with the ſame 
Food, hurt with the ſame Weapons, ſubject to the ſame Di- 
ſeaſes, heal'd by the ſame Means, warm'd and cool'd by the 
ſame Winter and a Summer as a Chriſtian is? If you prick 
us, do we not bleed? if you tickle us, do we not laugh? 
if you poiſon us, do we not die? and if you wrong us, 
ſhall we not revenge? if we are like you in the reſt, we will 
reſemble you in that. If a Few wrong a Chriſtian, what 
is his Humility ? Revenge. If a Chriſtian wrong a Few, 
what ſhould his Sufferance be by a Chriſtian Example? 
Why Revenge, The Villany you teach me I will exe- 
cute, and it ſhall go hard but I will better the Inſtructi- 
on. 

Enter a Servant from Anthonio. 

Ser. Gentlemen, my Maſter Authonio is at his Houſe, and 


deſires to ſpeak with you both. 
Sal. We have been up and down to ſeek him. 
Enter Tuball. | 
Sola. Here comes another of the Tribe; a third cannot be 


match'd, unleſs the Devil himſelf turn Few. | 
[ Exexnt Sala. and Solar. 


Shy. How now Twball, what News from Genoua ? Halt 


thou found my Daughter ? 
Tub. I often came where I did hear of her, but cannot 


find her. 

Shy. Why there, there, there, there, a Diamond gone coſt 
me two thouſand Ducats in Frankford; the Curſe never fell 
upon our Nationꝰ till now, I never felt it till now; two 
thouſand Ducats in that, and other precious, precious Jewels. 
would my Daughter were dead at my Foot, andthe Jewels 
in her Ear; would ſhe were heafſt at my Foot, and the 
Ducats in her Coffin; No News of them; why ſo? and I 
know not how much is ſpent in the Search: why then Loſs 


upon Loſs, the Thief gone with ſo much, and ſo —_— to 
nd 
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find the Thief, and no Satisfaction, no Revenge, nor m 
ill Luck ſtirring, but what lights a my Shoulders, no Sighs 


but a my breathing, no Tears but a my ſhedding. F 
Tub. Wes, —4 Men have ill Luck too; Anthenio, 281 
heard in Gena : Por 
= What, what, ill Luck, ill Luck? ; Before 
»b, Hath an Argoſie caſt away, coming from Trips I loſe 
lis, 4 There 
Shy. I thank God, I thank God; is it true? is h i vou 
true? - 1 ; Hate « 
Tab. I ſpoke: with ſome of the Sailors that eſcap'd the WW But le 
Wrack, N And 5 
Spy. I thank thee good Twball; good News, good News; MW 1 wou 
hi, ha, where? in Genowa3 Before 
Tub. Your Daughter ſpent in Genoua, as I heard, on: WM How 
Night fourſcore Ducats. So wil 


Shy. Thou ſtick ſt a Dagger in me; I ſhall never ſee my But if 
Gold again; fourſcore Ducats at a Sitting, fourſcore Du MW That 
Cats / © + +00 They! 

Tub. There came divers of Authonio's Creditors in my One h 
Company to Venice, that ſwear he cannot chuſe bit Mine 


break. : And ſ 
Shy. I am glad of it, I'll plague him, I'll torture him; I puts B 
am glad of it, And ſe 
Tub. One of them ſhew'd me à Ring that he had of your Let Ft 
Daughter for a Monky. | I ſpeal 


Shy. Out upon her, thou tortureſt me, Tuball; it was my To ect 
' Turquoiſe, I had it of Leah when I wasa Batchelor; I would To ſta 
not have given it for a Wilderneſs of Monkies. B40 

Tub. But Authonio is certainly undone. kd For as 

Shy. Nay, that's true, that's very true; go, Twball, fee me un Por, 
Officer, beſpeak him a Fortnight before, I will have the W Whar 
Heart of him, if he forfeit; for were he out of Yenice, | 
can make what Merchandize I will * =» 1 and meet 
me at our Synagogue; go, 7. at our Synagogue, 
Twball. a | Exemt.  'Twee 


SCENE Por, 
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SCENE II. Belmont. 


Enter Baſſanio, Portia, Gratiano, and Attendants, 
The Caskets are ſet ont. 

Por. I pray you tarry, pauſe a Day or two 
Before you hazard; for in chuſing wrong 
I loſe your Company; therefore forbear a while, 
There's ſomething tells me, but it is not Love, 

I would not loſe you, and you know your ſelf, 
Hate counſels not in ſuch a Quality. 

But leſt you ſhould not underſtand me well, 

And yet a Maiden hath no Tongue but Thought, 
I would detain you bere ſome Month or two, 
Before you venture for me. I could reach you 
How to chuſe right, but then I am forfworn; 

So will I never be, ſo may you miſs me; 

But if you do, you'll make me wiſh a Sin, 

That I had been f-rſworn. Beſhrew your Eyes, 
They have o'er-look'd me, and divided me; 

One half of me is yours, the other half 

Mine own, I would ſay: But firſt mine, then yours; 
And ſo all yours. O theſe naughty Times 

Puts Bars between the Owners and their Rights: 
And ſo tho? yours, not yours, prove it ſo, 

Let Fortune go to Hell for it, not I. 

I ſpeak too long, but tis to poize the Time, 

To eche it, and draw it out in Length, 

To ſtay you from Election. 

Baſſ. Let me chuſe: 

For as I am I live upon the Rack. | 

Por, Upon the Rack, Baſſanio, then confeſs 
What Treaſon is there mingled with your Love. 

Baſſ. None but that ugly Treaſon of Miſtruſt, 
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my Love: 
There may as well be Amity and Life, 

Tween Snow and Fire, as Treaſon and my Love. 

Por, Ay, but Lfear you ſpeak upon the Rack, 
Where Men enforced do ſpeak any thing. 

Baſſ. Promiſe me Life, and I'll confeſs the Truth, 

Por, Well then, confe ſs and live. | 
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Ba. Confeſs and Love, 
Had been the very Sum of my Confeſſion. 
O heppy Torment, when my Torturer 
Doth teach me Anſwers for Deliverance : 
But let me to my Fortune and the Caskets. 
Por. Away then, I am lockt in one of them; 
If you do love me, you will find me out. 
Neriſſa, and the reſt, ſtand all aloof, 
Let Muſick ſound while he doth make his Choice; 
Then if he loſe, he makes a Swan- like end, 
Fading in Muſick. That the Compariſon 


May ſtand more proper, my Eye ſhall be the Stream 


And watry Death-bed for him: He may win, 
And what is Muſick then? Then Muſick is 
Even as the Flouriſh, when true Subjects bow 
To a new crowned Monarch: Such it is, 

As are thoſe dulcet Sounds in break of Day, 
That creep into the dreaming Bridegroom's Ear, 
And ſummon him to Marriage. Now he goes 
With no leſs Preſence, but with much more Love 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 

The Virgin-tribute, paid by howling Troy 

To the Sea-monſter : I ſtand for Sacrifice ; 

The reſt aloof are the Dardanian Wives, 

With b'eared Viſages come forth to view 

The Iſſue of th' Exploit. Go Hercules, 


Live thou, I live, with much, much more Diſmay 


I view the Fight, than thou that mak ſt the Fray. 


- [ Muſick within, 
A Song whilſt Baſſanio comments on the Caskets to himſelf. 


Tell me where is Fancy bred, 

Or in the Heart, or in the Haad : 
How begot, how nouriſhed ? 

It is engendred in the Eyes, 

With Gazing fed, and Fancy dies 

In the Cradle where it yes: 

Let us all ring Fancy's Muell, 
III begin it. 

Ding, dong, Bell. 

All. Ding, dong, Bell. 
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Boſſ. So may the outwa'd Shows be leaſt themſelves. 
The World is {till deceiv'd wich Ornament. 
In Law what Plea ſo tainted and corrupt, 
But being {caſon'd witli: gracious Voice, 
Obſcures the Sh ] of Evil? In Religion 
Wat damned Error, but ſ me ſober Brow 
Will ble's ir, nd approve it with a Text, 
Hiding the Groſſneſs with fair Ornament? 
There is no Vice fo ſimple, but aſſumes 
Some Ma:k of Virtue on his outward Parts; 
How many Cowards, whoſe Hearts are all as falſe 
As Stairs of Sand, wear yet upon their Chins 
The Beards of Hercules and frowning Mars? 
Who inward ſearcht, have Livers white as Milk 
And theſe aſſume but Valour's Excrement, 
To render them redoubted. Look on Beauty, 
And you thall ſee *tis purchas'd by the Weight, 
Which therein works a Miracle in Nature, 
Making them lighteſt that wear moſt of it: 
$o are thoſe criſped ſnaky golden Locks 
hich makes ſuch wanton Gambols with the Wind 
Upon ſuppoſed Fairneſs, often known | 
To be the dowry of a ſecond Head; 
The Scull that bred them in the Sepulcher. 
hus Ornameat is but the gilded Shore 
To a moſt dangerous Sea; the beauteous Scarf 
eiling an Indian Beauty; in a Word, 
he ſeeming Truth which cunning Times put on . 
ithin, To entrap the Wiſeſt. Therefore, thou gaudy Gold, ö 
ard Food for Midas, I will none of thee, | 
elf» Pror none of thee, thou pale and common Drudge 
[Tween Man and Man; but thou, thou meager Lead, 
hich rather threatneſt than doſt promiſe ought ; 
by Paleneſs moves me more than Eloquence, 
ind here chuſe I, Joy be the Conſequence. 
Por, How all the other Paſſions fleet to Air, 
V doubrful Thoughts, and raſh embrac'd Deſpair, 
ind ſhnddring Fear, and green-ey'd Jealouſie. 
) Love be mcderate, allay thy Extaſie; 
n meaſure rain thy Joy, ſcrat this Exceſs, 
feel too much thy Bleſſing, make. it leſs, 
Vor; II. 4 H | For 
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For fear I ſurfeit. [ Opening the leading Carket. 
Baſ. What find I here? 
Fair Portia's Counterfeit, What Demy-God 
Hath come ſo near Creation? Move theſe Eyes? 
Or whether riding on the Balls of mine 
Seem they in Motion? Here are ſever'd Lips 
Parted with Sugar Breath; ſo ſweet a Bar 
Should ſunder ſuch ſweet Friends: Here in her Hairs 
The Painter plays the Spider, and hath woven 
A golded Meſh t' intrap the Hearts of Men 
Faſter than Gnats in Cobwebs : But her Eyes, 
How could he ſee to do them? Having made one, 
Methinks it ſhould have Power to ſteal both his, 
And leave it ſelf unfiniſh'd: Yet look how far 
The Subſtance of my Praiſe doth wrong this Shadow 
In underprifing it; ſo far this Shadow 
Doth limp behind the Subſtance, Here's the Scrowl, 
The Continent and Summary of my Fortune. 


Tou that chuſe not by the View, 
Chance as fair, and chuſe as true: 
Since this Fortune falls ro you, 
Be content, and ſeek no new. 
If you be well pleaſed with this, 
And hold your Fortune for your Bliſs, 
= Tarn you where your Lady is, 
And claim her with a loving Kiſs. 


A gentle Scrowl; Fair Lady, by your Leave, | Kiſſing le. By a 
I come by Note to give, and to receive. Amon 
Like one of two contending in a Prize, 

That thinks he hath done well in Peoples Eyes; 
Hearing Applauſe and univerſal Shour, 
Giddy in Spirit, {till gazing in a Doubt, 

Whether thoſe Peals of Praiſe be his or no; 

So thrice fair Lady ſtand J even ſo, 
As doubtful whether what I ſee be true, 
Until confirm'd, ſign'd, ratify'd by you. 
Por, You ſee, my Lord Baſſanio, where I {tand, 
Such as I am; tho for my ſelf alone, | 
I would not be ambitious in my With, 


10 her, 
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To wiſh my ſelf much better; yet for you, 

I would be trebled twenty Times my ſelf, 

A thouſand times more fair, ten thouſand Times 
More rich, that to ſtand high in your Account, 
I might in Virtues, Beauties, Livings, Friends, 
Exceed Account; but the full Sum of me 

Is Sum of nothing; which to term in grols, 

Is an unleſſor'd Girl, unſchool'd, unpractis'd: 
Happy in this, ſhe is not yet fo old 

But ſhe may learn, happier then in this, 

She is not bred ſo dull but ſhe can learn; 
Happieſt of all is, that her gentle Spirit 
Commits it ſelf to yours to be directed, 

As from her Lord, her Governor, her King, 

My ſelf, and what is mine, to you and yours 

Is now converted, But now I was the Lady 
Of this fair Manſion, Miſtreſs of my Servants, 
Queen o'er my ſelf, and even now; but now | 
This Houſe, theſe Servants, and this ſame my ſelf 
Are yours my Lord, I give them with this Ring, 
Which when you part from, loſe, or give away, 
Let it preſage the Ruin of your Love, 

And be my Vantage to exclaim on you. 

Baſſ. Madam, you have bereft me of all Words, 
Only my Blood ſpeaks to you in my Veins, | 
And there is ſuch Confuſion in my Powers, 

As after ſome Oration fairly ſpoke 

By a beloved Prince, there doth appear 

Among the buzzing pleaſed Multitude, 

Where every ſomething being blent together, 
Turns to a wild of nothing, fave of Joy 

Expreſt, and not expreſt; but when this Ring 
Parts from this Finger, then parts Liſe from hence ; 
O then be bold to ſay, Baſſazio's dead. 

Ner, My Lord and Lady, it is now our time, 
That have ſtood by, and ſeen our Wiſhes proſper, 
To cry Good Joy, good Joy, my Lord and Lady, 


Ora. My Lord Baſſanio, and my gentle Lady, 


| wiſh you all the Joy that you can wiſh ; 
For L am ſure you can wiſh none from me: ' 


Tag And when your Honours mean to ſolemnize 
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The Bargain of your Faith, I do beſeech you 


Even at that time I may be married too. Co 
Baſſ. With all my Heart, ſo thou canſt get a Wife. a 
Gra. I thank your Lordſhip, you have got me one. Ip 

My Eyes, my Lord, can look as ſwift as yours: « 

You faw the Miſtreſs, I beheld the Maid; No: 

You lov'd; I lov'd for Intermiſhon, W; 


No more pertains to me, my Lord, than you: 

Your Fortuue ſtood upon the Caskets there, 

And ſo did mine too, as the Matter falls: 

For wooing Herd, until I ſweat again, 

And ſwearing *cill my very Roof was dry, 

With Oaths of Love, at laſt, if Promiſe laſt, 

I got a Promiſe of this fair one here, 

To have her Love, provided that your Fortune 

Atchiev'd her Miſtreſs. 
Por. Is this true, Neriſſa? 
Ner. Madam, it is ſo, ſo you ſtand pleas'd withal. 
Baſſ. And do you, Gratiano, mean good Faith? 
Gra. Yes Faith my Lord. | 
Baſſ. Our Feaſt ſhall be much honoured in your Mar: 


riage. . That 
Gra. We'll play with them, the firſt Boy for a thouſand Ba 
Ducats. Here 
Ner. What, and ſtake down ? That 


Gra. No, we ſhall neer win at that Sport, and ſtake down. MW Whe: 
But who comes here? Lorenzo and his Infidel ? 
What, and my old Venetian Friend, Salanio ? 


Ener Lorenzo, Jeſſica, and Salanio. 


Baſſ. Lorenzo and Salanio, welcome hither, 
F'that the Youth of my new Intereſt here 

Have Power to bid you welcome. By your Leave 

I bid my very Friends and Country-men, 

Sweet Portia, welcome. | 
Por. So do I, my Lord; they are intirely welcome. 
Lor. I thank your Honour: For my part, my Lord, 

My Purpoſe was not to have ſeen you here, 

But meeting with Salanio by the way, 

He did intreat me paſt all ſaying nay, 

To come with him along. 


Mat. 
:(and 


OWN, 


, 


-Engag'd my Friend to his meer Enemy, 


And every Word in it a gaping Wound, 
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Sal. 1 did my Lord, 

And I have reaſon for it; Signior Anthonio 
Commends him to you. 

Baſſ. E'er I ope this Letter, 
I pray yo. tell me how my good Friend doth. 

Sal. Not ſick, my Lord, unleſs it be in Mind: 
Nor well, unleſs in Mind: His Letter there 
Will ſhew you his Eſtate. 

Baſſanio opens the Letter. 

Gra. Neriſſa, cheer yond Stanger, bid her welcome. 
Your Hand, Salanio; what's the News from Venice? 
How doth that Royal Merchant, good Ant honia? 

I know he will be glad of our Succeſs: 
We are the Faſons, we have won the Fleece, 

Sal. I would you had won the Fleece that he hath loſt. 

Por. There are ſome ſhrewd Contents in yond ſame Paper, 
That ſteals the Colour from Baſſanio's Check: 

Some dear Friend dead, elſe nothing in the World 
Could turn ſo much the Conſtitution = 
Of any conſtant Man. What, worſe and worſe! 
With Leave, Baſſanio, I am half your ſelf, 
And muſt freely have the half of any thing 
That this ſame Paper brings you. 
Baſſ. O ſweet Portia! 
Here are a few of the unpleaſant'ſt Words 
That ever blotted Paper, Gentle Lady, 
When I did firſt impart my Love to you, 
I freely told you, all the Wealth I had 
Ran in my Veins, I was a Gentleman, 
And then I told you true; and yet dear Lady, 
Rating my ſelf at nothing, you ſhall ſee 
How much I was a Braggart, when I told you 
My State was nothing, I ſhould then have told you, 
That I was worſe than nothing, For indeed 
I have engag'd my ſelf to a dear Friend ; 
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To feed my Means. Here is a Letter, Lady; 
The Paper as the Body of my Friend, 


Iſſuing Life. blood. But is it true, Salanio? 
Have all his Ventures fail'd ! What, not one hit! 
H 3 From 
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From Tripolis, from Mexico, from England, 
From Lisbon, Barbary, and Indi a, 
And not one Veſlcl 'ſcape the dreadful Touch 
Of Merchant-marring Rocks? 
| Sal. Not one, my Lord: 
| - Beſides, it ſhould appear, that if he had 
The preſent Mony to diſcharge the Few, 
He would not take it. Never did I know 
A Creature that did bear the Shape of Man, 
So keen and greedy to confound a Man, 
He plies the Duke at Morning and at Night, 
And doth impeach the Freedom of the State, 
If they deny him Juſtice, Twenty Merchants, 
The Duke himſelf, and the Magmficoes 
Of ercateſt Port have all perſuaded with him, 
But none can drive him from the envious Plea 
Of Forfeiture, of Juſtice, and his Bond. 
Jeſ. When I was with him, I have heard him ſwear, 
To Twball and to Chas, his Country- men, 
That he would rather have Anthonio's Fleſh, 
Than twenty times the Valtie of the S8 um 
That he did owe him; and I know, my Lord, 
If Law, Authority, and Power deny not, 
It will go hard with poor Anthonio. 
Por. Is it your dear Friend that is thus in Trouble? 
Baſſ. The deareſt Friend ro me, the kindeſt Man, 
The beſt condition'd, and unweary'd Spirit 
In doing Courteſies; and one in whom 
The ancient Roman Honour more appears 
Than any that draws Breath in /raly. 
Por. What Sum owes he the Few? 
Baſſ. For me three thouſand Ducats. 
Por. What, no more? 
Pay him fix thouſand, and deface the Bond; 
Double ſix thouſand, and then treble that, 
Before a Friend of this Deſcription 
Shall loſe a Hair through my Baſſanio's Fault. 
Firſt go with me to Church, and call me Wife, 
And then away to Venice to your Friend: 
Hor never ſhall you lye by Portia's Side 
Wich an unquiet Soul. You ſhall have Gold 


To 


CT ———_—_ 


To pay the petty Debt twenty times over. 

When it is paid, bring your true Friend along ; 
My Maid Weriſſa, and my ſelf mean time, 

Will live as Maids and Widows: Come away, 

For you ſhall hence upon my. Wedding-day. 

Bid your Fri ends welcome, ſhow a merry Cheer; 
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear, 
But let me hear the Letter of your Friend. 


Baſſ. reads. JI" Baſſanio, wy Ships have all miſcarry'd, m) 


Creditors grow cruel, my Eſtate 1s very lows 
my Bond to the Jew is forfeit ; and ſince, in paying it, it is impoſ- 
fible I ſhould live, all Debts are cleared between you and J, 
if I might ſee you at my Death; notwithſtanding uſe your 
Pleaſure : If your Love do not perſuade you to come, let not 
my Letter, 


Por. O Love! diſpatch all Buſineſs, and be gone. 


Baſſ. Since I have your gcod Leave to go away, 
I will make haſte; but *rill I come again, 
No Bed ſhall Cer be guilty of my Say, 
Nor Reſt be Interpoſcr *twixt us two. [Exeunt, 


SCENE. HH., 


Enter Shy lock, Solarino, Anthonio, and the Goxler, 

Shy. Goaler, look to him: Tell me net of Mercy. 
This is the Fool that lerds out Mony Gratis. 
Goaler, look to him, | 

Ant, Hear me yer, gocd Shylick, | 

Shy. I'll have my Bond; ſpeak not againſt my Bond: 
I have ſworn an Oath that I will have my Bord. 
Thou call'ſt me Dog before thou hadſt a Cauſe; 
But ſince I am a Dog, beware my Fangs: 
The Duke ſha!l grant me Juſtice. I do wonder, 
Thou naughty Goaler, that thou att ſo fond 
To come Abroad with him at hs Requeſt. _ 

Ant, I pray thee hear me ſpeak, 

Shy. Il have my Bord: I will rot hear thee ſpeck 
III have my Bond; and therefore ſpcak no more. 
I'll not be made a ſoft ard dull- ey'd Fool, 
To ſhake the Head, relent, and ſigh and yield 
To Chriſtian Interceſſors. Follow not; 
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I'll have no ſpeaking; I will have my Bond. [Exit Shy lock. 
Sola. It is the moſt impenetrable Cur 
That ever kept with Men. 
Ant. Let him alone, | 
I'll follow him no more with bootleſs Prayers: 
He ſeeks my Life; .his Reaſon well I know; 
I oft deliver'd from his Forfeitures 
Many that have at times made Moan to me; 
Therefore he bates me. 
Sola, IJ am ſure the Duke will never grant this Forfeiture 
to hold, | 
Ant. The Duke cannot deny the Courſe of Law; 
For the Commodity that Strangers have 
With us in Yenice, if it be deny'd, 
Will much impeach the Juſtice of the State, 
Since that the Trade and Profit of the City 
Conſiſteth of all Nations. Therefore go, 
Theſe Grieſs and Loſſes have fo bated me. 
That I ſhall hardly ſpare a Pound of Fleſh 
To Morrow to my bloody Creditor. 
Well, Goaler, on; pray God Baſſanio come 
To ſee me pay his Debt, and then I care not, 


SCENE IV. Belmont. 


Enter Portia, Neriſſa, Lorenzo, Jeſſica, and a Servant of 
Porria's. f 

Lor. Madam, although I ſpeak it in your Preſence, 
You have a noble and a true Conceit 
Of God-like Amity, which appears moſt ſtrorgly 
In bearing thus the Abſence of your Lord : 
But if you knew to whom you ſhew this Honour, 
How true a Gentleman you ſend Relief to, | 
How dear a Lover of my Lord, your Husband, 
I know you would be prouder ot the Work, 
Than cuſtomary Bounty can enforce you. 

Por. I never did repert for doing good, 
Nor ſhall not now; for in Companions 
That do converſe and waſte the Time rogether, 
Whole Souls do bear an equal Yoke of Love, 
There muſt be needs a like Proportion | 
Of Lincam ne, of Manners, and of Spirit; 
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Which makes me think that this Anthonio, 
B ing the Boſom-lover of my Lord, 
Muſt ueeds be like my Lord. If it be fo, 
How little is the Coſt I have beſtowed 
In purchaſing the Semblance of my Soul 
From out the ſtate of hcIl]I:ſh Cruelty. 
This comes too near the praiſing of my ſelf; 
Therefore no more it: Here are other things. 
Lorenzo, I commit into your Hands, i 
The Husbandry and Manage of my Houſe, i 
Until my Lord's return, For mine own part, l, 
T have toward H:av'n breath'd a ſecret Vow, 
To live in Payer and Contemplation, 
Only attended by Neriſſa here, 
Until her Husband and my Lord's return. 
There is a Mo aſtery two Miles off, 
And there we will abide. I do deſire you 
Not to deny this Impoſition. | 
The which my Love and ſome Neccſſity 
Now lays upon you, 
Lor. Madam, with all my Heart. 
[ ſhall obey you in all fair Commands, 
Por, My People do already know my mind, 
And will acknowledge you and ca 
In place of Lord Baſſanio and my ſelf. 
of MW So fre you well till we thall meet again. 

Lor, Fair Thoughts and happy Hours attend on you, 

Jeſ. T wiſh your Ladyſhip ali Heart's Content. 

Por, TI thank you for your With, and am well pleav'd 
To with it back on you: Fare you well, Jeſſica. | Ex. Jel. & Lor 
Now, Balthazar, as I have ever found thee honeſt, true, 

So let me find thee ſtill: Take this fame Letter, 
And uſe thou all the Endeavour of a Man, 
In ſpeed to Mantra ; fee thou render this 
I:to my Couſin's Hand, Doctor Bellario, | 
And look u hit Notes and Garments he doth give thee, 
Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin'd ſeed 
Lato the Traject, to the common Ferry | 
Which trades to Venice: Waſte no time in Words, 
But get thee gone ; I ſhall be there before thee. 
Bal, Madam, I go with all convenient ſpeed, [ Exit, 


ich Por. 
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When we are both Accoutred like Young Men, 
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Por. Come on, Neriſſa, I have Workin hand 
That you yet know not of: We'll ſee our Husbands 
Before they think of us? 

Ner. Shall they ſee us? ; 

For. They ſhall, Neriſſa; but in ſuch a Habit, 
That they ſhall think we are accomplifhed 
With that we lack. I'll hold thee any Wager, 


Vil prove the prettier Fellow of the two, 

And wear my Dagger with the braver Grace, 

And ſpeak between the Change of Man and Boy, 
With a reed Voice; and turn two mincing Steps 
Into a manly Stride, and ſpeak of Frays, ; 
'Like a fine bragging Vouch; and tell quaint Lies, 
How honourable Ladies ſought my Love, 
Which I denying, they fell fick and died. 

I could not do withal : Then I'll repent, 

And wiſh for all that, that I had not kill'd them. 
And twenty of thefe puny Lies III tell. 

Then Men ſhall ſwear I bave diſcontinued School 
Above a Twelve-month. I have within my Mind 
A thouſand raw Tricks of theſe bragging Jacks, 
Which I will practiſe, 

Ner, Why, ſhall we turn to Men? 
Por. Fie, what a queſtion's that, 

If thou wert near a led Interpreter? 

Bur come, I'll tell thee all my whole Device 
When I am in my Coach, which ſtays for us 
At the Park Gate ; and therefore haſte away, 

For we muſt meaſure Iwenty M les to Day. [ Exennt, 
| Enter Launcelot and Jcſlica, 

Laun. Yes, wuly : For look you, the Sins of the Fath:r 
are to be laid upon the Children; therefore, I promiſe you, 
I fear you, I was always plain with you; and ſo now | 
ſpeak my Axitation of the Matter: Therefore be of good 
cheer; for truly I think you are Damn'd: There is but ore 
hope in it that can do you any good, and that is but a kind 
of Baſtzrd-hope neither, 

Teſ. And what hope is that, I pray thee? 

Laun. Marry you may partly hope that your Father got 


_ you not, that you ate not the Jens Daughter, 
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Jeſ. That were a kind of Baſtard-hope indeed; fo the 
cins of my Mother ſhould be viſited upon me. 

Laun. Truly then I fear you are damn'd both by Father 
1d Mother; Thus when you ſhun $j/la, your Father, you fall 
into Charibdis, your Mother: Well, you are gone both ways. 

Jeſ. I ſhall be ſaved by my Husband; he hath made me 
a Chriſtian, 

Laun. Truly the more to blame he; we were Chriſtians 
enough before, &cn as many as could well live one by ano- 
ther: This making of Chriſtians will raiſe the Price of Hogs; 
if we grow all to be Pork-eaters, we ſhall not ſhortly have a 
Raſher on the Coals for Mony. 

Enter Loren zo, 
Jeſ. I'll tell my Husband, Launcelot, what you ſay: 
Here he comes. 
Lor. I ſhall grow Jealous of you ſhortly, Launcelot, if 
you thus get my Wife into Corners. 
Feſc Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo; Launcelot and 
| are out; he tells me flatly, there is no Mercy for me in 
Heav'n, becauſe I am a Few's Daughter: And he fays, 
you are no good Member of the Commonwealth ; for-in 
converting Jews to Chriſtians, you raiſe the Price of Pork, 

Lor. I ſhail anſwer that better to the Commonwealth than 
you can the getting up of the Negro's Belly: The Aoor is 
with Child by you, Launcelot. | 

Laun. It is much that the Aloor ſhould be more thar Rea- 
ſon: But if ſhe be leſs than an honeſt Woman, ſhe is indeed 


more than I took her for, 8 
Lor. How every Fool can play upon the Word! I think ; 
thebeſt Grace of Wit will ſhortly turn into Silence, and Diſ- ; 


cet, ¶courſe grow commendable in none only but Parrats. Go in, 
Sirrah, bid them prepare for Dinner. | 


athir Laun. That is done, Sir; they have all Stomachs. 


you, ¶ Lor. Goodly Lord, what a Wit-({napper are you! Then 

ow id them prepare Dinner, 5 
good Laun. That is done too, Sir; only Cover is the word. 1 
ut ore Lor. Will you cover then, Sir? a 


a kind Laun. Not fo, Sir, neither; I know my Duty. — 


Lor. Vet more quarrelling with occaſion] wilt thou ſhew 
he whole Wealth of thy Wit in an icftant ? I pray thee un- 
erſtand a plain Man in his plain Meaning: Go to thy Fellows, 
bid them cover the Table, ſerve in the Meat, and we will 
ome 1n to Dinner Lawn, 


er got 


The Lord Baſſanio live an uprizht Life. 
For having ſuch a Bleſſing in his Lady, 


572 The Merchant of Venice. 


Laun. For the Table, Sir, it ſhall be ſerved in; for th: 
Meat, Sir, it ſhall be covered; for your coming in to Din- 
ner, Sir, why let it be as Humours and Conceits ſhall gover, Un 
Exit Laus. Fro 
Lor. O dear Diſcretion, how h's Words are ſuited! 
The Fool hath planted in his Memory 
An Army of good Words; and I do know 
A many Fools that ſtand in better place, 
Garniſh'd like him, that for a trickſie Word 
Defie the Matter: How cheer'ſt thou, Feſſica ? 
And now, good Sweet, ſay thy Opinion, 
How doſt thou like the Lord Baſſanios Wiſe? 
eſe Paſt all expreſſing : It is very meet 


He finds the Joys of Heay'n here on Earth: 
And it on Earth he do not mean it, it 
Is reaſon he ſhould never come ro Heav'n. 
Why, if two gods ſhould play ſome heav'nly March 
And on the Wager lay two earthly Women, 
And Portia one, there muſt be ſomething elſe 
Pawn'd with the other; for the poor rude World 
Hath not her Fellow. 
Lor. Even ſuch a Husband 
Haſt thou of me, as ſhe is for a Wife. 
Feſ. Nay, but ask my Opinion too of that. 
Lor. Iwill anon: Firſt let us go to Dinner. 
FJeſ. Nay, let me praiſe you while I have a Stomach, And 
Lor. No, pray thee, let it ſerve for Table talk; 1 


Then howſome'er thou ſpeak'ſt, mongſt other thing*, On 
I ſhall digeſt it. 12 
FJeſ. Well, IIl ſet you forth. \ [Exemnt, W: a 


5 


ACT IV. SCENE Vinice. 


Enter the Duke, the Senators, Anthonio, Baſſanio, aud 
Gratiano. 


: N HAT, is Azuthonis here? 
Aut. Ready, fo pleaſe your Grace. 
Dug. I am ſorry for thee, thou art come to anſwer 


AW Bur 


the 
Din- 
vern, 
aun. 


ch. 
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A ſtony Adverſary, an inhuman Wretch, 
Uncapable of Pity, void and empty 
From any dram of Mercy. 
Ant. I have heard 
Your Grace hath ta'en great pains to qualifie | 
His rigorous Courſe z but ſince he ſtands obdurate, 
And that no lawful Means can carry me 
Out of his Envy's reach, I do oppoſe 
My Patience to his Fury, and am arm'd 
To ſuffer with a quietneſs of Spirit 
The very Tyranny and Rage of bis. 
Dube. Go one and call the Few into the Court. 
Sal. He is ready at the Door: He comes, my Lord. 
Enter Shylock. 
Dale. Make room, and let him ſtand before our Face. 
Shylack, the World thinks, and I think ſo too, 
That thou but lead'ſt this Faſhion of thy Malice 
To the laſt Hour of act, and then *tis thought 
Thou'lt ſhew tby Merey and Remorſe more ſtrange 
Than is thy ſtrange apparent Cruelty, 
Which is a Pound of this poor Merchant's Fleſh, 
Thou wilt not only loſe the Forfeiture, 
But touch'd with human Gentleneſs and Love, 
Forgive à moiety of the Principal, 
Glancing an Eye of Pity on his Loſſes 
That have of late ſo hudled on his back, 
Enough to preſs a Royal Merchant dowr, 
And pluck Commiſeration of his State 
From braſſy Boſoms, and rough Hearts of Flint, 
From ſtubborn Turks and Tartars, never train d 
To Offices of tender Courteſie. 
We all. expect a gentle Anſwer, Few. 
Shy, I have poſſeſs'd your Grace of what I purpoſe, 
And by our holy Sabbath have I ſworn 
To have the Due and Forfeit of my Bond. 
If you deny it, let the Danger light 
Upon your Charter, and your City's Freedom. 
You'll ask me why I rather chuſe to have 
A weight of Carrion Fleſh, than to receive 
Three thouſand Ducats? I'll not anſwer that. 


Bur ſay it is my Humour, is it anſwered? 
What 


— — 
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What if my. Houſe be troubled with a Rat, 
And I be plecas'd to give ten thouſand Ducats 
To have it brain d? What, are you anſwer d yet? 
Some Men there are love not a gaping Pig, | 
Some that are mad, if they behold a Cat, 
And others, when the Bag-pipe ſings i' th' Noſe, 
Cannot contain their Urine tor affection. 
Maſterleſs Paſſion ſways it to the mood | 
Of what it likes or loaths. Now for your Anſwer. 
As there is no firm reaſon to be rendred 
Why he cannot abide a gaping Pig, 
Why he a harmleſs neceſſary Cat, 
Why he a woollen Bag-pipe, but of force 
Muſt yield to ſuch inevitable Shame, 
As to offend himſelf, being offended ; 
So can I give no Reaſon, nor I will not, 
More than a lodg'd hate, and a certain loathing 
I bear Ant honio, that I follow thus 
A loſing Suit againſt him. Are you anſwered? 
Baſ. This is no Anſwer, thou unfeeling Man, 
To excule the current of thy Cruelty. 
Shy. I am not bound to pleaſe thee with my Anſwer, 
Baſſ. Do all Men kill the thing they do not love? 
Shy. Hates any Man the thing he would not kill? 


Baſſ. Every Offence is not a Hate at firſt, 1 29 
Shy. What, would'ſt thou have a Serpent ſting - thee 
twice? | 5 


Ant. I pray you think you queſtion with a Je. 
You may as well go ſtand upon the Beach, 
And bid the main Flood bate his uſual height, 
Or even as well uſe Queſtion with the Wolf, 
The Ewe bleat for the Lamb: When you behold, 
You may as well forbid the Mountain Pines 
To wag their high Tops, and to make no noiſe 
When they are fretted with the guſts of Heav'n. 
You may as well do any thing molt hard, 
As ſeek to ſoften that, than which what harder, D 
His Fewiſþ Heart. Therefore I do beſeech you N 
Make no more offers, uſe no farther means, My 
Bur with all brief and plain convenienc 
Let me have Judgment, and the Few his Will, 


Baſ, 


3 


Baſ. 
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Baſſ. For thy three thouſand Ducats here is Six. 

Shy, If every Ducat in Six thouſand Ducats 
Were in fix parts, and every part a Ducat, 

I would not draw them, I would have my Bord. | 
Duke. How ſhalt thou hope for Mercy, rendring none? 
Shy. What Judgment ſhall I dread, doing no wrong? 

You have among you many a purchas'd Slave, 

Which, like your Aſſes, and your Dogs and Males, 

You uſe in abject and in {laviſh part, 

Becauſe you bought them. Shall I ſay to you, 

Let them be free, Marry them to your Heirs? 

Why ſweat they under Burthens? Let their Beds 

Be made as ſoft as yours, and let their Pallats 

Be ſeaſon'd with ſuch Viands: You will anſwer, 

The Slaves are ours. So do I anſwer you. 

The Pound of Fleſh which I demand of him, 

Is dearly bought, tis mine, and I will have it. 

If you deny me, fie upon your Law, 

There is no force in the Decrees of Venice: 

I ſtand for Judgment; anſwer z ſhall I have it? 

Dake. Upon my Power I may diſmiſs this Court, 
Unleſs Bellario, a Learned Doctor, 

Whom I have ſent for to determine this, 

Come here to day, 

Sal. My Lord, here ſtays without 
A Meſſenger with Letters from the Doctor, 

New come from Padua. | 
D «ke. B:irg us the Letters, call the Meſſengers. 

Baſſ. Good cheer, Anthonio; What Man, Courage yet: 
The Few ſhall have my Fleſh, Blood, Bones, and all, 
E'er thou ſhalt loſe ſor me one diop of Blood. 

Ant. I am a tainted Weather of the Flock, 

Meeteſt for Death: The weakeſt kind of Fruit 

Drops earlieſt to the Ground, ſo let me, 

You cannot better be employ'd, Baſſanio, 

Than to live till, and write mine Epitaph. 

Enter Neriſſa dreſ#'d like a Lawyer's Clerk, 7 

Duke, Came you from Padua, from Cellario? 

Ner. From both, | 
My Lord, Cellario greets your Grace. 

Baſſ. Why doſt thou whet thy Knife ſo earneſtly? 


| 
: 

#1 

: 

/ 

: 

: 


Shy 


my ſtead. I beſeech you, let his lack of Tears be no impedi- Thee 
0 
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Shy. To cut the Forfeiture from that Bankrupt there, knew 
Gra, Not on thy ſoa", but on thy Soul, harſh Few, 
Thou mak'ſt thy Knife keen; but no Metal car, 
No, not the Hangman's Ax, bear half the kcenneſs 
Of thy ſharp Enuy. Can no Prayers pierce thee? 
Shy. No, none that thou haſt wit enough to make. 
Gra. O be thou Damn'd, inexorable Dog, 
And for thy Life let Juſtice be accus'd. 
Thou almoſt mak'ſt me waver in my Faith, 
To hold Opinion with Pythagoras, 
That Souls of Animals intuſe themſelves 
Into the Trunks of Men. Thy curriſh Spirit 
Govern'd a Wolf, who hang'd for human Slaughter, 
Even from the Gallows did his fell Soul fleet, 
And whilſt thou layeſt in thy unhallowed Dam, 
Infus'd it ſelf in thee : for thy Deſires 
Are Wolfiſh, Bloody, Starv'd, and Ravenous. 
Shy. Till thou canſt rail the Seal from off my Bond, 
Thou bur offcnd'ſt thy Lungs to ſpeak fo loud. 
Repair thy Wit, good Youth, or it will fall 
To end'eſs Ruin, I ſtand here for Law. 
Dake. This Letter from Bellario doth commend 
A Yo.ing and Learned Doctor in our Court. 
Where is he? 
Ner. He attendeth here hard by 
To know your Anſwer, whether you'll admit him? 
Dake. With all my Heart. Some three or Four of you Por, 


Go give him courteous Conduct to this place, It dro 
Mean time the Court ſhall hear Bellario's Letter. 1 
5 t ble 


OUR Grace ſhall underſtand, that at the receit of your Tis M 
Letter I am very Sick: But at the Iuſtaut that your Aeſ- 


ſenger came, in loving Viſitation was with me a young Do- His Sc 
Gor of Rome, his Name is Balthaſar : 7 acquainted him The A 
with the Caſe in Controverſie, between the [ew and Anthonio Where 
the Merchant. We turn d ver many Books together: He i But M 
furniſhed with my Opinion, which bettered with his own Learn. It Is er 
mg, the greatneſs whereof I cannot enough commend, come * ar 

EA 


with him at my importunity, 10 fill up your Grace's Requeſt is 


ment to let him lack a reverend Eſtimation: For I never 
| knew Vor 


you 
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new ſo young 4 Body with ſo old a Head. J leave him to 
your gracious Acceptance, whoſe trial ſhall better publiſh bis 
Commendation, 


Enter Portia, Dreſi'd like a Doctor of Laws. 


Dake. You hear the Learn'd Bellaris What he writes, 
And here, I take it, is the Doctor come: 
Give me your hand. Came you from old Bellario? | 
Por. I did, my Lord. | 
Dube. You are welcome: Take your Place. 
Are you acquainted with the Difference, 
That holds this preſent Queſtion in the Court? 
Por. I am informed throughly of the Caſe. 
Which is the Merchant here, and which the Few? 
Duke. Anthonio and old Shylock, both ſtand forth. 
Por, Is your Name Shylock? 
Shy. Shylock is my Name. 
Por, Of a ſtrange Nature is the Suit you follow, 
Yet in ſuch Rule, that the Venetian Law 
Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed. 
You ſtand within his Danger, do you not? | To Anthonio, 
Ant. Ay, ſo he ſays. 
Por. Do you confeſs the Bond? 
Ant. I do, 
Por, Then muſt the Few be merciful, 
Shy. On what Compulſion muſt I? tell me that. 
Por. The Quality of Mercy is not ſtrain'd; 
It droppeth as the gentle Rain from Heav'n 
Upon the. place beneath. It is twice bleſs'd, 
It bleſſeth him that gives, and him that takes. 
Tis Mightieſt in the Mightieſt, it becomes 
The throned Monarch better than his Crown: 
His Scepter ſnews the force of temporal Power, 
The Attribute to Awe and Majeſty, , 
Wherein doth fit the Dread and Fear of Kings; 
But Mercy is above this ſceptred Sway, 
It is enthroned in the Hearts of Kings, 
It is an Attribute to God himſelf; 
And earthly Power doth then ſhew likeſt God's, 
When Mercy ſeaſons Juſtice. Therefore, Few, 
Tho' Juſtice be thy Pſez, conſider this, 
Vo I. II. A 


That 
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That in the courſe of Juſtice none of us 
Should ſee Salvation, We do pray for Mercy, 
And that ſame Prayer doth teach us all to render 
The Deeds of Mercy, I have ſpoke thus much 
To mitigate the Juſtice of thy Plea; 
Which if thou follow, this ſtri&t courſe of Nruice 
Muſt needs give Sentence gainſt the Merchant there. 
Shy. My Deeds _ my Head, I crave the Law, 
The Penalty and Forfeit of my Bond, 
' Por. Is he not able to diſcharge the Mony? 
Baſſ. Yes, here I tender it for him in the Court, 
Vea, twice the Sum; if that will not ſuffice, 
I will be bound to pay it ten times oer, 
On forfeit of my Hands, my Head, my Heart. 
If this will not ſuffice, it muſt appear 
That Malice bears down Trutb. And I beſcech you 
Wreſt once the Law to your Authority. 
To do a great Right, do a little Wrong, 
And curb this cruel Devil of his will, 
Par. It muſt not be, there is no Power in Yenice 
Can alter a Decree eſtabliſhed. 
*T will be recorded for a Preſident, 
And many an Error by the ſame Example 
Will ruſh into the State. It cannot be. 
Shy. A Daniel come to Judgment, yea, a Daniel. 
O wiſe young Judge, how do I honour thee / 
Por, I pray you let me look upan the Bond. 
Shy. Here tis, moſt Reverend Doctor, here it is. 
Por. Shylock, there's thrice thy Mony offer'd thee. 
Shy. An Oath, an Oath, I have an Oith in Heaw 
Shall I lay Perjury upon my Soul ? e 
No, nat for Venice. 
Por, Why, this Bond is forfeit, 
And lawfully by this the Few may claim 
A Pound of Fleſh, to be by him cut off 
Neareſt the Merchant's Heart. Be merciful, 
Take thrice thy Mony, bid me tear the Bond. 
Shy. When it is paid according to the Tenure. 
It doth appear you are a worthy Judge; 
You know the Law, your Expoſition P97? 
Hath been moſt ſound, I charge you by the Law, 


WBG 
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Whereof you are a well-dderving Pillar, = 
Proceed to Judgment. By my ul I ſwear, ; 
There is no Power in the Tongue of Man 
To alter me. I ſtay here on my Bond. : 
Ant, Moſt heartily I do beletch the Court 
To give the Judzment. | 
Por, Why then thus it is: 
You muſt prepare your Boſom for his Knife. 
Shy. O noble Judge! O excellent young Man! 
Por. For the intent and purpoſe of the Law 
Hath full relation to the Penalty, 
Which here appeareth due upon the Bond. 
Shy. Tis very true. O wiſe and upright Judge, 
How much more elder art thou than thy Look: ! 
Por. Therefore lay bare thy Boſom. 
Shy, Ay his Brealt, 
So ſays the Band, dath it not, noble Judget 
Neareſt his Hearr, thoſe are the very words, 
Por. It is fo, Are there Ballances here to weigh theFleſh? 
Shy. I have them ready. 
Por, Have by fame Surgeon, Shylock, on your Charge, 
To ftop his Wounds, leſt he ſhould bleed to Death, 
Shy, It is not nominated in the Band. 
Por. It is not ſo expreſs'd; but what of that? 
'Twere good you do ſo much for Charity. 
Shy. I cannot find it, tis not in the Bond. 
Por. Come, Merchant, have you any thing to ſay? 
Ant. But little: I am arm'd and well prepar'd, 
Give me your Hand, Baſſanio, fare you well. 
ls Grieve not that I am fall'n to this for you: 
For herein Fortune ſhews her ſelf more kind 
Than is her Cuſtom, Ie is ſtill her uſe 
To let the wretched Man out-live his Wealth, 
To view with hollow Eye and wrinkled Brow 
An Age of Poverty. From which lingring Penance 
Of ſuch a Miſery, doth ſhe cut me 2 
Commend me to your Honourable Wife; 
Tell her the Proceſs of Anthonio's end; 
Say how I lov'd you; ſpeak me fair in Death: 
And when the Tale is told, bid her be judge, | 
Whether Baſeio had not pos a Love. 2 
X A 


hae! Repent 
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Repent not you that you ſhallloſe your Friend. 
And he repents not that he puys your Debt; 
For, if the Few do cut but deep enough, 
I'll pay it inſtantly with al my Heart. 
Baſſ.' Anthonio, I am married to a Wife, "2 
Which is as dear to me as Life it ſelf; 
But Life it ſelf, my Wife, and all the World, 
Are not with me cſteem'd above thy Life. 
I would loſe all, Fd ſacrifice them all 
Here to this Devil, to deliver you. 
Por. Your Wife would give you little thanks for that, 
If ſhe were by to hear you make the Offer. 
Gra. I ave a Wife whom proteſt I love, 
I would ſhe were in Heav'n, ſo ſhe could 
Intreat ſome Power to change this curriſh Few. 
Ver. Tis well you offer it behind her back, 
The Wiſh would make elſe an ur quiet Houſe, 
Shy. Theſe be the Chriſtian Husbands. I have a Daughter, 
Would any of the Stock of Ba rabas 
Had been her Husband, rather than a Chriſſian. | Aſide, 
We trifle time, I pray thee purſue Sentence, 
Por, A Pound of that ſame Merchant's Fleſh is thine, 
The Court awards it, and the Law doth give it. 
Shy. M-ft rightful Judge. 
Por, And you muſt cut this Fleſh from off his Breaſt, 
The Law allows it, and the Court awards it, 
Shy. Moſt learned Judge, a Sentence, come prepare. 
Por, Tarry a little, there is ſomething elſe, 
This Bond doth give thee here no jot of Blood, 
The words :xpreſly zre a Pound of Fleſh, | 
Then take thy Bond, take thou thy Pound of Fleſh ; 
But in the cutting ir, if thou doſt ſhed 
One drop of Chriſtian Blood, thy Lards and Goods 
Are by the Laws of Venice Confiſcate 
Unto the State of Venice. 
Gra. O vpright Judge! 
Muk Jem, O learned Judge! 
Shy. Is that the Law? 
Por. Thy ſelf ſhalt ſee the AR: 
For as thou urgeſt Juſtice, be aſſur'd 


Thou ſhalt have Juſtice, more than thou deſireſt. 


Gra 
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Gra. O learned Judge! Mark Few, à learned Judge! 
Shy. I take this Offer then, pay the Bond thrice, 
And let the Chriſtin go. 
Baſſ. Here is the Mony. 
Por, Soft, the Few ſhall have all Juſtice, ſoft, no haſte, 
He ſhail have nothing but the Penalty, 
Gra. O Few! an upright Judge, a learned Judge. 
Por. Thcrefore prepare thee to cut off the Fleſh, 
Shed thou no Blood, nor cut thou leſs nor more 
But juſt a Pound of Fleſh : If thou tak'ſt more 
Or leſs than a juſt Pound, be it ſo much 
As makes it light or heavy in the Subſtance, 
Or the Diviſion of the twentieth part | 
Of one poor Scruple; nay, if the Scale do turn - 4 
But in the eſtimation of a Hair, 4 
Thou dieſt, and all thy Goods are confiſcate. bt 
Gra. A lecond Daniel, a Daniel, Few. } 
Now, Infidel, I have thee on che Hip. "1 
Por. Why doth the Few pauſe? Take thy Forfeiture, 
Shy. Give me my Principal, and let me go. 
Baſſ. | have it reidy for thee; here it is. 
Por. He hath refus'd it in the open Court: 
He ſhall have meerly Juſtice and his Bond, 
Gra. A Daniel till lay I, a ſecond Daniel. 
I thank thee, Few, for teaching me that word. 
Shy. Shall I not have barely my Principal? 
Por, Thou ſhalt have nothing but the Forfeiture, 
To be ſo taken at thy Peril, Few. 
Shy. Why then the Devil give him good of it: 
I'll ſtay no longer queſtion. | 
Por. Tarry, Few, 
The Law hath yet another hold on you: 
It is enacted in the Laws of Venice, 
If it be prov'd againſt an Alien, 
That by direct, or indirect Attempts, 
Hz ſeek the Life of any Citizen, 


I The Party gainſt the which he doth contrive, 


Gr 


Shall ſeize on balf his Goods, the other half 

Comes to the privy Coffer of the State, 

And the O ffender's Life lyes in the mercy " 

Of the Duke only, *gainſt all other Voice 8 
1 | | In 4} 
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For it appears by manifeſt Proceeding, 
That indirectly, and directly too, Had 
Thou haſt contriv'd againſt the very Life To | 
Of the Defendant; and thou haſt incurt'd 2 
| The Danger formerly by me rehears'd, Po 
Doo therefore, and beg Mercy of the Duke, I mu 


| Gra. Beg that thou may'ſt have leave to hang thy ſelf; And 
[I Ard yet thy Wealth being forfeit to the State, 
| Thou haſt not left the value of a Cord, Anth 
Therefore thou muſt be hang'd at the State's Charge, For 1 
Duke. That thou ſhalt ſee the difference of our Spi it, 
I pardon thee thy Life before thou ask it : 
For half thy Wealth, it is Anthonid's; 
The other half comes to the general State, 
Which humbleneſs my drive unto a Fine. 
Por. Ay, for the State, not for Anthonio. 
Il Sey. Nay, take my Life and all, pardon not that. 
N Yau fakt my Houſe when you do take the Pro 
| That doth ſuſtain my Houſe: You take my Life 
1: When you do take the means whereby I live. 
. Por. What Mercy can you render him, Authonio? 
i Gra. A Halter gratis, nothing elſe, for God's ſake, 
„ Ant. So pleaſe my Lord, the Duke, and all the Court, 
To quit the Fine for one half of his Geode, 
T am content, ſo he will let me have 
The other half in uſe, to render it 
Upon his Death, unto the Gentleman 
That lately ſtole his Daughter. 
Two things provided more, that for this Favour 
He preſently become a Chriſtian; 
The other, that he doth record a Gift 
Here in the Court of all he dies poſſeſs'd 
Unto his Son Lorerxo, and his Daughter. 
Duke. He ſhall do this, or elſe I do recant 
The P:-don that I late pronounced here. 
Por. Art thon contented, Few? What doſt thou ſay ? 
Shy. am content. 
Por. Cleik, draw a Deed of Gift. 
Shy. 1 piay you give me leave to go from hence; 
I am: not well; ſend the Deed after me, 
And I will ſign it, Dula 


„ 
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Dake. Get thee gone, but do it. 

Gra. In Chriſt'ning thou ſha't have two Godfathers. 
Had I been Judge, thou ſhould'ft have had ten more, 
To bring thee to the Gallows, not to the Font. | Exit Shy. 

Dake. Sir, I tntre:it you with me home to Dinner, 

Por, I humbly do deſire your Grace of Pardon; 

I muſt away this Night toward Padua, 
And it is meet I preſently fet forth. 

Duke, I am ſorry that your leiſure ſerves you not. 
Anthonio, gratifie this Gentleman; 

For in my mind you are much bound to him, 


| Exit Duke and his Train. 


Baſſ. Moſt worthy Gentleman ! I and my Friend 
Have by your Wiſdom been this Day acquitted 
Of grievous Penalties, in lieu whereo 
Three thouſand Ducats, due unto the Few, 

We freely cope your courteous Pains withal. 

Aut. And ſtand indebted over and above 
In Love and Setvice to you evermore, 

Por, He is well paid that is well ſatisfied, 


| And I delivering you, am ſatisfied, 


And therein do account my ſelf well paid; 
My Mind was never yet more mercenary. 
I pray you know me when we meet again. 
I wiſh you well, and fol take my leave. 

Baſſ. Dear Sir, of force I mult attempt you further. 
Take ſome Remembrance of us as a Tribute, 

Not as a Fee: Grant me two things; I pray you 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

Por. You preſs me far, and therefore I will yield. 
Give me your Gloves, I'll wear them for your ſake, 
And for your Love I'll take this Ring from you. 

Do not draw back your hand, I'll take no more. 
And you in love ſhall not deny me this. 

Baſſ. This Ring, good Sir, alas it is a Trifle 
I will not ſhame my ſelf to give you this. 

Por, I will have nothing elſe but only this, 

And now methinks I have a mind to it. | 

Baſſ. There's more depends on this than on the value: 
The deareſt Ring in Venice will I give you, | 

I 4 And 
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And find it out by Proclamation; 
Only for this I pray you pardon me, 
Por. I ſee, Sir, you are liberal in Offers; 
You taught me tirſt to beg, and now, methinks, 
You teach me how a Beggar ſhould be anſwer'd. 
Baſſ. Good Sir, this Ring was given me by my Wife; 
And when ihe put it on, ſhemade me vow 
That I ſhould neither ſell, nor give, nor loſe it. 
Por. That 'ſcuſe ſerves many Men to fave their Gifts; 
And if your Wife be not a mad Woman, 
And know how well I have deſerv'd this Ring, 
She wou'd not hold out Enmity for ever 
For giving it to me. Well, Peace be with you. [ Exit, 


Azth. My Lord Baſſanio, let him have the Ring. Lor. 
Let his Deſervings, and my Love withal, 
Be valued againſt your Wife's Commandment. And 
Baſſ. Go, Gratiane, run and overtake him, Troyl 
Give him the Ring, and bring him, if thou canſt, And 
Unto Anthonio's Houſe : Away, make haſte, [Exit Gra, Whe 
Come, you and I will thither preſently, Fe 
And in the Morning early will we both Did 
Fly toward Belmont; come, Avnthonio, [ Exeunt, WW Ard 
Enter Portia and Neriſſa. And 
Por. Enquire the Few's Houſe out, give him this Deed, Lo 
And let him fign it; we'll away to Night, Stood 
And be a day hefore our Husbands home: Upo! 
This Deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. To « 
Enter Gratiano, Te 
Gra, Fair Sir, you are well oerta'en : Mede 
My Lord Baſſanio, upon more advice, That 
Hath ſent you here this Ring, and doth intreat Li 
Your Company at Dinner. Did 
Por. That cannot be. And 
His Ring do I accept moſt thankfully, As f 
And ſo I pray you tell him: Furthermore, Te 
I pray you fhew my YLoth old Shylock's Houſe, Did 
Gra. That will I do. Steal 
Ner. Sir, T would ſpeak with you, And 
I'll ſee if I can get my Husband's Ring Lo 


Which I did make him ſwear to keep for ever. Did 
| Per: Land 
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Por. Thou may'ſt, I warrant. We ſhall have old ſwearing, 


That they did give the Rings away to Men ; 
| But we'll out-face them and out-{wear them too: 
Away, make haſte, thou know'ſt where I will tarry. 


Ner. Come, good Sir, will you ſhew me to this Houſe ? 
Exeunt. 


2 — 


ACT V. SCHEME YL 
S CEN EE Belmont. 


Enter Lorenzo and Jeſſica. 


Lor. T HE Moon ſhines bright. In ſuch a Night as this, 
W hen the ſweet Wind did genty kiſs the Tree 
And they did make no noiſe; in ſuch a Night, ; 
Troylus methinks mounted the Troyay Wall 
And ſigh d his Soul toward the Grecian Tents, 
Where Creſſed lay that Night, | 
Feſc In ſuch a Night, 
Did Thisby fearfully oer-trip the Dew, 
Ard ſaw the Lion's Shadow &er himſelf, 
And ran diſmay'd away. | 
Lor, In ſuch a Night, 
Stood Dido with a Willow in her Hand 
Upon the wide Sea-banks, and waft her Love 
To come again to Carthage. 
Feſc In ſuch a Night. 
Medea gather'd the Inchanted Herbs 
That did renew old Aen. 
Lor. In ſuch a Night, 
Did FJeſſica ſeal from the wealthy Few, 
And with an unthrift Love did run from Yenice, 
As far as Belmont. | 
Jeſ. In ſuch a Night 
Did young Lorenzo ſwear he lov'd her well, 
Stealing her Soul with many Vows of Faith, 
And ne'er a true one, 
Lor. In ſuch a Night, 
Did pretty Feſſica (like a little Shrew) 
Slander ker Love, and he forgave it her, 


eſe 
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Jeſ. I would out- night you, did no Body come: 


But hark, I hear the footing of a Man. | Thei 
Enter Meſſenger. But 
Lor. Who comes ſo faſt, in ſilence of the Night? Stil! 
AMeſ, A Friend. uch 
Lor. A Friend ! what Friend? Your Name, I pray you, But 
Friend ? Doth 
Heſ. Stephano is my Name, and I bring word Com. 
My Miſtreſs will before the break of Day With 
Be here at Belmont : She doth ſtray about And 


By holy Croſſes, where ſhe kneels and prays 
For happy Wedlock Hours. 


Lor. Who comes with her? Los 

AMeſ. None but a holy Hermit and her Maid, For d 

I pray yau is my Maſter yet return'd? Or R 

Lor. He is not, nor have we yet heard from him: Fetch 

| But go we in I pray thee, Feſſica, Which 
it And ceremoniouſly let us prepare If the 
.'8 Some Welcome for the Miſtreſs of the Houſe. Or an 
| Enter Launeelot. You ſ 
Laun. Sola, ſola; wo ha, ho, ſola, ſola. Their 

Lor. Who calls? By th 


Laun. Sola, did you ſee Mr. Lorenzo and Mrs Lorenzo! Did fa 


S la, ſola. | Since 1 
Tor. Leave hollowing, Man: Here But M 
Laun. Sola, where ? where? | The N 
Lor. Here. Nor is 


Laun. Tell him, there's a Poſt come from my Maſter, Is fir f 
wich his Horn full of good News my Maſtcr will be here I The ). 
eer Morning. And h 

Loy» Sweet Love, let's in, and there expect their coming. Let no 
Ard yet no matter: Why ſhould we go in :? 


My F:iend Stephano, ſignifie, I pray you, Por, 
Within the Houſe, your Miſtreſs is at hand, How f. 
Ard bring your Muſick forth into the Air. So ſhin 
How ſweet the Moon · light ſleeps upon this Bank; Wer. 
Here will we fit, and let the ſounds of Muſick Por. 
Creep in our Ears; ſofc Stilneſs, and the Night A Subſ 
Become the touches of ſweet Harmony, Until a 
Sir, Feſſica, ook haw the Floor of Heav'n Emptie: 
I; thick inlay'd with Patterns of bright Gold; lato the 


There's 
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There's not the ſmalleſt Orb which thou behold'ſt, 
But in his Motion like an Angel ſings, 
Still quiring to the young-ey d Cherubims; 
uch Harmony is in immortal Souls; 
But whilſt this muddy Veſture of Decay, 
Doth groſly cloſe us in it, we cannot hear it. 
Come hoe, and wake Diana with a Hymn, 
With ſweeteſt Touches pierce your Miſtteſs Ear, 
And draw her Home with Muſick, | 
Jeſ. I am never merry when I hear ſweet Muſick, 
Mmnſick, 
Lor. The Reaſon is, your Spirits ate attentive; 
For do but note a wild and wanton Herd, 
Or Race of youthful and unhandled Colts, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 
Which is the hot Condition of their Blood; 
If they but hear perchance a Trumpet ſound, 
Or any Air of Muſick touch their Ears, 
You ſhall perceive them make æ mutual ſtand 
Their ſavage Eyes turn'd to a modeſt Gaze 
By the ſweet Power of Muſick, Therefore the Poet 
Did fain that Orpheus drew Trees, Stones, and Floods, 
Since naught ſv ſtockiſh, hard, and full of rage, 
But Muſick for the time doth change his Nature + 
The Man that hath no Muſick in himſelf, 
Nor is not mov'd with Concord of ſweet Sounds, 
Is fit for Treaſons, Stratageme, and Spoils; 
The Motions of his Spirit are dull as Night, 
And his Affections dark as Erebns : 
Let no ſuch Man be truſted. Mark the Muſick, 
Enter Portia and Neriſſa. 
Por. That Light we ſee is burning in my Hall: 
How far that little Candle throws bis Beams; 
So ſhines a good Deed in a naughty World. 
Ner. When the Moon ſhore we did not ſee the Candle, 
Per. So doth the greater Glory dim the leſs; 
A Subſtitute ſhines brightly as a King 
Until a King be by; and then his State 
Empties it ſelf, as doth an inland Brook 
lato the Maio of Waters. Muſick, hark! [ Maſrch; 
Ner 
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Ner. It is the Muſick, Madam, of your Houſe. 
Por. Nothing is good, I ſee, without Repect: 
Methinks it ſounds much ſweeter than by Day. 
Ner. Silence beſtows the Virtue on it, Madam. 
Por. The Crow doth ſing as ſweetly as the Lark, 
When neither is attended; and I think 
The Nightingale, if ſhe ſhould ſing by Day, 
When every Goole is cackling, would be thought 
No better a Muſician than the Wren. 
How many things by Seaſon ſeaſon'd are 
To their right Praiſe and true Perfection? 
Peace, how the Moon ſleeps with Endimion, 
And would not be awak'd! 
HMuſuch, ceaſes. 
Lor. That is the Voice. 
Or I am much deceiv'd, of Portia. 5 
Por. He knows me as the blind Man knows the Cuckoy, 
by the bad Voice. 
Lor. Dear Lady, welcome Home. 
Por. We have been praying for our Husband's welfare, 
Which ſpecd, we hope, the better for our Words. 
Are they return'd? 1 
Lor. Madam, they are not yet; 
But there is come a Meſſenger before, 
To ligrifie their coming. 
Por. Go in, Neriſſa, 
Give Order to my Servants, that they take 
No note at all of our being abſent hence, 
Nor you Lorenzo, Jeſſica nor you, 
| A Tucket ſounds. 
Lor. Your Husband is at hand, I hear a Trumpet: 
We are no Tell-tales, Madam, fear you nor, 
Por. This Night methinks is but the Day-light ſick; 
It looks a little paler; 'tis a Day, 
Such as the Day is when the Sun is hid. 
Enter Baſſanio, Anthorie, Gratiano, and their Follow! 
Baſſ. We ſhould hold Day with the Antipodes, 
If you would waik in Abſence of the Sun. 
Por. Let me give Light, but let me not be light; 


For a light Wiſe doth niake a heavy Husbard, | 
An 
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And never be Baſſanio ſo from me; 
But God ſort all: You are welcome home, my Lord. 
Baſſ. I thank you, Madam, give welcome to my Friend; 
This is the Man, this is Anthonio, 
To whom I am ſo infinitely bound. 
Por. You ſhould in all Senſe be much bound to him; 
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. | 
Ant, No more than I am well acquitted of. * 
Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our Houſe; 
It muſt appcar in others ways than Words; 
Therefore I ſcant this breathing Courteſie. 
Gra. By yonder Moon I ſwear you do me wrong; 
In faith I gave it to the Judge's Clerk: [ To Neriſſa. 
Would you were gelt that had it for my part, 
Since you do take it, Love, ſo much at Heart. 
Por, A Quatrel, hoe, already; what's the Matter} 
Gra. About a Hoop of Gold, a paltry Ring 
That ſhe did give me, whoſe Poeſie was 
For all the World like Cutler's Poetry 
Upon a Knife; Love me, and lende me not. 
Ner. What talk you of the Poeſie or the Value? 
You ſwore to me when I did give it you, 
That you would wear it *till the Hour of Death, | 
And that it ſhould lye with you in your Grave: / 
Tho' not for me, yet for your vehement Oaths, | 
You ſhould have been reſpective, ard have kept it. 
Gave it a Judge's Clerk! but well I know 
The Clerk will n&er wear Hair on's Face that had it, 
Gra. He will, and if he live to be a Man. 
Ner, If! if a Woman live to be a Man. 
Gra. Now by this Hand I gave it to a Youth, 
A kird of Boy, a little ſcrubbed Boy, 
No higher than thy ſelf, the Judge's Clerk, 
A praring Boy that begg'd it as a Fee: 
I could not for my Heart deny it him. 
Por. You were to blame, I muſt be plain with you, 
To part fo lightly with your Wife's firſt Gift, 
A thing ſtuck on with Oaths upon your Finger, 
And ſo riveted with Faith unto your Fleſh. 
I gave my Love a Ring, and made him ſwear 
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Never to part with it; and here he ſtands, 
I dars be {worn to him, he would nat leaye it, 
Nor pluck it from his Finger far the Wealth | 
That the World maſters. Naw in Faith, Gratiane, 
You give your Wife too unkind a Cauſe of Grief; 
And 'twere to mo I ſhould be mad at it, 
Baſſ. Why I were heſt to cut my left Hand off, 
And ſwear 1 loſt the Ring defending it. 
Gra. My Lord 3aſſavio gave his Ring away 
Unto the Judge that begg'd it, and indeed 
Deſerv'd it too; and then the Boy, his Clerk, 
That took ſome pains in Writing, be begg'd mine, 
And neither Man nor Maſter would take aught 
But the two Rings. 
Por. What Ring gave you my, my Lord? 
Nor that, I hope, which yau receiv'd af me. 
Baſſ. If I could add a Lie unto a Faul, 
I would deny it; but you ſee my Finger 
Hath not the Ring upan it, it is gone, 
Por. And even ſo void is your falſe Heart of Truth. 
By Heaven, I will ne'er come in your Bed 
Until I fee the Ring. 
Ner. Nor I in yours, till I again ſee mine. 
Baſſ. Sweet Portis, 
If you did know to whom I gave the Ring, 
If you did know for whom 1 gave the Ring, 
And would coneeive for what I gave the Ring, 
And how unwillingly J left the Ring, 
When nought would be accepted but the Ring, 
You would abate the Strength of your Diſpleaſure. 
Por, If you bad knawn the Virtue of the Ring- 
Or half her Worthineſs that gave the Ring, 
Or your own Honour to contain the Ring, 
You would not then have parted with the Ring. 
What Man is there ſo much unreaſanable, 
If you had pleas'd to have defended it 
With any Terms of Zeal, wanted the Modeſty 
To urge the thing held gs a Ceremony? 
Neriſſa teaches me what to believe; 
I'll die for'r, but ſome Woman had the Ring. 
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Baß. No, by mine Honour, Madam, by my Soul, 
No Woman had it, but à civil Doctor 
Which refuſe three thouſand Ducats of me, 
And begg'd the Ring; the which I did deny him, 
And ſuffer'd him to go diſpleas'd away; 
Even he that had held up the very Life 
Of my dear Friend. What ſhould I ſay, ſweet Lady? 
I was inforc'd to ſend it after him; 
I was beſet with Shame and Courteſie; 
My Honour would not let Ingratitude 
So much beſmear it. Pardon me, good Lady, 
And by thele bleſſed Candles of the Night, 
Had you been there, I think you would have begg'd 
The Ring of me, to give the worthy Doctor. 
Por, Let not that Doctor e er come near my Houſe, 
Since he hath got the Jewel that I lov'd, 
And that which you did {wear to keep for me: 
I will become 4s liberal as you, 
I'll not deny him any thing 1 have, 
No, not my Body, nor my Husband's Bed; 
Know him I ſhall, I am well ſure of it. 
Lye not a Night from Home; watch me like Argos: 
If you do not, if I be left alone, 
Now by mine Honour, which is yet mine own, 
III have the Doctor for my Bedfellow. 
Ner. And I his Clerk; therefore be well advis d 
How you do leave me to mine own Protection. 
Gra. Well, do you ſo; let me not take him then; 
For if I do, III mar the young Clerk's Pen. 
Ant, I am th* unhappy Subject of theſe Quarrels. 
Por, Sir, grieve not you, 
You are welcome notwithſtanding. 
Baſſ. Portia, forgive me this enforced Wrong, 
And in the hearing of theſe many Friends, 
I ſwear to thee, even by thine own fair Eyes, 
Wherein I ſee my ſelf—— 
Por. Mark you but that! 
In both mine Eyes he doubly ſees himſelf, 
In each Eye one; ſwear by your double (elf, 
And there's an Oath of Credit! 
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Baſſ. Nay, but hear me: 
Pardon this Fault, and by my Soul I ſwear, 
I never more will break an Oath with thee. 


Ant. I once did lend my Body for thy Wealth, | To Baſl, 
To Por, 


Which but for him that had your Husband's Ring 
Had quite miſcarry'd. I dare be bound again, 
My Soul upon the Forfeir, that your Lord 
Will never more break Faith adviſedly. 
Por. Then you ſhall be his Surety ; give him this, 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 
Ant. Here Lord Baſſanio, ſwear to keep this Ring, 
Baſſ. By Heav'n it is the ſame I gave the Doctor. 
Por. I had it of him: Pardon me, Baſſanio; 
For by this Ring the Doctor lay with me. 
Wer. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano, 
For that ſame ſcrubbed Boy, the Doctor's Clerk, 
In lieu of this, laſt Night did lye with me. | 
Gra. Why, this is like the mending of High-ways 
In Summer, where the Ways are fair enough: 
What, are we Cuckolds &er we have deſerv'd it? 
Por. Speak not ſo groſly; you are all amaz'd ; 
Here is a Letter, read it at your Leiſure 
It comes from Padua from Bellario: 
There you ſhall find that Portia was the Doctor, 
Neriſſa there her Cleik. Lorenzo here, 
Shall witneſs I ſet forth as ſoon as you, 
And but even now rerficn'd: I have not yet 
Entred my Houſe. Anthonio, you are welcome, 
And 1 have better News in ſtore for you 
Than you expect; unſeal this Letter ſoon, 
There you ſhall find three of your Argoſies 
Are richly come to Harbour ſuddenly. 
You ſhall not know by what ſtrange Accident 
I chanced on this Letter. 
Ant, | am dumb. 
Baſſ. Were you the D ctor, and I knew you not? 


Gra. Were you the Clerk that is to make me Cuckold? 


Ner. Ay, but the Clerk that never means to do it, 
Unleſs he live until he bc a Man. 

Baſſ. Sweet Doctor, you ſhall be my Bedfellow; 
When I am abſent, then lye with my Wife. 


. 
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Ant. Sweet Lady, you have given me Life and Living; 
For here I read for certain, that my Ships 
Are ſafely come to Rhodes. | 
Por, How now, Lorenz? 
My Clerk hath ſome good Comforts too for you. 
Ner. Ay, and I'll give them him withour a Fee. 
There do I give to you and Jeſſica, 
From the rich Few, a ſpecial Deed of Gift, 
After his Death, of all he dies poſſeſb'd of. 
Lor. Fair Ladies, you drop Manna in the way 
Of ſtarved People. 
Por, It is almoſt Morning, 
And yet I am ſure you are not ſatisfy'd 
Of theſe Events at full. Let us go in, 
And charge us there on Interrogatories, 
And we will anſwer all things faithfully. 
Gra. Let it be ſo: the firſt Interrogatory 
That my Neriſſa ſhall be ſworn on, is, | 
Whether 'till the next Night ſhe had rather ſtay, 
Or go to Bed, now being two Hours to Day. 
But were the Day come, I ſhould wiſh it dark, 
Till I were couching with the Doctor's Clerk. 
Well, while I live, III fear no other thing 


So ſore, as keeping ſafe Veriſſas Ring. [ Exennd 
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MN 


Charles, A Wreſtler, and Servant to the Uſurping 


3 Þ Shepherds. 
William, 2 Clown, in Love with Audrey, 


Roſalind, Daughter to the Duke. 


Dramatis Perſons. 


\UKE of 

Frederick, Brother to the Duke, and Uſur. 
per of his Dukedom. 

Amiens, L Loras attending upon the Duke in his 

Jaques, Baniſbment: 

Le Beu, A Courtier attending on Frederick. 


Oliver, Eldeſt Son to Sir Rowland de Boys, who 
had formerly been a Servant of the Duke. 4 


aques, 

5 Sando Þ Tounger Brothers to Oliyer. 

Adam, an old Servant of Sir Rowland de Boys, 
now following the Fortunes of Orlando, 


Dennis, Servant to Oliver. 


7 


55 
5 
9 


Due Frederick. 


Touchſtone, 4 Clown attending on Celia and Ro- 
ſalind. 


OY 


Sylvius 


Sir Oliver Mar-text, a Country Curate. 


Celia, Daughter to Frederick. 


Phoebe, 2 Shepherdeſs. 
Audrey, 4 Country Wench, 


Lords belonging to the two Dukes, with Page. 
Foreflers, and other Attendants. 


The SCENE hes firſt near Oliver's Houſt 
and afterwards partly in the Duke's Cour! 
and partly in the Foreſt of Arden. 
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As you Like it. 

ho | 1 0 
ACTI SCEMNEY 

th SCENE an Orchard. 

in Enter Orlando and Adam. 


ORL AND O. 
Ro- 


! remember, Adam, it was upon this Faſhi- 
on bequesth'd me by Will, but a poor Thou- 
N Yor ſand Crowns, and as thou ſay'ſt, charged 
=. — my Brother on his Bleſſing to breed me well; 

aud there begins my Sadneſs: My Brother 
Jaques he keeps at School, and Report ſpeaks 
goldenly of his Profit; for my part he keeps me ruſtically 
at home, or to ſpeak more properly, ſtays me here at home 
unkept; for call you that Keeping for a Gentleman of my 
Birth, that differs not from the Stalling of an Ox? His 
Horſes are bred better, for be ſides that they are fair with 
their Feeding, they are taught their Manage, and to that end 
Riders dearly hired: But I, his Brother, gain nothing un- 
der him but growth, for the which his Animals on his Dung- 
pages hills are as much bound to him as I. Beſides this Nothing 

that he ſo plentifully gives me, the Something that Nature 

gave me, his Countenance ſeems to take from me. He let's 
| ouſt me feed with his Hinds, bars me the place of a Brother, and 

8 much as in him lyes, mines my Gentility with my Edu» 
ation, This is it, Adam, that grieves me, and the Spirit 
of my Father, which I think is within, me, begins to mutiny 
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apaioſt this ſervitude. I will no longer endure it, tho' ye C 

1 no wiſe Remedy how to avoid it. 4 ther 
| Enter Oliver. 

Adam. Yonder comes my Maſter, your Brother. 

Orla. Go apartz Adam, and thou ſhalt hear how he will ther 
ſhake me up. The 

Oli. Now, Sir, what make you here? 

Orla. Nothing: I am not taught to make any thing, 

Oli. What mar you then, Sir? | 

Orla. Marry, Sir, I am helping you to mar that which 
God made, a poor unworthy Brother of yours, with Idle. 
neſs. | 

_ Marry, Sir, be better employ'd, and be naught x 
while, 

Orla. Shall I keep your Hogs, and eat Husks with them! 
What Prodigal Portion have I ſpent, that I ſhould come to 
ſuch Penury? 

Oli, Know you where you are, Sir ? 

Orla. O, Sir, very well; here in your Orchard. 

Oli. Know you before whom, Sir? 

Orla. Ay, better than him I am before knows me. [| 
know you are my eldeſt Brother, and in the gentle Condi- 
tion of Blood you ſhould ſo know me: The Cou rteſie of D, 


Nations allows you my better, in that you are the Firſt Born; Ol 

but the ſame Tradition takes not away my Blood, were there © with 

twenty Brothers betwixt us; I have as much of my Father De 

in me, as you; albeit, I confeſs your coming before me is i funes 

nearer to his Reverence, Oli 
Oli. What Boy! the V 
Orla. Come, come, elder Brother, you are too young 

in this. | Chi 
Oli. Wilt thou lay Hands on me, Villain? Ol; 


Orla, I am no Villain: I am the Youngeſt Son of Sir the 5. 
Rowland de Boys; he was my Father, and he is thrice 1 
Villain that ſays ſuch a Father begot Villains. Wert thou na News 
my Brother, I would not take this Hand from thy Thros, Broth 
till this other had pull'd out thy Tongue for ſaying ſo; thou put t 


haſt rail'd on thy ſelf. Lands 
Adam. Sweet Maſter, be patient, for your Father's Re them 
membrance, be at Accord. Oli. 

Oli. Let me go, I ſay. baniſh 


Orik 
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Orla. I will not till Lpleaſe: You ſhall hear me, My F4- 


ther charg'd you in his Will to give me good Education : 
You have train'd me up like a Peaſant, obſcuring and hiding 


from me all Gentleman-like Qualities ; the Spirit of my Fa- 


ther grows ſtrong in me, and I will no longer endure it: 
Therefore allow me ſuch Exerciſes as may become a Gentle- 
man, or give me the poor Allottery my Father left me by 


Teſtament, with that I will go buy my Fortunes. 


Oli. Ard what wilt thou do? beg when that is ſpent? 
Well, Sir, get you in. I will not long be troubled with 
you: You ſhall have ſome part of your Will, I pray you 


leave me. 


Orla, I will no further offend you, than becomes me for 


my good 


oll. Ger you with him, you old Dog. 


Adam. Is old Dog my Reward? Moſt true, I haveloſt 
my Teeth in your Service: God be with my old Maſter, he 
would not have ſpoke ſuch a word. [Exit Orl. and Adam. 

Oli. Is it even (0? Begin you to grow upon me? I will 
Phy ſick your Rankneſs, and yer give no thouſand Crowns 


neither, Holla, Dennis ! 


Enter Dennis. 


Dex, Calls your Worſhip ? 


Oli Was not Charles, the Duke's Wreſtler, here to ſpeak 


with me? 


Den. So pleaſe you, he is here at the door, and impor- 


tunes acceſs to you. 


Oli. Call him in; 'twill be a good way; and to morrow 


the Wreſtling is. 
Enter Charles. 
Char, Good Morrow to your Worſhip. 


Oli. Good Monſieur Charles, what's the new News at 


the new Court? 


Char, There's no News at the Court, Sir, but the old 


News; that is, the old Duke is baniſh'd by his younger 


Brother the rev Duke, and three or four loving Lords have 
put themſelves into a voluntary Exile with him, whoſe 
Lands and Revenues enrich the new Duke, therefore he gives 


them good leave ro wander, 


Oli. Can you tell if Roſalind, the Duke's Daughter, be 


baniſh'd with her Father? 
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Cha. O no; for the Duke's Daughter her Couſin fo loves 
her, being ever from their Cradles bred together, that ſhe 
would have followed their Exile, or have died to ſtay be. 
hind her; ſhe is at the Court, and no leſs beloved of her 


Urkle, than his own Daughter, and never two Ladies loved 


as they do. 

Oli. Where will the old Duke live? 

Cha. They ſay he is already in the Foreſt of Arden, and 
a many merry Men with him; and there they live like the 
old Kobin Hood of England; they ſay many young Gentle- 
men flock to him every day, and fleet the time careleſly a 
they did in the golden World. 

Oli. What, you wreſtle tomorrow before the new Duke? 

Cha. Marry do I, Sir, and I come to 2cquaint you with 
a matter: I am given, Sir, ſecretly to underſtand, that your 
younger Brother Orlando hath a dilpoſition to come in 
diſguis'd againſt me t try a Fall; to morrow, Sir, I wreſtle 
ſor my Credit, and he that eſcapes me without ſome broken 
Limb, ſhall acquit him well ; your Brother is but young 
and render, and for your love 1 would be loath to foil him, 
as I muſt for mine own Honour if he come in; therefore 
out of my love to you, Icame hither to acquaint you with. 
al, that either you might ſtay him from his intendment, or 
brook ſuch Diſgrace well as he ſhall run into, in that it is a 
thing of his own ſcarch, and altogether againſt my will. 

Oli. Charles, I thank thee for thy Love to me, which 
thou ſhalt find I will moſt kindly requite: I had my {elf 
notice of my Brother's purpoſe hereir, and hive by under- 


hand means laboured to diſſuade him from it; but he is 


reſolute, I tell thee, Charles, he is the ſtubborneſt young 


Fellow of France, full of Ambition, an envious Emulator of. 
every Man's good Parts, a fecrct and villanous Contriver 


againſt me his natural Brother; and therefore uſe thy Dif 
cretion, I had as lief thou didſt break his Neck as his Finger, 
And thou wert beſt look to't; for if thou doſt him any 
flight Diſgrace, or if he do not mightily grace himſelf on 
th:e, he will practice againſt thee by Poiſon, to entrap 
thee by ſome treacherous Device, and never leave thee till 
he hath ta'en thy Life by ſome indirect means or other: For 
1 afure ther, and almoſt with Tears I ſpeak it, there is not 
one lo young and ſo villanous this day living. I ſpcak but 
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ts brotherly of him; but ſhould I Anatomize him to thee, as 
ie he is, I muſt bluſh and weep, and thou muſt look pale 


: and won der. 5 
er Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to you : If he come 
d to morrow, I'll give him his Payment; if ever he go alone 

gain, III never wreſtle for Prize more; and ſo God keep 

your Worſhip. [ Exit. 
id Oli. Farewel, good Charles, Now will I ſtir this Game- 
he ſter: I hope I ſhall ſee an «nd of him, for my Soul, yet I 
e- know not why, hates nothing more than he; yet he's gentle, 
3s WW never ſchool'd, and yet learned, full of roble Device, of 


all ſorts enchantingly beloved, and indeed ſo much the Heart 
e? of the World, ard eſpecially of my own People, who beſt 
th WW know him, that Lam altogether miſpriſed; but it ſhall not 
ur be ſo long, this Wreſtler ſhall clear all: Nothing remains, 
in but that I kindle the Boy thither, which now I']l go about. 


tle | E xit, 
en 

ng SCENE II. The Duke's Palace. 

m | 

wh Enter Roſalind and Celia, 

the Cel, I pray ther, Roſalind, ſweet my Coz, be merry. 

or Roſ. Dear Celia, I ſhow more Mirth than I am Miltrcfs 


's2 of, ald would you yet were merrier ; unleſs you could teach 
me to forget a ban:th'd Father, you muſt not learn me how 

ich WW to remember my extraordinary Pleaſure. 
ſelf Cel, Herein I ſee thou lo *{t me not with the full weight 
ler- that I love thee; if my Unkle, thy baniſhed Father, had 
is baniſhed thy Unkle, the Duke my Father, ſo thou hadſt 
ung deen ſtill with me, I could have taught my Love to take 
rof, W thy Father for mine; ſo would'ſt thou, if the truth of 
| — love to me were lo rightcouſly temper'd, as mine is to 
thee, | 

Roſ. Well, I will forget the Condition of my Eſtate, to 
rejoyce in yours. a 
Cel. Vou know my Father hath no Child but I, nor none 
Is like to have, and truly when he dics, thou ſhalt be his 
Heir; for what he bath taken away from thy Father per- 
force, I will render thee again in Affection; by mine Ho- 
nour | will, and when I break that Oath, let me turn Mon- 
ſter: Therefore, my ſweet Reſe, my dear Reſe, be merry. 


Roſe 
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Roſ. From hencefore I will, Coz, and deviſe Sports: Lu 
me ſce, what think you of falling in Love! 

Cel. Marry, I prethee do, to make ſport withal ; but 
love no Man in good earneſt, nor no further in Sport neither, 
than with ſafety of a pure bluſh thou may'ſt in Honour come 
off again. 

Roſ. What ſhall be the Sport then? 

Cel. Let us fit and mock the good Houſewife Fortune 
from her Wheel, that her Gifts may henceforth be beſtowed 
equally. | 

e 20. 1 would we could do ſo; for her Benefits are migh- 
tily miſplaced, and the bountiful blind Woman doth moſt 
miſtake in her gifts to Women, 

Cel. Tis true, for thoſeithat ſhe makes honeſt, ſhe makes 
very ill-favouredly, 

Roſ. Nay, now thou goeſt from Fortune's Office to Na 
tures : Fortune reigns in Gifts of the World, not in the 
Lineaments of Nature. 

Enter Clown. 

Cel. No; when Nature hath made a fair Creature, may 
ſhe not by Fortune fall into the Fire? Tho' Nature hath gi 
ven us Wit to flour at Fortune, hath not Fortune ſent in this 
Fool to cut off this Argument? | 

Roſ. Indeed, Fortune is there too hard for Nature, when 
— makes Nature's Natural, the cutter off of Nature's 

It. | 

Cel. Peradventure this is not Fortune's Work neither, but 
Nature's, who perceiving our natural Wits too dull to reaſon 
of ſuch Goddeſſes, hath ſent this Natural for our Whet- 
ſtone : For always the Dulneſs of the Fool, is the Whetſtone 
of the Wits, How dow, whither wander you? 

Clo, Miſtreſs, you muſt come away to your Father. 

Cel. Were you made the Meſſenger ? (you, 

Clo, No by mine Houour, but I was bid to come for 

Roſ. Where learned you that Oath, Fool? 

Clo, Of a certain Knight, that ſwore by his Honow 
th:y were good Pancakes, and ſwore by his Honour th 


Muſtard was navght: Now I'll ſtand to it, the Pancake 


were naught, and the Muſtard was good, and yet was not 
the Knight forſworn. 4 
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Cel. How prove you that in the great Heapof your Know- 
ledge ? 

Fo. Ay marry, now unmuzzle your Wiſdom, 

Clo. Stand you both forth now ; ſtroke your Chins, and 
ſwear by your Beards that I am a Knave. 

Cel, By our Beards, if we had them, thou art. 

Clo. By my Knavery, if I had it, then I were; but if you 
ſwear by that that is not, you are not forſworn ; no more 
was this Knight ſwearing by his Honour, for he never had 
any; or if he had, he had ſworn it away, before ever he ſaw 
thoſe Pancakes, or that Muſtard. 

Cel. Prethee, who is that thou mean'ſt? 

Clo, One that old Fredrick your Father loves, 

Roſ: My Father's Love is enough to honour him enough; 
ſpeak no more of him, you'll be whipt for Taxation one 
of theſe Days. 

Clo, The more pity that Fools may not ſpeak wiſely, what 
wiſe Men do fooliſhly, | 

Cel. By my Troth thou ſay'ſt true; for fince the little 
Wit that Fools have was fi:enc'd, the little Foolery that 
wiſe Men have makes a great Shew: Here comes Monſieur 
Le Ben. 

Exter Le Beu. 

Roſ. With his Mouth full of News. 

OP Which he will put on us, as Pigeons feed their 

Oung. 

Roſ. Then ſhall we be News- cram'd. 4 

Cel. All the better, we ſhall be the more marketable, 1 
Bon. jour Monſieur ſie Ben, what News? | 

Le Zen. Fair Princeſs, | v4 
You have loſt much Sport, tl 

Cel. Sport; of what Colour? 1 

Le Beu, What Colour, Madam ? How ſhall I anſwer 
you? 

Roſ. As Wit and Fortune will. 

Clo. Or as the Deſtinies decrees. 

Cel, Well ſaid, that was laid on with a Trowel. 

Clo, Nay, if I keep not my Rank 

Roſ. Thou loſeſt thy old Smell, 

Le Beu. You amaſe me, Ladies: I would have told you 
of good Wreſtling, which you have loſt the Sight of, 
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Roſa. Vet tell us the manner of the Wreſtling. 

Le Ben. I will tell you the Beginning, and if it pleaſe 
your Ladyſhips, you may ſee the End, for the beſt is yet to 
do, and here where you are, they are coming to perform 
it. 

Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried. 

Le Ben, There comes an old Man and his three Sons. 

Cel. I would match this beginning with an old Tale. 

Le Beu. Three proper young Men of excellent Growth 
and Preſence, 

Roſ. With Bills on their Necks: Be it known unto a 
Men by theſe Preſents. 

Le Ben, The eldeſt of the three wreſtled with Charles 
the Duke's Wreſtler, which Charles in a Moment threw 
him, and broke three of his Ribs, that there is little Hope 
of Life in him: So he ſerv'd the ſecond, and fo the third: 
Vonder they lye, the poor old Man their Father, making 
ſuch pitiful Dole over them, that all the Beholders take his 
Part with weeping. 

Roſ. Alas. . 

1 But what is the Sport, Monſieur, that the Ladies have 
oſt? 

Le Beu. Why this is that I ſpeak of, 

Clo. Thus Men grow wiſer every Day. It is the firſt 
time that ever I heard of breaking of Ribs was Sport for 
Ladies. X 6. 

Cel. Or I, I promiſe thee, 

Roſ. But is there any elſe longs to ſee this broken Mu- 
ſick in his Sides? Is there yet another doats upon Rib-break- 
ing ? Shall we ſee this wreſtling, Couſin ? 

Le Ben You muſt if you ſtay here, for here is the Place 
appointed for wreſtling, and they are ready to perform 
It. 

Cel. Vondes ſure they are com ing: Let us now ſtay and 
ſee it. | 


- Flouriſh, Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, Orlando, Charles, 


and Attendants. 


Due. Come on, ſince the Youth will not be entreated, 
His own Peril on his forwardneſs. 


Roſe. Is yonder the Man? 


Le 
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Le Beu. Even he, Madam. 

Cel, Alas, he is too young ; yet he looks ſucceſsfully, 

Duke. How now, Daughter and Couin 
Are you ctept hither to ſee the Wreſtling ? 

Roſ. Ay, my Liege, fo pleaſe you give us leave. 

Dake. You will take little Delight in it, I can tell you, 
there is ſuchodds in the Man: In Piry of the Challenger's 
Youth, I would feign diſſuade him, but he will not be en- 
treated. Speak to him, Ladies, ſee if you can move him. 

Cel. Call him hither, good Monſieur Le Ben. 

Dake. Do ſo; I'll not be by. 

Le Ben. Monſieur the Challenger, the Princeſs calls for 

ou. 

Orla. I attend her with all Reſpe& and Duty. 

Roſ. Young Man, have you challeng'd Charles - reſt. 
ler? 

Orla. No, fair Princeſs; he is the General Geil , I 
come but as others dy, to try with him the Strengtu £ my 
Youth, 

Cel. Young Gentleman, your Spirits are toob-/c fv ur 
Years: You have ſeen cruel Proof of this Man' Sti h If 
you ſaw your ſelf with your own Eyes, or kae your t © +n 
your Judgment, the fear of your Adventure woulc © 44s 
ſel you to a more equal Enterpriſe, We pray you e ut 
own Sake to embrace your own Safety, and give ove! uuns 
Attempt. 

Roſ. Do, young Sir, your Rep tation ſhall not therefore 
be miſpriſed ; we will make it our Suit to the Duke, that 
the Wreſtling might not go forward. 

Orla. I beſeech you puniſh me not with your hard 
Thoughts, wherein I confeſs me much guilty to deny ſo 
fair and excellent Ladics any thing. But let your fair Eyes 
and gentle Wiſhes,go with me to my Trial, wherein if ! 
be foil'd, there is but one ſham'd that was never Gracious; 
if kill'd, but one dead that is willing to be ſo: I ſhall do 
my Friends no wrong, for I have none to lament me; the 
the World no Injury, for in it I have nothing; only in the 
World I fill up a Place, which may be better ſupply'd when 
| have made it empty. 


Roſ. The little Strength I have, I would it were with 
you, 


Cel, And mine to eck out hers. 
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Koſ. Fare you well; pray Heav'n I be deceiv'd in you. 
Cel. Your Heart's Deſires be with you. 

Char. Come, where is this young Gallant, that is ſo de. 


firous to lye with his Mother Earth? C 
Orla. Ready Sir, but his Will hath in it a more modeſt ¶ Let 
working, My 
Dale. You ſhall try but one Fall. Stick 
Char. No, I warrant your Grace you ſhall not entret < ye 
ut 


him to a ſecond, that have ſo mightily perſuaded him from 
a farſt, You: 
Orla, You mean to mock me after; you ſhould not have 
mockt before; but come your ways. 
Roſ. Now Hercules be thy ſpeed, young Man, 
Cl, I would I were inviſible, to catch the ſtrong Fel. Shall 
low by the Leg. | [ They Wreſtle, Cel, 
Roſ. O excellent young Man. 
Cl. If I had a Thunderbolt in mine Eye, I can tell 
who ſhould down. [ Shout, 
Dake. No more, no more. [Charles is thrown, 
Orla. Yes, I beſeech your Grace, I am not yet well 
breathed. 
Duke, How do'ſt thou, Charles? 
Le Beu. He cannot ſpeak, my Lord, 
Duke. Bear him away. 
What is thy Name, young Man? 
Orla. Orlando, my Liege, the youngeſt Son of Sir Rows 
land de Boys, 
Dot. | would thou hadſt been Son to ſome Man elſe; 
The World eſteem'd thy Father honourable, 
But I did fird him ſtill mine Ecemy : 
Thou ſhould'ſt have better pleas'd me with this Deed, 
Hadſt thou deſcended from another Houſe, 
But fare thee well, thou art a gallant Youth, 
J would thou hadſt told mg of another Father. 
[ Exit Dutg. 
Cæl. Were I my Father, Coz, would I do this? 
Orla. I am more proud to be Sir Rowland's Son, 
His youngeſt Son, and would not change that Calling 
To be adopt:d Heir to Frederick. 
Koſ My Father lov'd Sir Rowland as his Sou', 
And all the World was of my Father's Mind: 
Had I before known this young Man his Son, 
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1 ſhould have given him Tears unto Entreaties, 
F'er he ſhould thus have ventur'd, 
Cel. Gentle Coulin, 
Let us go thank) him, and encourage him; 
i My Father's rough and envious Diſpoſition 
Sticks me at Heart. Sir, you have well deſerv'd, 
If you do keep your Promiſes in Love, 
But juſtly as you have exceeded all in Promiſe, 
n Your Miſtreſs ſhall be happy. 
Roſ. Gentleman, + 
Wear this for me; one out of Suits with Fortune, 
That could give more, but that her Hand lacks Means, 
el. Shall we 80, Coz ? ; 
l. Cel. Ay; fare you well, fair Gentleman. | 
; Orla. Can I not ſay, I thank you ? My better Parts 
e all thrown down, and that which here ſtands up 
r Is but a Quintine, a more liveleſs Block. 
Foſ. He calls us back: my Pride fell with my Fortunes. 
u BL ask him what he would, Did you call Sir? 
| Sir, you have wreſtled well, and overthrown 
More than your Enemies, 
Cel. Will you go, Coz? 
Roſ. Have with you: fare you well, [Ex. Roſ. and Cel. 
Orla. What Paſſion hangs theſe Weights upon my Tongue? 
I cannot fpeak to her; yet ſhe urg'd Conference, | 
Enter Le Beu, 
O poor Orlando] thou art overthrown 
Or Charles, or ſomething weaker maſters thee. 
Le Ben. Good Sir, I do in Fri:ndſhip counſel you 
To leave this Place: Albeit you have deſerv'd | 
High Commendation, true Applauſe, and Love; 
Yet ſuch is now the Duke's Condition, 
That he miſconſters all that you have done. 
The Duke is humorous; what he is indeed 
More ſuits you to conceive, than me to ſpeak of. 
Orla, I thank you Sir, and pray you tell me this, 
Which of theſe two was Daughter to the Duke, 
That here was at the Wreſtling ? 
Le Beu. Neither his Daughter, if we judge by Manners, 
But yer indeed the taller is his Daughter ; 
The other is Daughter to the baniſh'd Duke, 


And 


* 
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And here detain'd by her uſurping Uncle Ref 
To keep his Daughter Company, whoſe Loves ſell. 
Are dearer than the natural Bond of Siſters: Cl, 
But I can tell you, that of late this Duke do Cj 
Hath ta'en Diſpleaſure *gainſt his gentle Neice, 1 us tal 
Grounded upon no other Argument. ſhould 
But that the People praiſe her for her Virtues, young 
And pity her for her old Father's ſake; Ref, 
And on my Life his Malice gainſt the Lady Cel, 
Will ſuddenly break forth. Sir, fare you well, dearly 
Hereafter in a better World than this, Father 
I ſhall deſire more Love and Knowledge of you. [| Ex, Ref. 
Orla. I reſt much bounden to you: Fare you well! Cel, 
Thus may I from the Smoke into the Smother; 
From Tyrant Duke, unto a Tyrant Brother: | Rof. 
But heav'nly Roſalind! Exit. ¶ Becauſ. 
| Cel. 
Enter Celia and Roſalind. I 


Cel. Why Couſin, why Roſalind ; Cypid have Mercy; not Duke 
a word ! Within 

Roſ. Not one to throw at a Dog. * 
Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be caſt away upon 1 
Curs, throw ſome of them at me; come, lame me with Res- Ref, 
ſons, 

Roſ. Then there were two Couſins laid up, when the one A* 
ſhould be lam'd with Reaſons, and the other mad without 
aD. 

2 But is all this for your Father? 

Roſ. No, ſome ot it is for my Child's Father. Oh how 
full of Briers is this working-Day-world. 

Cel. They are but Burs, Couſin, thrown upon thee 1n 
Holiday Foolery; if we walk not in the troden Paths, our 
very Petticoats will catch them. 

Roſ. I could ſhake them off my Coat; theſe Burs are in 
my Heart, 

Cel. Hem them away. | 
Roſ. I would try, if I could cry Hem, and have him. 
Cel. Come, come, wreſtle with thy Affections. 2 
, VID 
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Roſ. O they take the Part of a better Wreſtler than my 
ſelf. 

Cel. O, a good Wiſh upon you; you will try in time in 
d-"ight of a Fall; but turning theſe J eſts out of Service, let 
us talk in good earneſt: Is it poſſible on ſuch a ſudden you 
ſhould fall into fo ſtrange a liking with old Sir Rowland's 
youngelt Son? SES 

Ref. The Duke my Father lov'd his Father dearly. 

Cel. Doth it therefore enſue that you ſhould love his Son 
dearly ? By this kind of Chaſe I ſhould hare him, for my 
Father hated his Father dearly; yet I hate not Orlando. 
it. Roſ. No Faith, hate him not for my Sake. 

Cel, Why ſhould I not? Doth rot he deſerve well? 
Enter Duke with Lordi. 
Roſ. Let me love him for that, and do you love kim, 
rit. MW Becauſe I do, Look, here comes th Duke, 
Cel. With his Eyes full of Anger. 
Duke. Miſtreſs, diſpatch you with your ſafeſt haſte, 
And get you from our Court, 
Roſ. Me, Uncle! 
not Duke. You, Couſin, 
Within theſe ten Days if that thou bee'ſt found 
do near our publick Court as twenty Miles, 
Thou dieft for it, - IM 

Ref. I do beſzech your Grace | 

Let me the Knowledge of my Fault bear with me: 


1p0n 
Rea- 


2 ONE 


hout Hor have Acquaintance with my own Deſires, 


If that I do not dream, or be not frantick, 
do truſt I am not, then dear Uncle, 
how {Mtever ſo much as in a Thought unborn 
id l offend your Hig hneſs. 
ee 1 Dake, Thus do all Traitors, 
out Wt their Purgation did conſiſt in Words, 
hey are as innocent as Grace it ſelf : 
et it ſuffice thee that I truſt thee not. 
Reſ. Yet your Miſtruſt can not make me a Traitor; 
al me wherenn the likelihood depends. 
Duke, Thou art thy Father's Daughter, there's enough. 
Roſ. So was T when your Highneſs took his Dukedom, 


0 was I when your Highneſs baniſh'd him ; 
Vo I. II. I. 


re in 


Treaſon 


If with my ſelf I hold Intelligence, | 
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Treaſon is not inherited, my Lard, 
Or if we did derive it from our- Friends, 
What's that to me, my Father was no Traitor: 
Then good my Liege, miſtake me not ſo much, 
To think my Poverty is treacherous. 
Cel. Dear Soveraign hear me | ge 
Duke. Ay Celia, we ſtaid her for your ſake, 
Elſe had ſhe with her Father rang'd along. 
Cel. I did not then entreat to have her ſtay; 
I was too young that time to value her,- 
But now I know her; if ſhe be a Traitor, 
Why to am I; we ſtill have ſlept together, 
Roſe at an Inſtant, learn'd, plaid, eat together, 
And whereſo'er we went, like Juno 's Swans, 
Still we went coupled and inſeparable. 
Dake. She is too ſubtile for thee, and her Smoothnels, 
Her very Silence, and her Patience, 
Speak to the People, and they pity her : 
Thou art a Fool, ſhe robs the of thy Name, 
And thou wilt ſhow more bright, and ſeem more virtuous 
Whea the is gone; then open not thy Lips, 
Firm and irrevocable is my Doom, 
Which I have paſt upon her; ſhe is baniſh'd. 
Cel, Pronounce that Sentence then on me, my Liege, 


I cannot live out of her Company. c 
Dae. You are a Fool; you Neice provide your ſelf, Ref. 
If you out-ſtay the time, upon mine Honour, And the 
And in the Greatneſs of my Word, you die. But wh 
| [ Exit Duke, , Cy, 5 
Cel. O my poor Roſalind, whither wilt thou go? No long 
Wilt thou change Fathers! I will give thee mine: Rofe. | 
I charge thee be not thou more griev'd than I am. The clo1 
-- Roſe I have more Cauſe, Would 
Cel. Thou haſt not, Couſin, Gl. E 
Prithee be cheerful; know'ſt thou not the Duk Leave mi 
Has baniſh'd me his Daughter? | nd get 
Roſ. That he hath not. Deviſe ef 


Col. No, hath not? Re/alind lacks then the Love 
Whick teacheth thee that thou and I am one: 
Shall we be ſundred? Shall we part, ſweet Girl? 
No, let wy Father ſeek another Heir. 
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Therefore deviſe with me how we may fly, 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us, 
And do not ſeek to take your Charge upon you, 
To bear your Griefs your ſelf, and leave me out: 
For by this Heav'n, now at our Sorrows pale, 
Say what thou can'ſt, I'll go along with thee. 
Roſ, Why, whither ſhall we go? 
Cel. To ſeek my Uncle in the Foreſt of Arden. 
Roſ. Alas, what Danger will it be to us, 
Maids as we are, to travel forth ſo far! 
Beauty provoketh Thieves ſooner than Gold. 
Cel, I'll put my felf in poor and mean Attire, 
And with a kind of Umber ſmutch my Face, 
The like do you, ſo ſhall we paſs along, 
And never ſtir Aſſailants. 
55 Roſ. Were it not better, 
Becauſe that I am more than common tall, 
That I did fuit me all Points like a Man; 
A gallant Curtelax upon my Thigh, 
u0us WH A Bore-ſpear in my Hand, and in my Heart 
Lie there what hidden Woman's Fear there will; 
We'll have a ſwaſhing and a martial Outſide, 
As many other manniſh Cowards have, 
That do outface it with their Semblances. 
Cel, What ſhall I call thee when thou art a Man? 


And therefore look you call me Ganimed; 
But what will you be call'd? 

Cel, Something that hath a Reference to my State: 
No longer Celia, but Aliega. 

Roſ. But Coufir, what if we affaid to ſteal 
The clowniſh Fool out of your Father's Comt: 
Would he not be a Comfort to our Travel? 

Gl. He'll go along o'er the wide World with me, 
Leave me alone to woo him; let's away, 
And get our Jewels and our Wealth together; 
Deviſe the fitteſt time, and ſafeſt way 
o hide ns from Purſuit that will be made 
frer my Flight: Now go we in Content 


E 


efor ſ 


Roſ. I'll have no worſe a Name than Fove's own Page, 


o Liberty, and not to Baniſhment. Excunt. 
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CIT TCENE IL 
SCENE à Foreſt. 


Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, and two or three Lords 
ile Foreſters. 


Dube — my Co-mates, and Brothers in Exile 
Hath not old Cuſtom made this Life mor; 

ſweet 

Than that of painted Pomp? Are not theſe Wood 

More free from Peril than the envious Court ? 

Here feel we not the Penalty of Adam, 

1 he Seaſon's Difference, as the Icie phang 

And churliſh chiding of the Winter's Wind; 

Which when it bites and blows upon my Body, 

Even *till I ſhrink with Cold, I ſmile, and ſay, 

This is ro Flattery: Theſe are Counſellors 

That feelingly perſuade me what I am, 

Sweet are the Uſes of Adverſity, 

Which like the Toad, ugly and venemous, 

Wears yet a precious Jewel in his Head: 

And this our Life exempt from publick Haunt, 

Finds Tongues in Trees, Books in the running Brooks, 

Sermons in Stones, and Good in every thing. 

Amien, I would not change it; happy is your Grace 

That can tranſlate the Stubbornneſs of Fortune 

Into ſo quiet and ſo ſweet a Style. 

Dube Sen. Come, ſhall we go and kill us Veniſon? 

And yet it irks me, the poor dapled Fools, 

Being native Burghers of this deſart City, 

Should in their own Confines with forked Heads, 


Have their round Haunches goar'd. In their 

I Lord. Indeed, my Lord, Duke 
The melancholy Jaques grieves at that, 2 Lor 
And in that kind ſwears you do more uſurp, Upon tl 
Than doth your Brother that hath baniſh'd you: Duke 
To Day my Lord of Amiens, and my ſelf, love tc 
Did ſteal behind him as he lay along For then 
2 Lora 


Under an Oak, whole antick Root peeps out 6 
pn 


Upon 
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Upon the Brook that brawls along this Wood, 
To the which Place a poor ſcqueſtred Stag 
That from the Hunters Aim had ta'en a Hurt, 
Did come to languilh ; and indeed my Lord, 
Th: wretched Animal heav'd forth ſuch Groans, 
That their Diſcharge did ſtretch his leathern Coat 
Almoſt to burſting, and the big round Tears 
Cours'd one another down his innocent Noſe 
In piteous Chaſe; and thus the hairy Fool, 
Mich marked of the melancholy Jaques, 
Stood on th' extreameſt Verge of the ſwift Brook, 
Augmenting it with Tears. 
Duke Sen. But what faid Jaques? 
Did he not moralize this Spectacle? 
Lord. O yes, into a thouſand Similies, 
Firſt, for his Weeping into the needleſs Stream; 
Poor Deer, quoth he, thou mak'ſt a Teſtament 
As Worldlings do, giving thy Sum of more 
To that which had too much. Then being alone, 
Left and abandon'd of his velvet Friends ; 
Tis right, quoth he, thus Miſery doth part 
The Flux of Company: Anon a careleſs Herd 
Full of the Paſture, jumps along by him, 
And never ſtays to greet him: Ay, quoth Jaques, 
Sweep on, you fat and greazy Citizens, : 
'Tis juſt the Faſhion 3 wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken Bankrupt there 2 
Thus moſt invectively he pierceth through 
The Body of the Country, City, Court, 
Yea, and through this our Life, ſwearing that we 
Are meer Uſurpers, Tyrants; and what's worſe, 
To fright the Animals, and to kill them up 
In their aſſign'd and native dwelling Place. 
Duke Sen. And did you leave him in this Contemplation? 
2 Lord, We did, my Lord, weeping and commenting 
Upon the ſobbing Deer. 
Dake Sen. Show me the Place, 
I love to cope him in theſe ſullen Fits, 
For then he's full of Matter. 


2 Lord, Il bring you to him ſtraight, [ Exennt. 
L 3 SCENE 
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SCENE lI. The Palace. 


Enter Duke with Lords. 
Dube. Can it be poſſible that no Man ſaw them? 
It cannot be; ſome Villains of my Court 


Are of Conſent and Sufferance in this. Comi 
1 Lord. I cannot hear of any that did ſee her. The! 
The Ladies, her Attendants of her Chamber, Your 
Saw her abed, and in the Morning' early Yet : 
They found the Bed untreaſur'd of their Miſtreſs. Of hi 
2 Lord, My Lord, the royniſh Clown, at whom fo oft Hath 
Your Grace was wont to laugh, is alſo miſſing: | To bi 
Hiſperia, the Princeſs Gentlewoman, And | 
Confeſſes that ſhe ſecretly o'er-heard He w 
Your Daughter and her Couſin much commend Love 
The Parts and Graces of the Wreſtler Hed 
That did bur lately foil the ſinowy Charles, ho 
And ſhe believes where-ever they are gone, Ort 
That Youth is ſurely in their Company. Ad 
Duke. Send to his Brother, fetch that Gallant hither, Ont 
If he be abſent, bring his Brother to me, Or w. 
I'll make him find him; do this ſuddeoly, : thi 
And let not Search and Inquiſition quail bs 
To bring again theſe fooliſh Runaways. [ Exeunt. . er t 
888 _ 

1 | . 5 Q 2 « 

SCENE III. Oliver's Houſe. : 44 

Euter Orlando and Adam. _ 8 

Orla. Who's there? When 


Adam. What my young Maſter, oh my gentle Maſter, And u 
Oh my ſweet Maſter, O you Memory y 
Of old Sir Rowland? Why, what make you here? 
Why are you virtuous? Why do People love you ? 
ind wherefore are you gentle, ſtrong, and valiant ? 
Why would you be ſo fond ta overcome 
The bonny Priſer of the humorous Duke? 

Your Praiſe is come too ſwiſtiy Home before you. 
Know you not, Maſter, to ſome kind of Men 
Their Graces ſcrve them but as Enemies; 


Mt 


ſy 


mt. 


oſs 
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No more do 2 your Virtues, gentle Maſter 
Are ſanctified and holy Traitors to you. 
Oh what a World is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it! 
Orla, Why, what's the matter ? 
Adam. O unhappy Youth, 
Come not within theſe Doors; within this Roof 
The Enemy of all your Graces lives: 
Your Brother——no; no Brother, yet the Son, 
Yet not the Son, I will not call him Son, 
Of him I was about to call his Father, 
Hath heard your Praiſes, and this Night he means 
To burn the Lodging where you uſe to lye, 
And you within it; if he fail of that 
He will have other Means to cut you off; 
I overheard him, and his Practices ; 
This is no Place, this Houſe is but a Butchery ; 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 
Orla. Why, whither Adam wouldſt thou have me go ? 
Alam. No matter whither, ſo you come not here. 
Orla, What, wouldſt thou have me go and beg my Food, 
Or with a baſe and boiſtrous Sword enforce 
A thieviſh living on the common Road? 
This I muſt do, or know not what to do: 
Yer this I will not do, do how I can; 
I rather will ſubject me to the Malice 
Of a diverted Blood, and bloody Brother. 
Adam, But do not fo, I have five hundred Crowns, 
The thrifty Hire I fav'd under your Father, 
Which I did ſtore to be my fofter Nurſe, 
When Service ſhould in my old Limbs lye lame, 
And unregarded Age in Corners thrown; 
Take that, and he that doth the Ravens feed, 
Yea providently caters for the Sparrow, 
Be Comfort to my Age; here is the Gold, 
All this 1 give you, let me be your Servant, 
Tho I look old, yet I am ſtrong and luſty, 
For in my Youth I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious Liquors in my Blood, 
Nor did I with unbaſhful Forehead woo 
Tt.e Means of Weakneſs and Debility z ' 
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Therefore my Age is as a luſty Winter, 

Froſty, but kindly ; let me go with you, 

Ill do the Service of a younger Man 

In all your Buſineſs and Neceſſities. | 

Orla, Oh good old Man, how well in thee appears 
The co:ſtant Service of the antick World; 
When Service ſweat for Duty, not for Need! 
Thou art not for the Faſh ion of theſe times, 
Where none will ſweat, but for Promotion, 
And having that, do choak their Service up, 
Even with the having; it is not ſo with thee; 
But poor old Man, thou prun'ſt a rotten Tree, 
That cannot {> much as a Bloſſom yield, 

In lieu of all thy Pains ard Husbandry; 

But come thy ways, we'll go along together, 
And e'er we have thy youthful Wages ſpent, 
We'll light upon ſome ſetled low Content, 
Adam. Maſter go on, and I will follow thee 
To the laſt Gaſp with truth and Loyalty. 

Fiom ſeventeen Years till now almoſt fourſcore 
Here lived I, but now live here no more, 

At ſeventeen Ycars many their Fortunes ſeek, 
But at fourſcore, it is too late a Week; 

Vet Fortune cannot recompence me better 
Than to die well, and not my Maſter's Debter. [ Excun 


SCENE IV. The Foreſt. 


Enter Roſ- lied in Boys Cloaths for Ganimed, Celia areſt lik 
a Shepherdeſs for Altera, and Clown. 

Roſe. O Fupiter, how merry are my Spirits? 

Clo. I ca e not for my Spirits, if my Legs were net 
weary. 1 

Kuſ. J could find in my Heart to diſgrace my Man's Ap- 
Pare}, and cry like a Woman; but I muſt comfort the weak: 
er Veſſel, as Doublet and Hoſe cught to ſhow it ſelf Cov 
rageous to a Petticoat; therefore Courage, good Aliena. 

Cel, I pray you bear with me, I can go no further, 

Elo, For my part, I had rather bear with you, than bear 
you ;yet I ſhould brar ro Croſs if I did bear you, forl 
think you have no Mony in your Purſe, 
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Roſ. Well, this is the Foreſt of Arden. 

Clown. Ay, now am I in Arden, the more Fool I, when 
I was at home I was in a better place; but Travellers mu 
be content, | 

Euter Corin and Silvius. 

Roſ. Ay, be ſo, good Touchſtone; look you who comes 
here, a young Man and an old, in folemn talk. 

Cor, That is the way to make her ſcorn you ſtill. 

Sil. O Corin, that thou knew'ſt how I do love her. 

Cor, I partly gu-ſs, for I have lov'd Cer now. 

Sil, No Corin, being old, thou can'ſt not gueſs, 

Tho! in thy Youth thou waſt as true a Lover, 
As ever figh'd upon a Midnight Pillow; 
But if thy Love were ever like ro mine, 
As ſure I thick did never Man love fo; 
How mary Actions moſt ridiculous 
Haſt thou been drawn to by thy Fartaſie? 
Cor, Into a thouſand that I have forgotten. 
Sil, Oh thou didſt then ne'er love ſo heartily; 
If thou remembreſt not the ſlighted Folly 
That ever Love did make thee run into, 
Thou haſt not lov'd; 
Or if thou haſt rot ſate as I do now, 
We:rying thy Hcarer in thy Miſtreſs Praiſe, 
Thou haſt not lov'd. | 
Or if thou haſt not broke from Company, 
Abruptly as my Paſhon now makes me, 
Thou haſt not Jov'd, . 
O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe. Exit Sil. 
Roſ. Alas poor Shepherd! ſearching of thy Wound, 
I have by hard Adventure found my own, 

Clo, And I mige; I remember when I was in Love, I 
broke my Sword upon a Stone, and bid him take that for 
coming a Nights to Jane Smile; and I remember the Kiſ- 
ling of ker Batlet, and the Cow's Dugs that her pretty 
chopt Hands had milk'd; and I remember the wooing of a 
Peaſcod inſtead of her, from whom I took two Cods, and 
giving her them again, ſaid with weeping Tears, wear theſe 
for my ſake; we that are true Lovers run into ſtrange Ca- 


pers; but all is Mortal in Nature, ſo is all Nature in Love, 
mortal 0 Folly. 


Ref. 
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Roſ. Thou ſpeak'ſt wiſer than thou art ware of. 

Clo, Nay, I ſhall ne'er be ware of mine own Wit, till! 
break my Shins againft it. 

Roſ. Fove! Fove ! this Shepherd's Paſſion 
Is much upon my Faſhion. Go w 

Clo. And mine, but it grows ſomething ſtale with me. The 8. 

Cel. I pray you, one of you queſtion yond Man, I will 
If he for Gold will give us any Food, And b 
I faint almoſt to Death. 

Clo. Holla; you Clown. 

Roſe. Peace Fool, he's not thy Kinſman. 

Cor, Who calls? 

Clo. Your Betters, Sir. 

Cor. Elſe they are wretched, 

Roſ. Peace I ſay; good Even to you, Friend. 

Cor. And to you, gentle Sir, and to you all, 

Roſ. J prethee, Shepherd, if that Love or Gold 
Can in this defert Place buy Entertainment; 
Bring us where we may reſt our ſelves, and feed; 
Here's a young Maid with Travel much oppreſſed, 
And faints for Succour. 

Cr. Fair Sir, I pity her, 

And wiſh for her ſake, more than for mine own, Jaq 
My Fortunes were more able to relieve her; Am 
But IT am a Shepherd. to another Man, 
And do not ſheer the Fleeces that I graze; 
My Maſter is of churliſh Diſpoſition, 
And little wreaks to find the way to Heav'n 
By doing Deeds of Hoſpitality : 


Col. 
Ike 
Waſte 

Cor. 


Beſides, his Coar, his Flocks, and Bounds of feed I do d 
Are now on Sale, and at our Sheep-coat now, Come, 
By reaſon. of his abſence, there is nothing Ami 
That you will feed on; but what is, come fee, Jag. 
And in my Voice moſt welcome ſhall you be. thing. 


Roſ. What is he that ſhall buy his Flock and Paſture ! Ami 


Cor. That young Swain that you ſaw here but e'er while , Jaq 
That little cares for buying any thing. ut tha 
Roſe. I pray thye, if it ſtand with Honeſty, 8 


Buy thou the Cottage, Paſture, and the Flock, 
Ard thou ſhalt have to pay for it of us, 


ure! 
4 hile, 


Ce 
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Cel. And we will mend thy Wages; 
[ like this place, and willingly could 
Waſte my time in it. 
Cor. Aſſuredly the thing is to be ſold; 
Go with me, it you like upon Report, 
The Soil, the Profit, and this kind of Life, 
| will your very faithful Feeder be, 
And buy it with your Gold right ſuddenly. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE 
Exter Amiens, Jaques, and hers, 
SONG. 


nder the greenhood Tree, 
Who loves to the with me, 
And turn his merry Note, 
Unto the ſweet Birds Throat; 
Come hither, come hither, come hither, 
Here ſhall he ſee no Enemy, 
But Winter and rough Weather, 


7aq. More, more, I prethee, more. 

Ami, It will make you melancholy, Mounſieur Jaques. 

Faq. I thank it; more, 1 prethee, more, 

I can ſuck Melancholy out of a Song, 

As a Weazel ſucks Eggs: More, I prethce, more, 
Ami, My Voice 1s rugged, I know I cannor pleaſe you. 
Jaq. I do not defire you to pl:aſe me, 

I do defire you to fing; j 

Come, come, another Starzo: Call you 'em Stanzo's ? 

Ami. What you will, Mounſieur Jaques. 

Jaq. Nay, I care not for your Names, they owe me ne- 
thing. Will you fing ? | | | 

Ami. More at your requeſt, than to pleaſe my ſelf. 

Jag. Well then, if ever I thank any Mar, I'll thank you; 
but that they call Complement is like th* Encounter of two 
Dog- Apes. And when a Man thanks me heartily, me- 
thinks 1 have given him a Penny, and he renders me the 
beggarly Thanks, Come firg, ard you that will not, held 
your Tongues, 

| Ami. 
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Ami, Well, I'll end the Song. Sirs, cover the while; 
the Duke will Dine-under this Tree; he hath been all this 
day to look you. 

Jag. And I have been all this day to avoid him. 

He is too diſputable for my Company : 

I think of as many Matters as he, but I give 

Heav'n thanks, and make no Boaſt of them. 

Come, warble, come. 


$S ONG. 


Who doth Ambition ſhun 
And loves to lye ith' Sun, 
Seeking the Food he eats, 
And pleas'd with what he gets; 
Come hither, come hither, come hither ; 
Here ſhall you ſee, no Enemy, 
But Winter and rough Weather, 
Jag. Vl give you a Verſe to this Note, 
That I made yeſterday in deſpight of my Invention. 
Ami. And I'll ſing it. 
Jag. Thus it goes, 


If it do come to paſs, Dx 

That any Man turn Aſs; For [ 

Leaving his Wealth and Eaſe, I 4 

A ſtubborn Will to pleaſe, Here 

Ducdame, Ducdame, Ducdame; D. 

Here ſhall he ſee, groſs Fools as he, We l 

And if he will come to me. G0 ſe 

Ami. What's that Ducdame? } 

Jag. *Tis a Greek Invocation, to call Fools into a Circle. Fas 

Il go fleep if I can; if 1 cannot, PII rail againſt all che Fuſt- MW Th, 

born of Egypt. What 

Ami. And I'll go ſeck the Duke, a 

His Banquet is prepar'd. [ Exeur, 4 Lbs 
SCENE VI. 


Enter Orlando and Adam. 


Adam, Dear Maſter, 1 can go no further; 
O I dic for Food! Hzre lye 1 down, 


ile; 
this 
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And meaſure out my Grave. Farewel, kind Maſter. 
Orl. Why how now, Adam! no greater Heart in thee ? 

Live a little, comfort a little, cheer thy ſelf a little. 

If this uncouth Foreſt yield any thing Savage, 

I will either be Food for it, cr bring it for Food to thee : 

Thy Conceit is nearer Death, than thy Powers. 

For my ſake be comfortable, hold Death a while 

At the Arm's end: I will be here with thee preſently, 

Aud if I bring thee not ſomething to eat, 

I will give thee leave to die. But if thou dieſt 

Before I come, thou art a mocker of my Labour. 

Well ſaid, thou look'ſt cheerly. 

And I'll be with thee quickly; yet thou lieſt 

In the bleak Air. Come, I will bear thee 

To ſome Shelter, and thou ſhalt not die 

For lack of a Dinner; 

If there live any thing in this Deſart. 


Cheerly, good Adam. [ Exennt. 
SCENE VE 
Enter Duke Sen. and Lords. [ A Table ſet out. 


Dube Sen. I think he be transform'd into a Beaſt, 
For I can no where find him like a Man. 

1 Lord, My Lord, he is but even now gone hence, 
Here was he merry, hearing of a Song. 

Dake Sen. If he, compact of Jars, grow Muſical, 
We ſhall have ſhortly Diſcord in the Spheres : 
Go ſeck him, tell him I wouid ſpeak with him. 

Enter Jaques. | 

1 Lord. He ſaves my Labour by his own approach. 

Dake Sen. Why how now, Monſieur, what a Life is this, 
That your poor Friends muſt woo your Company? 
What, you look merrily, 

Faq. A Fool, a Fool, I met a Fool i' th* Foreſt, 
A motley Fool; a miſerable World! 
As I do live by Food, I met a Fool, 
Who laid him down, and bask'd him in the Sun, 
And rail'd on Lady Fortune in good terms, 
In good ſet terms, and yet a motley Fool, 
Good morrow, Fool, quoth I: No, Sir, quoth he, 


Call 
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Call me not Fool, *till Heav'n hath ſent me Fortune; 
And then he drew a Dial from his Poak, 
And looking on it, with lack-luftre Eye, 
Says, very wiſely, it is ten a Clock: 
Thus we may ſee, quoth he, how the world wags: 
*'Tis but an hour ago ſince it was nine, 
And after one hour more 'twill be eleven, 
And ſo from hour to hour, we ripe, and ripe, 
And then from hour to hour, we rot, and rot, 
And thereby hangs a Tale. When I did hear 
The motley Fool thus moral on the time, 
My Lungs began to crow like Chanticleer, 
That Fools ſhould be ſo deep contemplative: 
And I did laugh, fans intermiſhon, 
An hour by his Dial. O noble Fool, 
A worthy Fool, Motely's the only wear. 
D#%e Sen. What Fool is this? 


Faq. O worthy Fool; one that hath been a Courtier, 


And ſays, if Ladies be young and fair, 
They have the Gift to know it : And in his Brain, 
Which is as dry as the remainder Bisket 
After a Voyage, he hath ſtrange places cram'd 
With Obſervation, the which he vents 
Ia mangled Forms. O that [ were a Fool, 
I am ambitious for a motley Coat, 

Duke Sen. Thou ſhalc have one. 

Faq. It is my only Suit, 
Provided that you weed your better Judgments 
Of all Opinion that grows rank in them, 
That I am Wiſe, I muſt have liberty - 
Withal, as large a Charter as the Wind, 
To blow on whom I pleaſe, for ſo Fools have; 
And they that are moſt gauled with my Folly, 
They moſt muſt Laugh: And why, Sir, muſt they ſo? 
The way is plain, as way to Pariſh Church; 
He that a Fool doth very wiſely hit, 
Doth very fooliſhly, altho' he ſmart, 
Seem ſenſeleſs of the Bob. If nor, 
The wiſe Man's Folly is Anatomiz'd 
Even by the ſquandring Glances of a Foo!, 
Inveſt me in the motley, give me leave 


To 


That! 
Thinki 
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To ſpeak my Mind, and I will through and through 
Cleanſe the foul Body of th' infected World, 
If they will patiently receive my Medicine, 
Duke Sen. Fie on thee, I can tell what thou wouldſt do. 
Faq. What, for a Counter, would I do, but good? 
Duke Sen. Moſt miſchievous foul Sin, in chiding Sin: 
For thou thy ſelf haſt been a Libertine, 
As ſenſual as the brutiſh Sting it ſelf, 
And all th* imboſſed Sores, and headed Evils, 
That thou with licenſe of free foot haſt caught, 
Would'ſt thou diſgorge into the general World. 
Faq. Why who cries out on Pride, 
That can therein tax any private Party: 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the Sea, 
'Till that the weary very means do ebb. 
What Woman in the City do I name, 
When that I ſay the City Woman bears 
The coſt of Princes on unworthy Shoulders? 
Who can come in, and ſay that I mean her, 
When ſuch a one as ſhe, ſuch is her Neighbour? 
Or what is he of baſeſt Function, 
That ſays his Bravery is not on my coſt, 
Thinking that I mean him, but therein ſutes 
His Folly to the mettle of my Speech, 
There then, how then, what then, let me ſee wherein 
My Tongue hath wrong'd him; if it do him right, 
Then he hath wrong'd himſelf; if he be free, 
Why then my taxing like a wild Gooſe flies 
Unclaim'd of any Man. But who comes here? 
Enter Orlando. 
Orla. Forbear, and eat no more. 
Jaq. Why I have eat none yet. 
Orla, Nor ſhalt not, 'till Neceſlity be ſerv'd. 
Jaq. Of what kind ſhould this Cock come? 
Duke Sen, Art thou thus bolden'd, Man, by thy Diſtreſs ? 
Or elſe a rude Deſpiſer of good Manners, 
That in Civility thou ſeem'ſt ſo empty? 
Orl. You touch'd my Vein at firſt, the thorny Point 
Of bare Diſtreſs, that hath ta'en from me the ſhew 
Of ſmooth Civility ; yet am I Inland bred, 
And know ſome Nurture: Burt forbear, I ſay, 
He 
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He dies that touches any of this Fruit, 
Till I and my Affairs are anſwered. 
Jag. And you will not be anſwered with Reaſon, 
_ 
Dake Sen. What would you have? 
Your Gentleneſs ſhall force, more than your Force 
Move us to Gentleneſs. 
Orla. I almoſt die for Food, and let me have it. 
Dake Sen. Sit down and feed, and welcome to our Table, 
Orla. Speak you ſo gently? Pardon me, I pray you, 
I thought that all things had been Savage here, 
And therefore put I on the Countenance 
Of ſtern commandment. But whate'er you are 
That in this Deſart inacceſſible, 
Ur der the ſhade of melancholy Boughs, 
Loſe and neglect the creeping Hours of Time; 
If ever you have look'd on better Days; 
If ever been where Bells have knoll'd to Church; 
If ever fate at any good Man's Feaſt; 
If ever from your Eye-lids wip'd a Tear, 
And know what tis to pity, and bepiticd; 
Let Gentleneſs my ſtrong enforcement be, 
In the which hope I bluſh and hide my Sword, 
Dube Sen, True is it that we have ſeen better Days, 
And have with holy Bell been knoll'd to Church, 
And ſite at good Mens Feaſts, and wip'd our Eyes 


Of drops, that ſacred Pity bath engendred: 


And therefore fit you down in gentleneſs, 
And take upon command what help we have, 
That to your wanting may be minſtred. 

Orla. Then but forbear your Food a little while, 
Whiles, like a Doe, I go to find my Fawn, 
And give it Food. There is an old poor Man, 
Who aſter me hath many weary ſtep | 
Limp'd in pure Love; Till he be firſt ſuffic'd, 
Qppreſy'd with two weak Evils, Age and Hunger, 
IT will not touch a bit. 

Dake Sen. Go find him our, 


And we will nothing waſte *cill you return. 


Orla, I thask ye, and be bleſs'd for your good Comfort. 
| | Exit. 
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Dale Sen. Thou ſeeſt we are not all alone unhappy: 
This wide and univerſal Theatre 
Preſents more woful Pageants than the Scene 
Wherein we play. | 

Jag. All the World's a Stage, 
And all the Men and Women meerly Players; 
They have their Exits and their Entrances, 
And one Man in his time plays many parts: 
His Acts being ſeven Ages. At firlt the Infant, 
Newling and puking in the Nurſe's Arms: 
Then, the whining School-boy with his Satchel, 
And ſhining Morning- face, creeping like Snail 
Unwillingly to School. And then the Lover, 
sighing like Furnace, with a woful Ballad 
Made to his Miſtreſs's Eye-brow. Then a Soldier, 
Full of ſtrange Oaths, and bearded like the Pard, 
Jealous in Honour, ſudden and quick in Quarrel, 
Seking the Bubble Reputation, : 
Even in the Canon's Mouth. And then the Juſtice 
In fair round Belly, with geod Capon lin'd, 
With Eyes ſevere, and Beard of formal cut, 
Full of wiſe Saws, and modern Inſtances, 
And ſo he plays his patt. The ſixth Age ſhifts 
[:to the lean and ſlipper'd Pantaloon, 
With Spectacles on Noſe, and Pouch cn fide; 
His youthful Hoſe well ſav'd, a world too wide 
For his ſhrunk Shank, and his big manly Voice 
Turning again toward childiſh trebble Piper, | 
And whiſtles in his ſound. Laſt Scene of all, | 
That ends this ſtrange eventful Hiſtory, NL 
Is ſecond Childiſhneſs, and meer Oblivion, | 


le. 


Sans Teeth, ſans Eyes, fans Taſte, ſans every thing. 
Enter Orlando with Adam. 


Duke Sen. Welcome: Set down your venerable Burthen, i 
and let him feed. 1 


Orla. I. thank you moſt for him. 
Adam. So had you need, 
| ſcarce can ſpeak to thank you for my ſelf. 
Duke Sen. Welcome, fall too: I will not trouble you, 
fort As yet to queſtion you about your Fortunes. 
Exit, Give us ſome Muſick, and good Couſin, fing. 
aq. TELE M SONG, 
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Blow, blow, thou Winter Wind, 

Thon art not ſo unkind, as Man's Ingratitude; 

Thy Tooth is not ſo keen, becanſe thou art not ſeen, 
Altho' thy Breath be rude. 

Heigh ho, ſing heigh ho, unto the green Holly; 

Hoſt Friend ſlip is feigning; moſt Loving meer Folly : 
Then heigh ho, the Holly, 
T his Life is moſt Folly, 


Frieze, Frieze, thou bitter Sti, that doſt not bite ſo nijh 
As Benefits for got: 

Tho“ thou the Waters warp, thy Sting is not ſo ſbarp, 
As Friend remembred not, 

Heigh ho, ſme, &c. 


Dube Sen. If that you were the good Sir Rowland's Son, 
As you have whiſper'd faithfully you were, 
And as mine Eye doth his Effigies witneſs, 
Moſt truly limn'd, and living in your Face, 
Be truly welcome hither. I am the Duke Shall 
That fov'd your Father: The reſidue of your Fortune, Nu a 
Go to my Cave and tell me. Good old Man, Th + 
Thou art right Welcome, as thy Maſter is; Gr 
Support him by the Arm; give me your Hard, 


Cor. 

And let me all your Fortunes underſtand, Ex can Char, 
. 4 Life; b 
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SCENE 7he Palace. 


Enter Duke, Lordi, and Oliver. 


Duke XI Or fee him ſince? Sir, Sir, that cannot be: 
But were I not the better part made Mercy, 


I ſhould not ſeck an abſent Argument 15 Avi 1 
Of my Revenge, thou preſent: But look to it, = Con 
Find out thy Brother whereſo&er he is, — 

Seek him with Candle; bring him dead or living, 2 
Within this Twelve-month, or turn thou no more i the or 


To ſeck a Living in our Territory, Th 


As you Like it. 
Thy Lands and all things that thou doſt call thine, 
Worth ſeizure, do we ſeize into our hands, 
Till thou canſt quit thee by thy Brother's Mouth, 
Of what we think againſt thee, 
Oli. Oh that your Highneſs knew my Heart in this: 
I never lov'd my Brother in my Life, 
Dube. More Villain thou. Well, puſh him out of Doors, 
And let my Officers of ſuch a nature 
Make an Extent upon his Houſe and Lands: 
Do this expediently, and turn him going. | Exennt. 


ag SCENE II. The Poreft. 


Enter Orlando. « 
Orla. Hang there my Verſe, in witneſs of my Love, 
And thou thrice Crowned Queen of Night ſurvey, 
Wich thy chaſt Eye, from thy pale Sphere above, 
Son, Thy Huntreſs name, that my full Life doth ſway. 
O Roſalind, theſe Trees ſhall be my Books, 
And in their Barks my Thoughts I'll Character, 
That every Eye, which in this Foreſt looks, 
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Shall ſee thy Virtue witncſs'd every where, 7 

' Run, run, Orlando, carve on every Tree, 0 
The fair, the chaſt, and unexpreſſive ſhe. Exit. 1 
Enter Coren and Clown, 4 

Cor. And how like you this Shepherd's Life, Mr. Touchſtone ? 4 


e Clown. Truly, Shepherd, in reſpect of it ſelf, it is a good 
Life; but in reſpect that it is a Shepherd's Life, it is naught. 
In reſpect that it is ſolitary, I like it very well; but in re- 
ſpect that it is private, it is a very vile Life. Now in reſpect 
it is in the Fields, it pleaſeth me well; but in reſpect it is 
not in the Court, it is tedious. As it is a ſpare Life, look 
you, it fits my Humour well; but as there is no more plen- 
ty in it, it goes much againſt my Stomach, Has't any Phi- 
loſophy in thee, Shepherd? 

Cor. No more, but that I know the more one fickens, the 
worſe at eaſe he is: And that he that wants Mony, Means, 
and Content, is without three good Friends. That the 
Property of Rain is to wet, and Fire to burn: That gocd 
Paſture makes fat Sheep; and that a great cauſe of the Night, 
15 the lack of the Sun: That he that hath learned no Wit 
: M 2 by 
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by Nature, nor Art, may complain of good Breeding, 
comes of a very dull Kindred, 7 

Clown. Such a one is a natural Philoſopher, 
Was't ever in Court, Shepherd? 

Cor. No truly. 

Clown, Then thou art Damn'd. 

Cor. Nay, I hope 

Clown. Truly thou art Damn'd, like an ill-roaſted Egg, al 
on one ſide. 

Cor, For not being at Court? Your reaſon. 

Clown, Why, if thou never waſt at Court, thou never 
ſaw'ſt good Manners; if thou never ſaw'ſt good Manner, 
then thy Manners muſt be wicked; and Wickedneſs is Sin, 
and Sin is Damnation: Thou at in a parlous State, Shep- 
herd. 

Cor. Not a whit, Touchſtone: Thoſe that have good 
Manners at the Court, are as ridiculous in the Country, 
the Behaviour of the Country is moſt mockable at the Court, 
You told me, you Salute not at the Court, but you Kils 
your Hands; that Courteſie would be uncleanly, if Courtien 
were Shepherds, 

Clown, Inſtance, briefly; come, irſt:nce, 

Cor. Why, we are ſtill handling our Ewes, and their Fes 
you know, are greafie, 

Clown. Why, do not your Courtiers Hands ſweat ? And 
is not the Greaſe of Mutton as wholſc me as the Sweat © 1 
Man? Shallow, ſhallow, a better Inſtance, I fay : Come. 

Cor. Beſides, our Hands are hard. 

Clown, Your Lips will feel them the ſooner, Shallow again: 
A more ſounder Inftance, come. 

Cor. And they are often tarr'd cver with the ſurgery d 
our Sheep; and would you have us kiſs Tar? The Courti 
Hands are perfumed with Civer, 

Clown, Moſt ſhallow, Man: Thou Wor ms-meat, in rt 
ſpe ct of a good piece of Fleſh inde:d; learn of the Wit 
a: d Perpend; Civet is of a baſer birth than Tar; i 
wy uncleanly Flux of a Cat. Mend the Inſtance, She 

erd. 

Cor. You have too Courtly a Wit for me; [I'll reſt. 

Clown, Wilt thou reſt Damn'd ? God help thee, ſhallo 
Man; God make inciſion in thee, thou art raw. 
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Cor, Sir, I am a true Labourer, I earn that I eat; get 
that I wear; owe no Man Hate, envy no Man's Happineſs ; 
glad of other Mens $909, content with my harm; and the 
greateſt of my Pride, is to ſee my Ewes graze, and my 
Lambs ſuck, | 

Clown, That is another ſimple Sin in you, to bring the 
Ewes and the Rams together, and to offer to get your Li- 
ving by the Copulation of Cattle, to be a Bawd to a Bell- 


| weather, and to betray a She-Lamb of a Twelve-month to 


a crooked Pated old Cuckoldly Ram, out of all reaſonable 
Match. If thou be'ſt not Damn'd for this, the Devil him- 
wy will have no Shepherds; I cannot ſte how thou ſhould'(t 
cape. 
Gn Here Comes Mr. Ganimed, my new Miſtreſs's Bro- 
ther. 
Enter Roſalind with a Paper. 


Roſ, From the Eaſt to Weſtern Inde, 
No Fewel is like Roſalind, 
Her Worth being mounted on the Wind, 
Through all the World bears Roſalind. 
All the Pictures faireſt Lind, 
Are but black to Roſalind; 
Let no Face be kept in mina, 
But the moſt fair Roſalind. 


Clown, I'll Rhime you ſo, eight years together; dinners; 
and ſuppers, and ſleeping hours excepred : It is the right 
Butter-wemens rank to Markct, 

Roſ. Out Fool. 

Clown, For a taſte. 


Ia Hart doth lack a Hind, 
Let him ſeeb out Roſalind, 
Tf the Cat will after Kind, 
So be ſure will Roſalind. 
Winter Garments muſt be lin d, 
So muſt ſlender Roſalind, 

They that Reap muſt ſheaf and bind, 
Then to Cart with Roſalind. 
Sweeteſt Meat hath ſowreſt Rind, 
Such a Nut is Roſalind. 

M 3 
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He that faveeteſt Roſe will find, 
Huſt find Loves prick, and Roſalind. 


This is the very falſe gallop of Verſes ; why do you infe& 
your ſelf with them? 
Roſe. Peace, you dull Fool, I found them on a Tree. 4 
Clown, Truly, the Tree yields bad Fruits 
Roſ. Vil graff it with you, and then I ſhall graff it with cy 
a Medler; than it will be the earlieſt Fruit Ith' Country; 
for you'll be rotten e' er ybu be half ripe, and that's the right 
Vertue of the Medler. 
Clown, You have ſaid; but whether wiſely or no, let the 
Forelt judge, 


Euter Celia with a Writing. 
Roſ. Peace, here comes my Siſter reading, Iſtand afide, 
Cel. Why ſhonld this a Deſart be? 
For it is unpeopled. No; 
Tongues I'll hang on every Tree, 
That ſhall civil Sayings ſbow- 
Some, how brief the Life of Man 
Runs his erring Pilgrimage, 
That the ſtretching of a Span, 
Buckles in his ſum of Age. 
Some of violated Venus, 
Dixi the Souls of Friend and Friend, 
Bat upon the faireſt Boughs, | 
Or at every Sentence end, 
Will I Roſalinda write; 
Teaching all that read, to know 
This Quinteſſence of every ſprite, 
Heaven would in little ſhow. 
Therefore Heaven Nature charg d. 
That one Body ſhould be fill'd 
With all the Graces wide enlarg'd; 
Mature preſently diſtilld 
Helen's Checks, but not her Heart, 
Cleopatra's Majeſty ; 
Atalanta's better part; 
Sid Luctena's Madeſty. 
Thus Roſalind of many parts, 
By heav'nly Syed was devis'd, 
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Of many Faces, Eyes and Hearts, 
To have the touches deareſt priz/d. 

Hcav n would that ſhe theſe Gifts ſhould have, 
And I to live and die her Slave. 


Roſ. O molt gentle Jupiter! what tedious Homily of 
Love have you wearied your tPariſhioners withal, and never 
cry'd, Have Patience, good People? 

Cel. How now, back Friends, Shepherd go off a ligle : 
Go with him, Sirra''. 

Clown, Come, Shepherd, let us make an Honourable Re- 
treat, tho' not with Bag and Baggage, yet with Scrip and 
Scrippage. Exit Cor, and Clown. 

Cel. Didſt thou hear theſe Verſes} 

Koſ, O yes, I heard them all, and more too, for ſome 
of them had in them more Feet than the Verſcs would bear. 
Cel. That's no matter; the Feet might bear the Verſes. 
Roſ. Ay, but the Feet were lame, and could not bear 
themlelves without the Verſe, and therefore ſtood lamely in 

the Verſe, 

Cel. But didſt thou hear without wondring, how thy 
Name ſhould be hang'd and carv'd upon theſe Trees? 

Roſe. I was ſeven of the nine days out of wonder, before 
you came: For look here what I found on a Palm-tree; I 
was never ſo berhim'd fince Pythagoras's time, that I was an 
Iriſh Rat, which I can hardly remember, 

Cel. Tro you, who hath done this? 

Roſe. Is it a Man? 

Cel. And a Chain that you once wore, about his Neck: 
Change you colour? 

Roſ. I prethee who? 

Cel. O Lord, Lord, it is a hard matter for Friends to 
meet; but Mountains may be remov'd with Earthquakes, 
and ſo encounter. 

Roſ. Nay, but who is it? 

Cel. Is it poſſible? 

Reſ. Nay, I prethee now, with molt petitionary vehe- 
mence, tell me who it is. 

Cel, O wonderful, wonderful, and moſt wonderful won- 
derful, and yet again wonderful, and after that out of all 


hoping, 
M 4 _ Roſe 
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Roſ. Good my Complexion, doſt thou think, though 1 
am capariſon'd like a Man, I have a Doublet and a Hoſe in 
my diſpoſition? One inch of delay more, is a South Sea of 
diſcovery, I prethee tell me, who is it, quickly, and ſpcał 
apace ? I would thou could'ſt ſtammer, that thou might 
pour this concealed Man out of thy Mouth, as Wine comes 
out of a narrow mouth'd Bottle; either too much at once, 
or none at all. I prethee take the Cork out of thy Mouth, 
that I may drink thy tidings, 

Cel, So you may put a Man in your Belly. 

- Roſ. Is he of God's making? What manner of Man? 
Is his Head worth a Hat? or his Chin worth a Beard? 

Cel. Nay, he hath bur a little Beard. 

Roſ. Why God will ſend more, if the Man will be thank. 
ful; let me ſtay the growth of his Beard, if thou delay me 
not the knowledge of his Chin, 

Cel. It is young Orlando, that trip'd up the Wreſtler" 
Heels, and your Heart, both in an inſtant. 

Roſ. Nay, but the Devil take mocking ; ſpeak, ad Brow, 
and true Maid. | 
Cel. Viaith, Coz, *tis he. 

Roſ, Orlando ? 

Cel. Orlando. 

Roſ, Alas the day, what ſhall I do with my Doublet and 
Hoſe ? What did he when thou ſaw'ſt him} What ſaid he! 
How look'd he? Wherein went he? What makes he here? 
Did he ask for me? Where remains he? How parted he 
with thee ? and when ſhalt thou ſee him again ? Anſwer 
me in one wo'd. 

Cel, You mult borrow me Gargantua's Mouth firſt ; 'ts 
a Word too great for any Mouth of this Age's ſize: To {iy 
ay and no to thele particulars, is more than to anſwer in: 
Catechiſm. 

Roſ. But doth he know that J am in this Foreſt, and in 
Man's Apparel? Looks he as freſhly as he did the day |: 
wreſtled? | 

Cel. It is as eaſie to count Atoms as to reſolve the Pr. 
poſitions of a Lover? but take a taſte of my finding hin, 
and reliſh it wich good obſervance, I found him u:dc: 1 
Tree like a dropp'd Acorn, | | 
| Fel, 
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" Roſe, It may well be call'd Fove's Tree, when it drops 
forth ſuch Fruit. 

Cel. Give me Audience, good Madam. 

Roſe, Proceed. 

Cel. There lay he ſtretch'd along like a wounded 
Knight. 
Ref. Tho' it be pity to ſee ſuch a ſight, it well becomes 
the Ground, 

Cel. Cry halla, to thy Tongue, I prethee; it curvets un- 
ſeaſonably, He was furniſh'd like a Hunter. 

Roſ. O ominous, he comes to kill my Heart. 

Cel. I would ſing my Song without a burthen, thou 
bring*ſt me out of tune. 

Roſ. Do you not know I am a Woman, when I think I 
muſt ſpeak: Sweet, ſay on, 

f Enter Orlando and Jaques. 

Cel. You bring me out. Soft, comes he not here? 

Roſe *Tis he, flink by, and note him. 

Faq. I thank you for your Company; but good faith, I 
had as lief have been my ſelf alone. 

Orla. And fo had I; but yet, for faſhion ſake, 
I thank you too, for your Society. 

7aq. God b'w* you, let's meet as little as we can. 

Orla. I do deſire we may be better Strangers. 

Faq. I pray you marr no more Trees with writing Love- 
Songs in their Barks. 

Orla. I pray you marr no more of my Veiſes with read- 
ing them ill. ſavouiedly. 

Faq. Reſalind is your Love's name? 

Orla. Yes, Juſt. 

Faq. T do not like her Name. 

Orla. There was no thought of pleaſing you when ſhe 
was Chriſten'd. 

Taq. What Stature is ſhe of? 

Orla, . as high as my Heart. 

Jag. Vou are ful! of pretty Anſwers; have you not been 
— with Goldſmiths Wives, and conn'd them out of 

ings, | 

Orla. Not fo : But T anſwer you right, pairted Clcth, 
from whence you have ſtudied your Queſtions ? 

Faq. You have 3 nimble Wit; I think it was made af 
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Atalanta's Heels, Will you fit down with me, and wt 
two will rail againſt our Miſtreſs the World, and all ou not { 


Miſery. pain 
Orla. I will chide no Brother in the World but my (el, Lear 
againſt whom I know no faults. Penu 
Jag. The worſt fault you have, is to be in Love. 9 
Orla. Tis a fault I will not change for your beſt Vittue; Re 
I am weary of you. 18 ſo! 
Jag. By my troth, I was ſecking for a Fool, when! © 
found you. Ro 
Orla. He is drown'd in the Brook, look but in, and you Wee 
ſhall ſce him. Time 
Jag. There I ſh;l! ſee mine own Figure. Or 
Orla. Which I take to be either a Focl, or a Cypher, Ro 
Faq. I'll ſtay no longer with you; farewel, good Sipnior of th 
Love. [ Exit Or 
Orla. I am glad of your Departure: Adieu, good Mo-, K 
ſieur Melancholy. led. 


Roſ. I will ſpeak to him like a VM ey Laquey, and unde Or 
that Habit play the Knave with him: Do you hear, Forcſtcr, purct 

Orla. Very well, what would you? 

Roſ. I pray you, what is't a Clock ? 

Orla. You ſhould ask me what time o' day; there's 10 
Clock in the Foreſt, 

Roſ. Then there is no true Lover in the Foreſt, elſe ſigh: 
ing every minute, and groaning every hour, would detect th: 
lazy Foot of Time, as well as a Cock. 

Orla. And why not the {ſwift Foot of Time? Had re 
that been as proper? 

Roſ. By no means, Sir: Time travels in divers Places 
with divers Perſons ; III tell you who Time amblcs with) 
who Time trots withal, who Time gallops withal, and who 
he ſtands ſtill withal. | 
Orla. I prethee, whom doth he trot withal? 

Roſ. Marry, he trots hard with a young Maid, betwen 
the Contract of her Marriage, and the Day it is Solemniz'd: 
It the interim be but a ſennight, Time's pace is fo hard that 
it ſeems the length of ſeven years. 

Orla. Who ambles Time withal? 

Koſi With a Prieſt that Jacks Latin, and a rich Man that 
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not ſtudy, and the other lives merrily, becauſe he feels no 
pain : The one lacking the burthen of lean and waſteful 
Learning ; the other knowing no burthen of heavy tedious 


penury. Theſe Time ambles withal. 
Orla, Whom doth he gallop withal? 
Roſ. With a Thicf to the Gallows : For t 


hough he go 


2s ſoftly as foot can fall, he thinks himſelf too ſoon there. 


Orla, Whom ſtays it ſtill withal ? 


Roſ. With Lawyers in the Vacation; for they fleep be- 
tween Term and Term, and then they perceive not how 


Time moves. 
Orla, Where dwell you, pretty Youth? 


Roſ. With this Shepherdeſs, my Siſter; here in the Skirts 


of the Foreſt, like Fringe upon a petticoat. 
Orla. Are you Native of this Place? 


Roſ. As the Cony that you fee dwell where ſhe is kind- 


led. 


Orla. Vour Accent is ſomething firer, than you could 


purchaſe in ſo removed a dwelling. 


Roſe. J have been told ſo of many; but indeed, an old re- 
ligious Uakle of mine taught me to ſpeak, who was in his 
Youth an Inland Man, one that knew Coutſhi'p too well; 
for there he fell in Love. I have heard him read many Le- 
ures againſt it, I thank God, I am not a Woman, to be 
touch'd with ſo many giddy Offences as he hath generally 


tax'd their whole Sex withal. 


Orla. Can you remember any of the principal Evils that 


he laid to the Charge of Women? 


Roſ: There were none Prircipal, — were all like one 
2 


another, as half-pence are, every one's 
flrous, 'till his fellow fault came to match it. 
Orla, I prethee recount ſome of them. 


ult ſceming mon- 


Roſ; No; I will nor Caſt away my Phyſick, but on thoſe 
that are Sick, There is a Man haunts the Foreſt, that 
abuſes our young Plants with carving Roſalind on their 


Buks ; hangs Odes upon Hawthorns, and Elegies on Bram- 
bles ; all, forſooth, deifying the Name of Roſalind, If 
could meet that Fancy monger, I would give him ſome 
good Co:nfe!, for he ſeems to have the Quotidian of Love 


upon him, | 


Orla, 
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Orla. I am he that is ſo Love-ſhak'd; I pray you, tell me 
your Remedy. 

Roſe There is none of my Unkle's Marks upon you; he 
taught me how to know a Man in Love; in which Cage of 
Ruſhes, I am ſuce you are not Priſoner, 

Orla. What were his Marks? 

Roſ. A lean Cheek, which you have not; a blue Eye ard 
ſunken, which you have not; an unqueſtionable Spirit, 
which you have not; a Beard neglected, which you hy: 
not; but I pardon you for that, for ſimply your having 90 
Beard, is a younger Brother's Revenue; Then your Hoſ: 
ſhould be ungarter'd, your Bonnet unbanded, your Sleeve 
unbutton'd, your Shoo untied, and every thing about you 
demonſtrating a careleſs Deſolation; but you are no ſuch 
Man, you are rather Point dev'c: in your Accoutrements 
as loving your ſelf, than ſeeming the Lover of any other. 

Orla. Fair Youth, I would I could make thee believe! 
Love. 

Koſ. Me believe ic? you may as ſoon make her that you 
love believe it, which I warrapt ſhe is apter to do, than to 
confets the docs; thit is one of the Points, in the which 
Women till give the Lie to their Conſciences. But in good 
ſooth, are you he that hangs the Veiſes on tl e Trees, where. 


in Roſalind is lo admired ? Clo 
Orla. I ſwear to thee, Youth, by the white Hand of I. G45 
ſalind, T am he, that unfortunate he. 3 my ſi 
Roſe But are you ſo much in Love, as your Rhimes ſpe! An 
Orla. Neither Rhime nor Reaſon can expreſs how much. Clo 


Roſe Love is mecrly a Maineſs, and, I tell you, deſervol8 cn. 
as well-a dark Houſe, and a Whip, as mad Men do: And Pa 
the reaſum why they are not ſo puniſh'd and cured, is, th Thitc 
the Lunacy is ſo o:dinary, that the Whippers are in lov: Clo, 


too: Yer I profeſs curing it by Counſel, # Man's 

Crlz. Did you ever cure any lo? "4h ſtandir 

Ref” Yes one, and in this manner. He was to image ing in 
me his Love, his Miſtreſs: and I ſet him every day to wo thee p 
me. Ar which time would I, being but a moontſh Youth * 
grieve, be eff: minate, cnangeavle, Jonging, ard * Deed ; 
proud, fantaſtic', apiſh, ſha'low, inconſtanr, fall of Ten Ch, 


full of smiles; for every Paſſion ſomething, and for no Pa 


ſion truly any thing, as Boys and Women are for the lu 
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part Cattle of this Colour; would now like him, now loath 
him; then entertain him, then forſwear him; now weep for 
him, then ſpit at him; that I drave this Suitor from his mad 
Humour of Love, to aliving Humour of Madneſs, which 
was to furſwear the full Stream of the World, and to live 
in a Nook meerly Monaſtick; and thus I cur'd him, and 
this way will I take upon me to waſh your Liver as clear as 
a found Sheep's Heart, that there ſhall not be one Spot of 
Love in't, 

Orla, I would not be cur'd, Youth. 

Rof. I would cure you if you would but call me Reſa- 
lind, and come every Day to my Cote, and woo me. 

Orla. Now by the Faith of my Love, I will; tell me 
where it is. FR 

Roſ. Go with me to it, and I will ſhew it you; and by 
the way you ſhall tell me where in the Foreſt you live: 
Will you go? 

Orla, With all'my Heart, good Youth. 

Roſ. Nay, nay, you muſt call me Roſalind: Come Siſter, 
will you go? | Exennt. 


SCENE II.. 


Enter Clown, Audrey and Jaques. 

Clo, Come apace, good Audrey, I will fetch up your 
Goats, Audrey? and now, Audrey, am I the Mun yet? Doth 
my ſimple Feature content you} 

And, Your Features, Lord warrant us; what Features? 

Clo, I am here with thee, and thy Goats, as the moſt 
caprictous Poet honeſt Ovid was zmong the Goths. 

Jaq. O Knowledge ill inhabited, worſe than Jove in a 
Thitci'e Houſe, 

Clo, When a Man's Verſes cannot be underſtood, nor a 
Man's good Wit ſeconded with the forward Child, Under- 
ſtanding; it ſtrikes a Man more dead than great Reckon- 
ing in a little Room; truly, L would ti Gods had made 
thee Poetical. 

Aud. I do not know what Poetical is; is it honeſt in 
De:d and Word; is it a true thing? 

Clo, No truly; for the trueſt Poetry is the moſt feigning, 
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and Lovers are given to Poetry; and what they ſwear in 
Poetry, may be ſaid as Lovers, they do feign. 

Aud. Do you with then that the Gods had made me 
Poetical ? 

Clo. I do truly; for thou iwear'ſt to me thou art honeſt: 
now if thou wert a Poct, I might have ſome hope thou 
didft ſeign. 

Aud. Would you not have me honeſt? 

Clo, No truly, unleſs thou were hard-favour'd ; for Ho- 
neſty coupled to Beauty, is to have Honey a Sauce to Su- 
gar. | 
Faq. A material Fool. 

Aud. Well, 1 am not fair, and therefore I pray the Gods 


make me honeſt. 


Clo. Truly, and to caſt away Honeſty upon a foul Slut, 
were to put good Meat into an unclean Diſh. 

. Aud. I am not a Slut, though I thank the Gods I am 
ou!, 

Clo, Well, praiſcd be the Gods for thy Foulneſs; Slut- 
tiſhneſs may come hereafter : But be it as it may be, [ 
will marry thee; and to that end I have been with Sir Ol. 
ver Mar-text, the Vicar of the next Village, who hath pro- 
mis'd to meet me in this Place cf the Foreſt, and to couple 
us. 

Fag. I would fain fee this Meeting. 

Aud. Well, the Gods give us Joy. 

Clo. Amen, A Min may, if he were of a fearful Heart, 
ſtagger in this Atrempt ; for here we have no Temple but 
the Wood, no Aſſembly but Horn- beaſts. But what tho'? 
Courage. As Horns are odious, they are neceſſary. It i 
faid, many a Man knows no End of his Goods; right: mi 
ny a Man has good Horns, and knows no End of them. 


Well, that is the Dowry of his Wife, tis none of his ow! 


getting; Horns? even ſo oor Men alone — no, no, the 
nobleſt Deer hath them as huge as the Raſcal: Is the ſinęle 
Man therefore bleſſed? No. Asa wall'd Town is more wor 
thier than a Village, ſo is the Forchead of a married Ma 
more honourable than the bare Brow of a Batchelor ; and 
by how much Defence is better than no Skill, ſo much is: 
Horn more precious than to want. 
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Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text. 
Here comes Sir Oliver: Sir Oliver Mar-text, you are well 
met, Will you diſpatch us here under this Tree, or ſhall 
we go with you to your Chappel 

Sir Oli. Is there none here to give the Woman? 

Clo, J will not take her on Gift of any Man. 

Sr Oli, Truly ſhe muſt be given, or the Marriage is not 
lawful, 

Faq. Proceed, proceed! I'll give her. 

Clo. Good Even, good M. What ye call't: How do you 
Sir, you are very well met: Godild you for your laſt Com- 
pany, I am very glad to ſee you, even a Toy in Hand here 
Sir: Nay ; pray be covered. 

7aq. Will you be married, Motley? 

Clo. As the Ox hath his Bow, Sir, the Horſe his Curb, 
and the Falcon his Bells, fo Man bath his Defire; and as 
Pigeons bill, ſo Wedlock would be nibling. 

Jag. And will you, being a Man of your Breeding, be 
married under a Buſh like a Beggar? Get you to Church, 
and have a Prieſt that can tell you what Marriage is; 
this Fellow will but join you together as they join Wain- 
ſcot, then one of you will prove a ſhrunk Pannel, and like 
Timber, warp, warp. | 

Clo. I am not in the Mind, but I were better to be mar- 
ried of him than of another; for he is not like to marry me 
well; and not being well married, it will be a good Excuſe 
for me hereafier to leave my Wife. 

Faq. Go thou with me, 
And ler me counſel thee. 

Clo, Come, ſweet Audrey, 
We muſt be married, or we muſt live in bawdry : 
Farewel good Mr, Oliver; not O ſweet Oliver, O brave 
Oliver, leave me not behind thee : But wind away, be gone 
I fay, I will not to wedding with thee. 

Sir Oli. Tis no mattter; ne'er a fantaſtical Krave of them 
all ſhall out me out of my Calling. [ E xeunt. 
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SCOCEMNS IV. Vis 

Enter Roſalind and Celis. * 

Roſ. Never talk to me, I will weep. — 


Cel. Do I prethee, but yet have the Grace to conſider Foll 
that Tears do not become a Man, * 


Roſe. But have I not Cauſe to weep? Cor 
Cel. As good Cauſe as one would deſire, Af | 
Therefore weep. | Whon 
Roſ. His very Hair WM pride 


Is of the diſſembling Colour, 


Cel, Something browner than Judas's: That 


Marry, his Kiſſes are udass own Children. 8 
Roſ. I faith his Hair is of a good Colour. Betwe 


Cel, An excellent Colour: And t 
Your Cheſnut was ever the only Colour. Go he 

Roſ. And his Kiſſing is as full of Sanity, If you 
As the touch of holy Bread, Roſ 

Cel. He hath bought a pair of chaſte Lips of Diana, a Nun WU Th. 5 
of Winter's ſiſterhood Kiſſes not more religiouſly; the very Brin 
Ice of Chaſtity is in them, Fl pre 

Roſ. But why did he ſwear he would come this Morn- ; 
ing, and comes not? 

Cel. Nay, certainly there is no Truth in him. 

Roſ. Do you think fo? 

Cel. Yes, I think he is not a Pick-purſe, nor a Horſe- Sil, 
ſtealer; but for his Verity in Love, I do think him as con- day th; 


cave 28 2 corer'd Goblet, or a worm- eaten Nut. In bitt 
Roſ. Not true in Love? | Whoſe 
Cel. Yer, when he is in, but I think he is not in. Falls ne 
Roſe You have heard him ſwear downright he was: But fi 


Cel. Was, is not, is; beſides, the Oath of a Lover is ro Than! 
ſtronger than the Word of a Tapſter; they are both the 
Conſi mer of falſe Reckonings; he attends here in the Foteſt Phe, 
on the Duke your Father. I fly tl 

Roſ. I met the Duke Yeſterday, and had much queſtion Thou | 
with him: He askt me of what Parentage I was; I told bim Tis pr 
of as good as he; ſo he laugh'd, and let me go. But what That! 
talk we of Fathers, when there is ſuch a Man as Orlando Who f 
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Cel. O that's a brave Mao, he writes brave Verſes, ſpeaks 
brave Words, ſwears brave Oaths, and breaks them bravely, 
quite travers athwart the Heart of his Lover, as a puilny 


Tilter, that ſpurs his Horſe but on one Side, breaks his Sta 

like a noble Gooſe ; but all's brave that Youth mounts, and 

Folly guides: Who comes here? | 
Enter Corin. 

Cor. Miſtreſs and Maſter, you have oft eaquir'd 
After the Shepherd that complain'd of Love, 
Whom you ſaw fitting by me on the Turf, 
praiſing the proud diſdainful Shepherdeſs 
That was his Miſtreſs. 

Cel. Well, and what of him? .4 

Cor, If you will ſee a Pageant truly plaid 
Between the pale Complection of true Love, 

And the read Glow of Scorn and proud Diſdain; 
Go hence a little and I ſhall conduct you, 
If you will mark ir, 

Roſ. O come let us remove, 

The Sight of Lovers fegdeth thoſe in Love: 
Bring us to this Sight, and you ſhall ſay 
Ill prove a buſie Actor in their Play. 


SCENE V. 


Enter Silvius and Phebe. 

Sil. Sweet Phebe do not ſcorn me, do not, Phebe ; 
Nay that you love me not, but ſay not fo 
In bitterneſs; the common Executioner, 
Whoſe Heart th' accuſtom'd Sight of Death makes hard, 
Falls not the Ax upon the humbled Neck, | 
But firſt begs Pardon: Will you ſterner be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloody Drops? 

Enter Roſalind, Celia and Corin. 

Phe, I would not be thy Executioner, 
I fly thee, for I would not injure thee: 
Thou tell'ſt me there is Murther in mine Eyes; 
Tis pretty ſure, and very probable, 
That Eyes that are the frail'ſt and ſofteſt things, 
Who ſhut their coward Gates on Atomies, 
Sbould be call'd Tyrants, Butchers, Murtherers, 
Vor. II. N 
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Now, I do frown on thee with all my Heart, 
And if mine Eyes can wound, now let them kill thee: 
Now counterfeit to wound, Why now, fall down, 
Or if thou can'ſt not, oh for Shame, for Shame, 
Lie not, to ſay mine Eyes are Murtherers. 
Now ſhew the Wound mine Eye hath made in thee; 
Scratch thce but with a Pin, and there remains 
Some Scar of it; lean but upon a Ruſh, 
The Cicatrice and capable Impreſſure 
Thy Palm ſome Moment keeps: But now mine Eyes 
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not; 
Nor, I am ſurc, is there no ſuch force in Eyes 
That can do hurt. 

Sil, O dear Phebe, 
Tf ever, as that ever may be near, 
You met in ſome freſh Cheek the Power of Fancy, 
Then ſhall you know the Wounds inviſible 
That Love's keen Arrows make. 

Phe. But ttill that time 
Come thou not near me; and when that time comes, 
Afflict me with thy Mocks, pity me not, 
As *till that time I ſhall rot pity thee. 

Roſ. And why I pray you, who might be your Mother 
That you inſult, exult, and all at once 
Over the wretched? What though you have no Beauty, 
As, by my Faith, I ſce no more in you 
Than without Candle may go dark to Bed: 
Muſt you be therefore proud and pitileſs ? 
Why what means this? Why do you look on me ? 
I ſee no more in you than in the Ordinary 
Of Nature's Sale-work ? *ods my little Life, 
I think ſhe means to tangle mine Eyes too : 
No Faith, proud Miſtreſs, hope not after it, 
Tis not your inky Brows, your black ſilk Hair, 
Your bugle Eye- balls, nor your Cheek of Cream 
That can entame my Spirits to your Worſhip. 
You fooliſh Shepherd, wherefore do you follow her 
Like foggy South, puffing with Wind and Rain, 
You are a thouſand times a properer Man 
Than ſhe a Woman, Tis ſuch Fools as you 


I bat makes the World full of ill-favour'd Chidren: 1 
| L 
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Tis not her Glaſs, but you that flatters her, 

And out of you ſhe ſees her ſelf more proper 
Than any of her Lineaments can ſhow her. 

But Miſtreſs, know your ſelf, down on your Knees, 
And thank Heav'n, faſting, for a good Man's Love; 
For I mult cell you friendly in your Ear, 

Sell what you can, you are not for all Markets, 

Cry the Man Mercy, love him, take his Offer, 

Foul is moſt foul, being foul to be a Scoffecr : 

Fo take her to thee, Shepherd, fare you well. 

Phe, Sweet Youth, I pray you chide a Year together; 
I had rather hear you chide than this Man woo. 

Roſ. He's fall'n in love with your Foulneſs, and ſhe'll 
Fall in love with my Anger, If it be fo, as faſt 
As (he anſwers thee with frowning Looks, I'll ſauce 
Her with bitter Words: Why look you ſo upon me? 

Phe, For no Ill-will I bear you. 

Roſ. I pray you do not fall in love with me, | 
For I am falſer than Vows made in Wine = 
Befides, I like you not. If you will kaow my Houſe, 1 
'Tis at the Tuft of Olives, here hard by : 1 
Will you go, Siſter? Shepherd, ply her hard: q 
her Come Siſter; Shepherdeſs, look on him better, {| 
And be not proud; tho“ all the World could ſee, | ; 
', None could be ſo abus'd in Sight as he. N 

Come to our Flock. [ Exit, [ 

Phe. Deed Shepherd, now I find thy Saw of Might, 
Who ever lov'd, that lov'd not at firſt Sight? 

Sil. Sweet Phebe. 

Phe. Hah: What ſay'ſt thou, Silvias? 

Sil. Sweet Phebe, pity me. 

Phe, Why Lam ſorry for thee, gentle Silvins, 

Sil. Where-ever Sorrow is, Relief would be: 

If you do ſorrow at my Grief in Love, 
By giving Love, your Sorrow and my Grief 
Were both extermin'd. 

Phe, Thou haſt my Love; is act that neizhbourly ? 

Sil, T would have you. 

Phe, Why that were Covetouſneſs, 

Silvigs, the time war, that I hated thee; 
And yet it is not that I bear thee Love; 
N 2 _ 
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But ſince that thou canſt talk of Love ſo well, 

Thy Company, which erſt was irkſome to me, 

I will endure; and I'll employ thee too: 

But do not 1.ok for further Recompence, 

Than thine own Gladneſs that thou art imploy'd. 
Sil, So holy and ſo perfect is my Love, 

And ſuch a Poverty of Grace attends it, 

That I ſhall think it a moſt plenteous Crop 

To glean the broken Ears after the Man 

That the main Harveſt reaps: Loſe now and then 

A ſcattered Smile, and that ['ll live upon. 


Phe. Know'ſt thou the Youth that ſpoke to me e er while? 


Sil. Not very well, but I have met him oft, 
And he hath bought the Cottage and the Bounds 
That the old Carlot once was Maſter of. 

Phe. Think not I love him, tho? I ask for him; 
*Tis but a peeviſh Boy, yet he talks well, 

But what care I for Words? Yet Words do well, 
When he that ſpeaks them pleaſes thoſe that hear : 
It is a pretty Youth, not very pretty; 

But ſure he's proud, and yet his Pride becomes him; 
He'll make a proper Man; the beſt thing in him 

I; his Complexion; and faſter than his Tongue 
Did make Offence, his Eye did heal it up: 

He is not very tall, yet for his Years he's tall; 

His Leg is but fo ſo, and yet 'tis well; 

T1 here was a pretty Redneſs in his Lip, 

A little riper, and more luſty red 

Than that mix'd in his Cheek; 'twas juſt the Difference 
Betwixt the conſtant Red and mingled Damask. 
There be ſome Women, Silvius, had they mark'd him 
In Parcels as I did, would have gone near 

To fall in Love with him; but for my part 

I love him not, nor hate him not; and yet 

IJ have more Cauſe to hate him than to love him: 
For what had he to do to chide at me? 

He {aid mine Eyes were black, and my Hair black, 
And now I am remembred, ſcorn'd at me; 

I marvel why I 2n[wer'd not again, 

But that's all one; Omittance is no Quittat ce. 

11] write to him a very taunting Letter, 

And thou ſhalt bear it, wilt thou, Silvius? 
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Sil. Phebe, with all my Heart. 
Phe, I'll write it ſtraight; 
The Matter's in my Head, and in my Heart, 
I will be bitter with him, and paſſing ſhort: 
Go with me, Silvins. | Exennt. 


| 
_ 


r. SCEMES 


SCENE rhe Foreſt. 


Enter Roſalind, Celia and Jaques. 


Ja] Prithee, pretty Youth, let be better acquairted 
with thee, 

Roſ. They ſayſyou are a melancholly Fellow. 

Faq. I am fo; I do love it better than Laughing. 

Roſ. Thoſe that are in Extremity of either, are abomina- 
ble Fellows, and betray themſclves to every modern Cenſure, 
worſe than Drunkards. 

Faq. Why, tis good to be ſad, and ſay nothing. 

Ro, Why then 'tis good to be a Poſt. 

Jag. L have neither the Scholars Mclancholly, which is 
Emulation; nor the Muſicians, which is fantaſtical; nor the 
Courtiers, which is proud; nor the Soldiers, which is am- 
bitious; nor the Lawyers, which is political; nor the Ladies, 
which is nice; nor the Lovers, which is all theſe; but it is 
: Melancholly of mine own, compounded of many Simples, 
extracted from many Objects, and indeed the ſundiy Con- 
templations of Travels in which my often Rumination wraps 
me in a moſt humorous Sadneſs. 

Roſ. A Traveller! by my Faith you have great Reaſon 
to be ſad: I fear you have fold your own Lands, to ſee c- 
ther Mens; then, to have ſeen much, and to have nothing, is 
to have rich Eves and poor Hands, | 

Jag. Yes, 1 have gain'd Experience. 

Enter Orlando. 

Roſ. And your Experience makes vou ſad: I had rather 
have a Fool to make me merry, than Experience to t ałe me 
ſad, and to travel for it too. 


Oris. Good Day, and Happineſs, dear Roſalind. 
N 3 nts Jag. 


646 As you Like it. 


Faq. Nay, then God b'w'y you, and you talk in blut MW to 
Verſe. [Exi, WW Pit 

Koſ. Farewel, Monſieur Traveller; look you liſp, and ven cle- 
ſtrange Svits; diſable all the Benefits of your own Country; 
be out of love with your Nativity, and almoſt chide God 
for making you that Countenance you are, or I will ſcarce 
think you have ſwam in a Gondallo. Why how row Or. 
lando, where have you been all this while? You a Lover! 
And you ſerve me ſuch another Trick, never come in my 
Sight more. 
Orla. My fair Roſalind, I come within an Hour of ny 

Promiſe. 

Roſ. Break an Houi's Promiſe in Love? He that will di 
vide a Minute into a thouſand Parts, and break but a Pat 
of the thouſandth Part of a Minute in the Affairs of Love, it 
may be ſaid of him, that Cxpid hath clapt him ol 
Shoulder, but I'11 warrant him Heart-whole. 
Orla, Pardon me, dear Roſalind. 

Ro/. Nay, and you be ſo tardy, come no more in my 
Sight, I had as lief be woo'd of a Snail. 

Orla. Of a Snail? 

Roſ. Ay, of a Snail ; for tho' he comes ſlowly, he carrie 
his Houſe on his Head: A better Jointure, I think, than you 
make a Woman; beſides he brings his Deſtiny with him. 
Orla. What's that? 

Roſ; Why Horns; which ſuch as you are fain to behol- 
ding to your Wives for; but he comes armed in his For- 
tune, and prevents the Slinder of his Wife. 

Orla, Virtue is no Horn- maker; and my Roſalind is vi. 
tuous. | 

Roſ. And I am your Roſalind. | 

Cel, It pleaſes him to call you ſo; but he hath a Reſaln 
of a better Leer than you. 

| Roſi Come, woo me, woo me; for now I am in 2 Hoh. 
diy Humour, and like enough to conſent: What wou!! 
you ſay to me now, and I were your very, very A4 
lind. | 
Orla. I would kiſs before I ſpoke. 
Roſ. Nay, you were better ſpeak firſt, and when el 


were gravell'd for lack of ma ter, you might take Occalis 


(0 


and ask what 
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to kiſs. Very good Orators, when they are out, they will 
ſpit ; and for Lovers lacking, God warn us, matter, the 
cleanlieſt Shift is to kiſs, 

Orla. How if the Kiſs be denied? ) 
Ref; Then ſhe puts you to Entreaty, and there begins 
new Matter, 

Orla, Who could be out, being before his beloved Mi- 
ſtreſs | ®, 

Roſ. Marry that ſhould you if I were your Miſtreſs, or 1 
ſhould think my Honeſty ranker than my Wit. 

Orla. What, of my Suit? | 
: Roſ. Not out of your Apparrel, and yet out of your 

uit, 
Am not I your Roſalind? 

Orla, I take ſome Joy to ſay you are, becauſe I would be 
tilking of her. 

Roſ. Well, in her Perſon, I ſay I will not have ypu. 

Orla. Then in mine own Perſon I die. 

Roſ. No faith, die by Attorney ; the poor World is al- 
moſt ſix thouſand Years old, and in all this time there was 
not any Man died in his own Perſon, videlicet, in a Love 
Cauſe: Troilnus had his Brains daſh'd out with a Grecian 
Club, yet he did what he could to die before, and he isone 
of the Patteras of Love. Leander, he would have liv'd many 
a fair Year, tho* Hero had turn'd Nun, if it had not been for 
a hot Midſummer-night; for, good Youth, he went but 
forth to waſh in the Helleſpont, and being taken with the 
Cramp, was drown'd ; and the fooliſh Chroniclers of that 
Age found it was Hero of Seſtos. But theſe are all Lies, 
Men have died from time to time, and Worms have eaten 
them, but not for Love. c 

Orla, I would not have my right Reſalind of this Mind, 
for I proteſt her Frown might kill me. 

Roſ. By this Hand it will not kill a Flie; but come now 
| will be your Roſalind in a more coming-on Diſpoſition ; 
you will, I will grant it, 

Orla, Then love mc, Roſalind. 

Roſ. Yes Faith will I, Fridays and Saſurdayt, and all. 
Orla. And wilt thou have me ? 
Ref, Ay, and twenty ſuch. 


N 4 Orla. 
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Orla. What ſaiſt thou? 
Roſe. Are you not good? 
Orla. 1 hope ſo. 

Roſ. Why then, can one deſire too much of a good 
thing ? Come, Siſter, you ſhall be the Prieſt, and marry 
us. Give me your Hand, Orlando: What do you ſay 
Siſter. 

Orla. Pray thee marry us. 

Cel. J cannot ſay the Words, 

Roſ. Vou muſt begin, Will you Orlando. 

Cel. Go to; will you Orlando have to Wife this Boa 
lind ? | | 

Orla. I will, 

Roſ. But when. 

Orla. Why now, as faſt as ſhe can marry us. 

Roſ. Then you muſt ſay, I take thee Roſalind for 
Wife. 

Orla. I take thee Roſalind for Wife. 

Roſ. 1 might ask you for your Commiſhon, 

But I do take thee Orlando for my Husband : Th «© 
Girl goes beforethe Prieſt, and certainly a Woman's Thought 
runs before her Actions. 

Orla. So do all Thoughts; they are wing'd. 

Rof. Now tell me how lopg you would have her, after 
you have poſſeſt her | 

Orla. For ever and a Day. 

Roſ. Say a Day without the ever: No, no, Orlando, Men 
are April when thęy woo, December when they wed : Maids 
are May when they are Maids, but the Sky changes when 


they are Wives; I will be more j alous of thee than a Barbary 


Cock-Pigeon over his Hen, more clamorous than a Parrot a- 
gainſt Rain; more new-fangled thaa an Ape; more giddy in 
my Deſires than a Monkey; I will weep for nothing like 
Diana in the Fountair, and I will do that when you ate 
diſpos'd to be merry; I will laugh like a Hyen, and that 
when thou art inclin'd to ſleep. ; 

Orla. But will my Roſalind do ſo ? 

Roſ? By my Life ſhe will do as I do. 

Orla. O but ſhe is wiſe. 

Roſ. Or elſe ſhe could not have the Wit to do this; — 
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wiſer, the waywarder : Make the Doors upon a Woman's 
Wit, and it will out at the Caſement; ſhut that, and twill 
out at the Key-hole ; ſtop that, it will fly with the ſmoak 


out at the Chimney. 
Orla. A Man that had a Wife with ſuch a Wit, he 


fy, Wit whither wilt? 


might 


Roſ. Nay, you might keep that check for it, 'till you met 


your Wife's Wit going to your Neighbour's Bed. 


Orla. And what Wit could Wit have to excuſe that? 

Roſ. Marry to ſay, ſhe came to ſeek you there: You ſhall 
never find her without her Anſwer, unleſs you take her 
without her Tongue. O that Woman, that cannot make her 
fault her Hus band's occaſion, let her never nurſe her Child 


her ſelf, for ſhe will breed it like a Fool. 


Orla. For theſe two hours, Ro/alind, I will leave thee. 
Roſe Alas, dear Love, I cannot lack thee two hours. 
Orla, I muſt attend the Duke at Dinner, by two a Clock I 


will be with thee again. 


R'ſ. Ay, go your ways, go your ways ; I knew what you 
would prove, my Friends told me as much, and I thought 
no leſs; that flatttering Tongue of yours won me; tis but 
one caſt away, and ſo come Death : Two o'th' Clock is your 


hour ! 
Orla. Ay, ſweet Roſalind. 
Roſ. By my troth, and in good carneſt, and fo 


God 


mend me, and by all the pretty Oaths that are not dangerous, 
if you break one jor of your Promiſe, or come one minute 
behind your hour, I will think you the moſt pathetical Break- 
Promiſe, and the moſt hollow Lover, and the moſt unworthy 
of her you call Roſalind, that may be choſen out of the groſs 
Band of the Unfaithſul; therefore beware my Cenſure, and 


keep your Promile, 


Orla. With no leſs Religion, than if thou wert indeed 


my Roſalind ; ſo adieu. 


Koſ. Well, Time is the old Juſtice that examines all ſuck 
Offenders, and let Time try. Adieu. [ Exit Orla. 
Cel. You have ſimply miſus'd our Sex in your Love- prate: 
ve muſt have your Houblet and Hoſe pluck'd over your 


Head, and ſhew the World what the Bird hath 
Own Neſt, 7 


done to her 


25 
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Roſ; O Cox, Coz, Coz, my pretty little Cox, that thoy 
didſt know how many fathom deep I am in Love; but it cas 
bot be ſounded : My Affection hath an ur known bottom, 
bke the Bay of Portugal. 

Cel. Or rather bottomleſs, that as faſt as you pour Aff 
Rion in, it runs out. ; 


*  . Roſe. No, that fame wicked Baſtard of Venus, that wa 


begot of Thought, conceiv'd of Spleen, and born of Mid- 


neſs, that blind raſcally Boy, that abuſes every ones Eyes 
becauſe his own are out, let him be Judge, how deep! 
am in Love; Fll tell thee, Aliena, I cannot be out of the 
Gghr of Orlando: I'll go find a Shadow, and ſigh till he 
come. 

Cel. And Ill ſleep. 


SCENE II. 


| Enter Jaques, Lords, and Foreſters. 

Jag. Which is he that kill'd the Decr? 

Lord. Sir, it was I. - 

Faq. Let's preſent him to the Duke like a Roman Con- 
queror, and it would do well to ſer the Deer's Horns upon 
his Head, for a branch of Victory; have you no Song, Fo- 
reſter, for this purpoſe? 

For. Yes, Sir, | 
Fag. Sing it: Tis no matter how it be in tune, ſo it 

Make noiſe enough. 


Exeun. 


Muſick, Song. 
What ſhall he have that hill d the Deer? 


His Leather Sin and Horns to wear; 

Then ſing him home, the reſt ſhall bear this burthen; 
Take then no ſcorn to wear the Her 1, 
It was a Creſt cer thou waſh born, 
Thy Father's Father wore it, 

Aud thy Father bore it, 

The Horn, the Horn, the luſty Horn, 
1s net a thing to laugh to Scorn. [ Exeunt 
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Enter Roſalind and Celia. 


Roſ. How ſay you now, is it not paſt two a Clock? 1 
And here much Orlando. } 
Cel, I warrant you, with pure Love and troubled Brain 
| Enter Sylvius, f 
He hath ta'en his Bow and Arrows, and is gone forth | 
To ſleep: Look who comes here. | 
Hl. My Errand is to you, fair Youth, 
My gentle Phebe bid me give you this: | 
I know not the Contents, but, as I guels, 
By the ſtern Brow, and waſpiſh Action 
Which ſhe did uſe as ſhe was Writing of it, | 
It bears an angry tenure; pardon me, 
I am but as a guiltleſs Meſſenger, 
Roſe. Patience her ſelf would ſtartle at this Letter, 
And play the Swaggerer; bear this, bear all. 
She ſays I am not fair, that I lack Manners, 
She calls me proud, and that ſhe could not love me 
Were Man as rare as Phenix : *Od's my will, 
Her Love is not the Hare that I did hunt, 
Why writes ſhe ſo to me? Well, Shepherd, well, 
This is a Letter of your own device. 
Syl. No, I proteſt, I know not the Contents, 
Phebe did write it. 1 
Roſ. Come, come, you are a Fool, 
And turn'd into the extremity of Love. 
I faw her Hand, ſhe has a leather Hard, 
A Frec · ſtone coloured Hand; I verily did thick 
That her old Gloves were on, but *twas her Hands: 
She has a Huſwife's Hand, but that's no matter; 
I ſay, ſhe never did invent this Letter, | 
This is a Man's Invention, and his Hand. 
Hl. Sure it is hers, 
Roſ. Why, *tis a boiſterous and a cruel Stile, 
A Stile for Challengers; why, ſhe defies me, 
Like Turi to Chriſtian; Woman's gentle Brain 
Could not drop forth ſuch giant rude Invention, 
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Such Ethiop words, blacker in their Effet 
Than in their Countenance; will you hear the Letter ? 
Hl. So pleaſe you, for I never heard it yet; 
Yet heard too much of Phebe's Cruelty. 
Roſ. She Phebes me; mark how the Tyrant writes, 
Reads. Art thou God, to Shepherd turn d. 
That a Maiden's Heart hath burn'd? 
Can a Women rail thus, 
Sl. Call you this Railing ? 
Roſe [ Reads. | Why, thy Godhead laid apart, 
War'ſt thou with a Woman's Heart? 
Did you ever hear ſuch Railing? 
Whiles the Eye of Man did woo me, 
That could do no Vengeance to me, 
Meaning me à Beaſt. 
If the Scorn of your bright Eyne 
Have power to raiſe ſuch Love in mine, 
Alack,, in me, what ſtrange effect 
Would they work in mild Aspect? 
pile, you chide me, I did love, 
How then might your Prayers move? 
He that brings this Love to thee, 
Little knows that Love in me; 
And by him ſeal up thy Mind, 
Whether that thy Youth and Kind 
Will the faithful Offer take 
Of me, and all that I can make; 
Or elſe by him my Love deny, 
And then I'll tudy how to die. 
$yl. Call you this chiding ? 
Cel. Alas, poor Shepherd“ ts: | 
Roſe Do you pity him? No, he deſerves no pity : Wilt 
thou Ive ſuch a Woman? What to make thee an Inſtru- 
ment, and play falſe Strings upon thee? Not to be endures, 
Well, go your way to her, for I ſee Love hath made the 
a tame Snake, and ſay this to her, That if ſhe love me, I 
charge her to love thee: If ſhe will not, I will never have 
her, unleſs thou entreat for ber. If you be a true Love, 


hen cc, and rot a word; ſor here comes more Company 
| | [ Exit 5). 
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Enter Oliver. 

Oli. Good morrow, fair ones: Pray you, if you know, 
Where in the Purlews of this Foreſt ſands 
A Sheep-coat, fenc'd about with Olive-trees. 

Cel. Weſt of this place down in the Neighbour bottom, 
The rank of Oſiers, by the murmuring Stream 
Left on your Right-hand, bring you to the place; 
But at this hour the Houſe doth keep it elf, 
There's none within. 

Oli. If that an Eye may profit by a Tongue, 
Then ſhould I know you by Deſcription, 
Such Garments, and ſuch Years; The Boy is fair, 
Of female Favour, and beſtows himſelf 
Like a ripe Siſter: But the Woman low, 
And browner than her Brother. Are not you 
The Owner of the Houſe I did enquire for? 

Cel, It is no boaſt, being ask'd, to fay we are. 

Oli, Orlando doth commend him to you both, 
And to that Youth he calls his Roſalind, 
He ſends this bloody Napkin. Are you he? 

Roſe I am; what muſt we underſtand by this? 

Oli. Some of my Shame, if you will know of me 
What Man I am, and how, and why, and where 
This Handkerchief was ſtain'd. 

Cel. I pray you tell it. 

Oli, When laſt the young Orlando parted from you, 
He left a promiſe to return again 
Within an hour; and pacing through the Foreſt, 
Chewing the Food of ſweer and bitter Fancy, 
Lo what befel! he threw his Eye aſide, 
And mark what Object did preſent it ſelf 
Under an old Oak, whoſe Boughs were moſs'd with Age, 
And high Top bald with dry Antiquity ; 
A wretched ragged Man, o'er-grown with Hair, 
Lay ſlecping on his Back; about his Neck 
A green and gilded Snake had wreath'd it ſelf, 


| Who with her Head, nimble in threats, approach'd 


The opening of his Mouth; but ſuddenly 
Seeing Orlando, it unlink'd it ſelf, 
And with indented glides did ſlip away 
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Into a Buſh, under whoſe Buſhes ſhade 
| A Lioneſs, with Udders all drawa dry, 
Lay couching Head on Ground, with Catlike watch 
| When that the ſleeping Man ſhould ſtir; for tis 
The Royal Diſpoſition of that Beaſt 
To prey on nothing that doth ſeem as dead 
| This ſeen, Orlando did approach the Man, 
b And found it was his Brother, his elder Brother. 
| Cel. O I have heard him ſpeak of that ſame Brother, 
And he did render him the moſt unnatural, | 


; 


That liv'd amongſt Men. | 
] Oli. And well he might ſo do, 
| For well I know he was unnatural: 
Roſ. But to Orlando; did he leave him there 
Food to the ſuck'd and hungry Lioneſs: 
oli. Twice did he turn his Back, and purpos'd ſo: 
But Kindneſs nobler ever than Revenge, 
And Nature ſtronger than his juſt Occaſion, 
Made him give Battel to the Lioneſs: 
Who quickly fell before him, in which hurtling 
From miſerable Slumber I awak'd. 
Cel. Are you his Brother? 
Roſ. Was't you he reſcu'd ? 
Cel, Was't you that did ſo oft contrive to kill him? 
Oli. Twas I; but tis not I; I do not ſhame 
- To tell you what I was, ſince my Converſion 
So ſweetly taſtes, being the thing I am. 
Roſ. But for the bloody Napkin? 
Oli. By and by, 
When from the firſt to laſt, betwixt us two, 
Tears our recountments had moſt kindly bath'd, 
As how I came into that deſart Place. 
In brief, he led me to the gentle Duke, 
Who gave me freſh Ariay and Entertainment, 
Committing me unto my Brother's Love, 
Who led me inſtantly unto his Cave, 
There ſtrip'd himſelf, and here upon his Arm 
The Lioreſs had torn ſome Fleſh away, 
W hich all this while had bled; and now he fainted, 
Ard cry'd in fainting upon Roſalind, 


Biel, 
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Brief, I recover'd him, bound up his Wound, 
And after ſome ſmall ſpace, being ſtrong at Hearr, 
He ſent me hither, Stranger as I am, 
To tell this Story, that you might excuſe 
His broken Promiſe, and to give this Napkin, 
Dy'd in his Blood, unto the Shepherd Youth, 
That he in ſport doth call his Roſalind , | 
Cel. Why, how now Ganimed, ſweet Gasimad ? 
Oli, Many will ſwoon when they do look on Blood. 
Cel. There is no more in it: Couſin Ganimed! 
Oli, Look, he recovers. 
Roſ. I would I were at home. 
Cel. We'll lead you thither. 
I pray you take him by the Arm, 
Oli, Be of good cheer, Youth; you a Man? 
You lack a Man's Heart, 
Ref. I do fo, I confels it. 
Ah, Sirra, a body would think this was well counterfeited, 
I pray you tell your Brother how well 1 counterfeited : 
Heigh- ho. 
Oli. This was not counterfeit, there is too great Teſti- 
mony in your Complexion, that it was paſſion of Earneſt. | 
Ref, Counterfeit, I aſſure you. | 
Oli, Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit to be 
a Man, 
Roſ. So I do: But i'faith, I ſhould have been a Woman 
by right. 
Cel, Come, you look paler and paler; pray you draw 
homewards; good Sir, go with us. 
Oli, That will I; for 1 muſt bear anſwer back. 
How you excuſe my Brother, Roſalind. 
Roſ. I ſhall deviſe ſomething; but I pray you commend 
my counterfeiting to him: Will you go ? [| Exeunt. 


| 
' 
/ 
| 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 
SCENE the Foreſt. 


Enter Clown and Audrey. 


Clo. E ſhall find a time, Audrey; patience, gentle 
Audrey. | | 
And. Faith the Prieſt was good enough, for all the old 


Gentleman's ſaying, 
Clo. A moſt wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey, a moſt vile Aa. 


text. But Audrey, there is a Youth here in the Foreſt l 


claim to you. 
Aud. Ay, I know who tis; he hath no Intereſt in me in Clo, 


the World; here comes the Man you mean, Clou. 

Enter William. __ 

Clo. It is Meat and Drink to me to ſee a Clown; by my MW” the 

troth, we that have good Wits have much to anſwer for: 12 
* 


ve ſhall be flouting; we cannot hold. 
Will. Good Ev'n, Audrey. thee a) 
And, God ye good Ev'n, Wilkam. Bonda 


- Will, And good Evn to you, Sir, or in s 
Clo, Good Ev'n, gentle Friend. Cover thy Head, cover - thy 
ays; 


thy Head; nay, prethee be cover d. How old are you, 

Friend? | 

Will, Five and twenty, Sir. Will 
Clo. A ripe Age: Is thy Name William? 


Will. William, Sir. Cor, 
Clo. A fair Name. Was't born i' th? Foreſt here? ey 
Will, Ay, Sir, 1 thank God. . Clo, 
| Cle. Thank God: A good Anſwer: dev wen 
Art Rich? 
Will. Faith, Sir, ſo, ſo. | 
Clo. So, ſo, is good, very good, very excellent good; and 
yet it is not; it is but ſo, ſo, Orla 
Art thou wiſe? Would 
Will. Ay, Sir, I have a pretty Wit. And lo- 


Clo, Why, thou ſay'ſt well: I do now remember a Sy- Hou per 
ing, The Fool doth thi: k he is wiſe, but the Wiſe Mu Ol. 


knows himſelf to be a Fool, The Heathea Philoſophes {Poverty 
| win Yo. 
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when he had a Deſire to eat a Grape, would open his Lips 
when he put it into his Mouth, meaning thereby, that 
Grapes were made to eat, and Lips to open. ah ke 
You do love this Maid ? | 

Mill. I do, Sir. 

Clo. Give me your Hand: Art thou learned? 

Will. No, Sir. 

Clo. Then learn this of me; To have, is to have. For it ig 
Figure in Rhetorick, that Drink being poured out of a 
Cup into a Glaſs, by filling the one doth empty the other. 
For all your Writers do conſent, that ipſe is he: Now you 
are not ipſe; for I am he. | | 7 

Will, Which he, Sir? | | 

Clo. He, Sir, that muſt marry this Woman; therefore you 
Clown, abandon ; which is in the Vulgar, leave the Socicty ; 
which in the Booriſh, is Company, of this Female; which 
7 my in the Common, is Woman; which rogether, is, abandon the 

, Wociety of this Female; or, Clown, thou periſheſt; or to 


for thy better Underſtanding, dieſt; or, to wit, I kill thee, make 
thee away, ta- ſlate thy Life into Death, thy Liberty into 
Bondage; I will deal in Poyſon with thee, or in Baſt inado, 
or in Steel; I will bandy with thee in Faction, I will o'er- 
cover run thee with Policy, I will kill thee a hundred and fifty 


you, % therefore tremble and depart, 
Aud. Do, good William. | 
IWill. God reſt you merry, Sir. [ Exit, 
Enter Corin. 5 
Cor, Our Maſter and Miſtreſs ſc ek you; come away, 2 


Way. | 
Clo, Trip Audrey, trip Audrey; I attend, 
[ attend, 1 g Exgunt. 
SCENE II. 
|; and Enter Orlando and Oliver. 


Orla. Ist poſſible, that on ſo little Acquaintancę you 
mould like her? That, but ſeeing, you ſhould love her? 
And loving, woo? and woving, ſhe ſhould grant? Ard will 
Say- Nou perſevere to enjoy her? GEN 
Ma WW O. Neither call the Giddin«fſ; of it in queſtior, the 
opher, MPoverty of her, the ſmall Acquaintance, my ſudden Wootng, 
wap Yor. IL O | nor 
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nor her ſudden conſenting; but ſay with me, I love Alien 
ſay with her, that ſhe loves me; conſent with both, that ut 
may enjoy eachother; it ſhall be tv your good: For my F. 
ther's Houſe, and all the Revenue, that was old Sir Key. 
land's, will 1 <ſtate upon you, and here live and die a She 
herd. 


: Enter Roſalind. 

Orla. You have my Conſent, 

Let your Wedding be to Morrow ; thither will I 
Invite the Duke, and all's cootented Followers: 
Go you, and prepare Aliena; for look you, 

Here comes my Roſalind. | 

Reſ. God ſave you, Brother. 

Orla. And you, fair Siſter. 

Roſ. Oh my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to ſce thie 
wear thy Heart in a Scarf. 

Orla. It is my Arm. | 

Roſe I thought thy Heart had been wounded with the 
Claws of a Lion. 

Orla. Wounded it 13, but with the Eyes of a Lady. 

Roſ. Did your Brother tell you how I counter ſeited to 
ſwound, when he ſhew'd me your Handkerchief? 

Orla. Ay, and greater Wonders than that. 

Koſi O, I know where you are: Nay, tis true: Ther! 
was never any thing ſo ſudder, but the Fight of two Ran, 
and Cæſar's Thraſonical Brag, of, I came, ſaw, and over 
came: For yo, Brother, and my Siſter, no ſooner met, but 
they look'd; no ſooner look'd, but they lov'd; no ſcorer 
Jo vd, but they ſigh'd; no ſooner ſigh'd, but they ask'd ore 
another the Reaſon; no ſooner knew the Reaſon, but the 
fought the Remedy; and in theſe Degrees have they made 
a Pair of Stairs to Marriage, which they will climb incos 
tinent, or elſe be incontinent before Marriage; they are 
the very Wrath of Love, and they will together, Clan 
cannot part them. | | 

Orla, They ſhall be married to Morrow ; and I will bid 
the Duke to the Nuptial. But O, how bitter a thing it 
to lock into Happineſ through another Man's Eycs ; by 0 
much the more ſhall I to Morrow be at the Height ot Hein 
Heavineſs, by how much I ſhall think my Brother hop) 
in having what he wiſhes fo, 2 

UL 


Ro) 
Roſal, 
Ort 
Ko / 
Know 
know 
this, . 
inſomi 
for a f 
2 Belit 
me, | 
I have, 
Clan, n 
you de 
cries it 
marry | 
driven, 
conven 
Human 


the 
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Roſ. Why then to Morrow I cannor ſerve your Turn for 
Roſalind? 4 . 

Orla, I can live no longer by thinking. 

Roſe I will weary you then no longer with idle Talking. 
Know of me then, for now I ſpeak to ſome purpoſe, that I 
know you are a Gentleman of good Conceit, I ſpeak not 
this, that you ſhould bear a good Opinion of my Knowledge; 
inſomuch, I ſay, I know what you are; neither do I labour 
for a greater Eſteem than may in ſome little Meaſure draw 
a Belief from you to do your {elf good, and not to grace 
me. Believe then, if you pleaſe, that I can do ſtrange things; 
I have, ſince I was three Years old, converſt with a Magi - 
cian, moſt profound in his Art, and yet not damnable. If 
you do love Reſalind ſo near the Heart, as your Geſture 
cries it out, when your Brother marries Aliena you ſhall 
marry her. I know into what Streights of Fortune ſhe is 
driven, and it is not impoſſible to me, if it appear not in- 
convenient to you, to ſet her before your Eyes to Morrow; 
Human as ſhe is, and without any Danger. 

Orla, Speak'ſt thou in ſober Meanings? 

Roſ. By my Life I do, which I tender dearly, tho' I ay 
I am a Magician: Therefore put you in your beſt Array, 
bid your Friends: For if you will be married ro Morrow, 
you ſhall, and to Roſalend, if you will. 


Emer Silvius and Phebe. 


Look, here comes a Lover of mine, and a Lover of hers. 
Phe. Youth, you have done me much ungentlereſs, 

To ſhew the Letter that I writ to you. 

Ref. I care not if I have: It is wy Study 

To ſeem deſpiteful and ungentle to you: 

You are there follow 'd by a faithful Shepherd; 

Look upon him, love him; he worſhips you. 
Phe. Goo Shepherd, tell this Yourh what tis to love. 
Sil, It is to be made all of Sighs and Tears, 

And ſo am J for Phebe. 

Phe, And I for Gaximed. 
Orla, And I for Roſalind. 
Reſ. And I for no Woman. 
Sil. It is to be made all of Faith and Service; 
And ſo am I for Phebe. 1 
. O 2 Phe, 
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Phe. And I for Ganimed. 

Orla. And | for Roſalind. 

Roſ. And I for no Woman, 

Sil. Itis to be all made of Fantaſies 
All made of Paſſion, and all made of Wiſhes. 
All Adoration, Duty and Obſervance, 
All Humbleneſs, all Patience, and Impatience, 
All Purity, all Trial, all Obſervance; 
Ard ſo am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And ſo am I for Ganimed. 

Orla. And ſo am I for Roſalind. 


Roſ. And ſo am I for no Woman. , 

Phe. If this be fo, why blame you me to love you? 

Sil. If this be ſo, why blame you me to love you? 0 

Orla, If this be ſo, why blame you me to love you! 

Roſ. Who do you ſpeak to, Why blame you met } 
love you ? 0 


Ora. To her that is not here, nor doth not hear. 

Roſ. Pray you no more of this; *tis like the Howling © 
Iriſh Wolves againſt the Moon; I will help you if I can;l 
would love you if I could: To Morrow meet me all tog 
ther; I will marry you, if ever I marry Woman, and [ 


be married to Morrow; I will ſatisfy you, if ever I ſatisfy ? 
Man, and you ſha'l be married to Le ; I will content 
you, if what pleaſes you contents you, and you ſhall be - 
married to Morrow. As you love Roſalind meet, as yl 
loye Phebe meet, and as I love no Woman, I'll meet. 8 
fare you well; I have left you Commands, 4 
Sil. I'll not fail, if I live. 
Phe. Nor I. 4 
Orla. Nor J. Extun. 
SCENE IL 3 
| atter 17 
Enter Clown and Audrey. | 1 Pag 
| dur time 
Clo. To Morrow is the joyful Day, Audrey: to Mono de. B 
will we be married. | cha f. 
Aud. 1 do defire it with all my Heart; and I hope it ¶ Voices. 


ro diſhoneſt Deſire, to deſiie to be a Woman of the World 
Heile ccme two of the baniſh'd Duke's Pages, . 
Py 
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Enter two Pages. 


1 Page, Well met, haneſt Gentleman. I 
Co, By my troth well met: come, fit, fit, and a Song, by 
2 Page, We are for you, fit i'th* middle, Vi 
1 Page, Shall weclap into't rourdly, without hauking, or 4 
pitting, or ſaying we are hoarſe, which are the only Pro- F 
ues to a bad Voice, . 
; Page. L faith, i faith, and both in a Tune, like two Gypſies 11 
n a Horſe. 
SONG. 


It was a Lover and his Laſi, 
With a hey, anda ho, and a hey nonino, 
That o'er the green Corm-field did paſs 


u In the Spring time; the ouly pretty rang time, 

ne to When Birds do ſing, hey ding a ding, ding. 
Sweet Lovers love the Spring. 

ng of Aud therefore take the preſent time, 

a0 With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino; 

tog. For Love is crouned with the prime, 

d NI In the Spring time, &c. 

10 Between the Acres of the Rye, 

nent With a hey. and à ho, and a hey nonino; 

al be Theſe pretty Country <folks would lye, 

| by In the Spring time, &c. 


xe"! 


e It | 
Vorl. 


Co, Truly young Gentlemen, though there wis no great 

atter in the ditty, yet the Note was very untunable. 

1 Page, You are deceiv'd, Sir, we kept time, we left not 

dur time, } 
Co, By my troth, yes: I count it but time Joſt to heat 

ch a fooliſh Song. God b'w*y you, znd God mend your 

Voices. Come, Audrey. 


The Carrol they began that hour, 

With a hey and a ho, and a hey nonino; 
How that a Life was but a Flower, 

In the Spring time, &c. 


FE xennt, 


O 3 SCENE 
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SCENE IVV. 
Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, Jaques, Orlando, Oliver, 
and Celia. 


Duke Sen. Doſt thou believe, Orlando, that the Boy 
Can do all this that he hath promiſed ? 

Orla. I ſometimes do believe, and ſometimes do not; 
As thoſe that fear they hope, and know they fear. 

Euter Roſalind, Sylvius, and Phebe. 

Roſ. Patience once more, whiles our Compact is urg'd: 
You ſay, if I bring in your Reſalind, 
You will beſtow her on Orlando here? 

Dake Sen. That would I, had I Kingdoms togive with her: 

Roſ. And you ſay you will have her when [I bring her? 

[ To. Orlardo, 

Orla, That would I, were I of all Kingdoms King. 

Roſ. You ſay you'll Marry me, if I be willing, | To Phe, 

Phe. That will I, ſhould I die the hour after, 

Roſ. But if you do refuſe to marry me, 

You'll give your ſelf to this molt faithful Shepherd. 

Phe. So is the Bargain, | 

Roſ: You ſay, that you'll have Phebe, if ſhe will? | To Syl, 

Syl, Tho' to have her and Death were both one thing. 

Roſe I have promis'd to make all this matter even; 

K:ep you your word, O Duke, to give your Daughter; 

You, yours, Orlando, to receive his Daughter: 

Keep you your word, Phebe, that you'i] marry me; 

Oc elle refuſing me, to wed this Shepherd. 

Keep your word, Sylvius that you'll marry her, 

If the refuſe me; and from hence I go 

To make theſe Doubts all even, [Exit Roſ. aud Cells. 
Duke Sen. I do remember in this Shepherd-Boy, 

Some lively touches of my Danghter's Favour. 

Orla. My Lord, the firſt time that I ever ſaw him, 

Methought he was a Brother to your Daughter; 
Bur, my goed Lord, this Boy is Foreſt born, 
And hath been tutor'd in the Rudiments 

Of many deſperate Stucics by his Uncle, 
Who he reports to be a gieat Magician, 
Enter Clown and Audrey. 


Obſcured in the Circle of this Foreſt. Jays 


[To the Dake, 


7 aq, 
Quarre 

Clo. 
more ſc 
certai 
Beard v 
czlbdut 
Was we 
himſelf 
not wel 
Reply 
wer, 
If again, 


ella. 
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Jag. There is ſure another Flood toward, and theſe Cou- 


ples are coming to the Ark. Here comes à pair of very 


ſtrange Beaſts, which in all Tongues are call'd Fools. 
Clo, Salutation and Greeting to you all. 


Faq. Good my Lord, bid him welcome. This is the 


Motley- minded Gentleman that I have {ov often met in the 
Foreſt : He hath been a Courtier he ſwears. 
Clo, If any Man doubt that, let him put me to my Purga- 


tion; I have trod a Meaſure, I have flatter'd a Lady, I have 


been politick with my Friend, ſmooth with mine Enemy, | 
have undone three Tailors, I have had four Quarrels, and 
like to have fought one. 

Faq. And how was that ta'en up? 

Clo, Faith we met, and found the Quarrel was upon the 
ſeventh Cauſe, | 

Jag. How the ſeventh Cauſe ? Good my Lord, like 
this Fellow. 

Dake Sex. I like him very very well. 

Clo, God'ild you, Sir, I defire you of the like: I preſs in 
here, Sir, amongſt the reſt of the Country Copularives, to 
ſwear, and to forſwear, according as Marriage inds, and 
Blood breaks: A poor Virgin, Sir, an il-favour'd thing, Sir, 
but mine own, a poor Humour of mine, Sir, to take that 
that no Man elſe will. Rich Honeſty davells like a Miſer, 
dir, in a poor Houſe, as your Pearl in your Oyſter, 

Dake Sen, By my Faith, he is very ſwiſt and ſententious. 

C/o. According to the Fool's bolt, Sir, and ſuch dulcet 
Diſeaſes, | 

Jag. But for the ſeventh Cauſe ; how did you find the 
Quarrel on the ſeventh Cauſe? 

Clo. Upon a Lie ſeven rimes removed ; (bear your Body 
more ſeeming, Audrey) as thus, Sir; I did diſlike the Cur of 
a certain Courtier's Beard; he ſent me word, If I ſaid his 
Beard was not cut well, he was in the mind it was : This is 
Gll'd the Retort Coutteous. If I ſent him wo.d again, it 
was well cut, he would ſend me word, he cut it to pleaſe 
bimſelf. This is call'd the Quip Modeſt, If again, it was 
nt well cut, he diſabled my Judgment: This is call'd the 
Reply Churliſh. If again, it was not well cut, he would 
wer, I ſpake not true: This is call'd the Reproof Valiant. 
If again, it was not well cut, he would ſiy, 1 lie : This is 


O 4 call 
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call'd the Countercheck Quarrelſome; And ſo the Lie Cir. 
cumſtantial, and the Lie Direct. ne; 

Faq. And how oft did you ſay his Beard was not well 
cut | 
. I durſt go no further than the Lie Circumſtantial; 
nor he durſt not give me the Lie Direct; and ſo wemeaſur'd 
Swords, and parted. 3 

Jag. Can you nominate in order now the degrees of the 
Lie? 

Clo. O, Sir, we quarrel in Print, by the Book; as you 
have Books for good Manners. Iwill name you the Degrees, 
The firſt, the Retort Courteous; the ſecond, the Quip Mo- 
deſt; the third, the Reply Churliſh; the fourth, the Re- 
provf Valiant; the fifth, the Countercheck Quarrelſome; 
the ſixth, the Lie With Circumftance; the ſeventh; the Lie 
Direct. All theſe you n ay avoid, but the Lie direct; and 

ou may avoid that too, with an If. I knew when ſeven 
Juſtices could not take up a Quarre, but when the Parties 
were met themſelves, one of them thought but of an If; as, 
If you ſaid fo, then I faid fo; and they ſhook Hands, and 
ſwore Brothers, Your If is the only Peace-maker ; much 
virtue :n If. 

Faq. Is not this a rare Fellow, my Lord? He's good at 
any thing, and yet a Fol. +; 

Dube Sen. He uſes his Folly like a Stalking-Horſe, and un- 
der the Preſentation of that he ſhoors his Wit. | 


Enter Hymen, Roſalind in Woman's Gothe, and Celia. 
Still Muſick. | 


Hym. Then is there Mirth in Heav'n, 

When earthly things made even 
Alone together. 

Good Duke receive thy Daughter, 
Hymen from Heavy u brought her, 
f Tea, brought her hither, 
That thou might'ſt join her hand with his, 
Wheſe Heart within his Boſom is. 


Ref. To you I give my ſelf; for I am yours. To the Dulg, 
To you I give my ſelf; for I am yours. | To Orlando. 
Due Sen. If there be truth in ſight, you are my Dau 
Orla. 


ke, 
ndo. 
liter, 


Wide 


Orla. If there be truth in fight, you are my Roſalind. 


Phe. If ſight and ſhape be true, why then my Love adieu 


Roſ. L Il have no Father, if you be nat he; 
I'll have no Husband, if you be not he; 
Nor n'eer wed Woman, if you be not ſhe. 
m. Peace hoa ; I bar Confuſion : 
'Tis I muſt make concluſion 
Of theſe moſt ſtrange Events: 

Here's eight that muſt take Hands, 
To join in Hymen's Bands, 

If Truth holds true Contents. 

You and you no Croſs ſhall part; 
You and you are Heait in Heart; 
You to his Love mult accord, 

Ot have a Woman to your Lord. 
You and you are ſure together, 

As the Winter to foul Weather: 

W hiles a Wedlock Hymn we ling, 
Feed your ſelves with queſtioning: 
That Reaſon, Wonder may diminiſh, 
How thus me met, and theſe things finiſh, 


SONG. 


Wedding is great Juno's Crown, 
O bleſſed Bond of Board and Bed! 
is Hymen Peoples ev'ry Town, 
High Wedlock then be honoured : 
Honour, high Honour and Renown 
To Hymen, God of every Town. 


| Dake Sen. O my dear Neice, welcome thou art to me, 
Even Daughter, welcome, in no leſs degree. 

Phe. I will not eat my word, now thou art mine 
Thy Faith, my Fancy to thee doth combine. 

| Enter Jaques de Boyes. 

Jag. de B. Let me have audience for a word or two: 
l am the ſecond Son of old Sir Rowland, 
That bring theſe tidings to this fair Aſſembly, 
Duke Frederick hearing how that every day 
Men of great Worth reſorted to this Foreſt, 
Addiels'd a mighty Power which were on foot 


Tn 
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In his own Conduct, purpoſely to take 

His Brother here, and put him to the Sword: 
And to the Skirts of this wild Wood he came, 
Where meeting with an old Religious Man, 
After ſome queſtion with him, was converted 
Both from his Enterprize, and from the Wor'd log 


His Crown bequeathing to his baniſh'd Brother, tru 
And all their Lands reſtor'd to them again W. 
That were with him Exil'd. This to be true, bet 
I do engage my Life. in 
Duke Sen. Welcome, young Man: — 

i 


Thou offer'ſt fairly to thy Brothers Wedding; 
To one his Lands with-held, and to the other My 


A Land it ſelf at large, a potent Dukedom, I c 
Firſt, in this Foreſt, let us do thoſe Ends to 

That here were well begun, and well begot: you 
And after, every of this happy Number Cel 
T hat have endur'd ſhrewd Days and Nights with us twe 
Shall ſhare the good of our returned Fortune, a N 
According to the meaſure of their States. ple: 
Mean time, forget this new-fall'n Dignity, fy'd 
And fall into our Ruſtick Revelry - F 


Play Muſick, and you Brides and Bridegrooms all, 
With Meaſure heap'd in Joy, to th'Meaſurers fall, 
Fag. Sir, by your patience : If I heard you rightly, 
The Duke hath put on a Religious Life, 
And thrown into neglect the pompous Court. 
Fag. de B. He hath, 
Faq. To him will I: Out of theſe Convertites 
There is much matter to be heard and learn'd. 
You to your former Honours I bequeath, [To the Dube 
Your Patience, and your Virtue well deſerves it : 
You to a Love that your true Fairh doth merit; | To Orla, 
You to your Land, and Love, and great Allies; {7o Oli. 
- You to a long and well-deſerved Bed; Io Syl. 
And you to Wrangling ; for thy loving Voyage To the Clown. 
Is but for two Months victualbd: So to your Pleaſures: 
Jam for other than for Dancing Meaſures, 
* Dake Sen. Stay, Jaques, ſtay. 
Fag. To ſee no Pattime, I: What you would have, 
I'll ſtzy to know at your abandon'd Cave, [Exit 
i | Dube. 
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Duke Sen. Proceed, proceed, we will begin theſe Rites? 
As we do truſt they'll end in true Delights. 

Roſe It is not the Faſhion to ſee the Lady the Epilogue; 
but it is no more unhandſome than to ſee the Lord the Pro- 
logue. If it be true, that good Mine needs no Buſh, tis 
true, that a good Play needs no Epilogue. Yet to good 
Wine they do uſe good Buſh+ts; and good Plays prove the 
better by the help of good Epilogues. What a caſe am [ 
in then, that am neither a good Epilogue, nor cannot inſi- 
nuate with you in the behalf of a good Play ? I am not fur- 
niſh'd like a Beggar; therefore to beg will not become me. 
My way is to Conjure you, and I'll begin with the Women, 
I charge you, O Women, for the love you bear to Men, 
to like as much of this Play as pleaſes you : And I charge 
you, O Men, for the love you bear to Women, as I per- 
ceive by your Simpring, none of you hates them, that be- 
tween you and the Women, the Play may pleaſe. If I were 
a Woman, I would kiſs as many of yeu as had Beards that 
pleas'd me, Complexions that lik'd me, and Breaths that I de- 
fy'd not: And, I am ſure, as many as have good Beards, or 
good Faces, or ſweet Breaths, will for my kind Offer, when 
make Courtſie, bid me farewel. Exeunt. 
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- Vancentio, an old Gentleman of Pila. 


SCENE in the latter End of the third, and} 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Lord, before whom the Play is ſuppos'd to be 
plaid. 
eee Sly, a drunken Tinker. 


Hoſteſs 


attending on the Lord. 
The Perſons of the Play it ſelf are 
Baptiſta, Father to Katharina z Biancha, very 


rich. 


Lucentio, Son to Vincentio, in Love with Biancha. 
Petruchio, 4 Gentleman of Verona, 4 Suitor 10 
Katharina 


Gremio, 
Hortenſio, * Pretenders to Biancha. 


Tranio, 5 ervants to Lucentio. 


Grumio, Jer — to Petruchio. 

Pedant, an old Fellow ſet up to perſonate Vin- 
centio 

Katharina, the Shrew. 

Biancha, her Suiſter. 


Widow. 
Taylor, Haberdaſbers, with Seruents attending on 


Baptiſta and Petruchio. 


beginning of the fourth A in Perruchio's 
Houſe in the Conutry ; for the reſt of the Play 


in Padua. 
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ACTLI SCENE I. 


Enter Hoſteſs and Sly. 


SLI. 


ILL pheeze you, in Faith. 
TH Hoſt, A Pair of Stocks, ycu Rogue. 
38 Sly. Y'are a Baggage; the Slies are no 
= Rogues. Look in the Chronicles, we came 
1 with Richard Conqueror; therefore Paucus 
pallabris, let the World {lide : Seſſa. | 
Hoſt. You will not pay for the Glaſſes you have burſts 
Sly. No, not a Deniere: Go by S. Feronimy, go to thy 
cold Bed, and warm thee, 
Hoſt. I know my Remedy; I muſt go fetch the Head» 
borough. | Exit. 
Shy. Third, or fourth, or fifch Borough, I'll anſwer him by 
Law; I'il not budge an Inch, Boy; let him come, and kind- 


ly. | Falls aſleep. 
Wind Horns, Enter a Lord from Hunting, with a Train, 


Lord. Huntſman, I charge thee tender well my Hounds, 
Brach Merriman, the goor Cur is imboſt, 
And couple Clewder with the deep-mouth'd Brach. 
Szw'ſt thou not, Boy, how Silver made it good 
At the Hedge Corner, in the coldeſt Fault; 
| would not loſe the Dog for twenty Pound. 
Hun, Why, Belmar is as good as he, my Lord; 
He cried upon it at the meereſt Los, 
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And twice to Day pick'd out the dulleſt Scent : 
Truſt me, I rake him for the better Dog. 
Lord. Thou art a Fool, if Eccho were as fleet, 
I would eſteem him worth a Dozen ſuch. 
But ſup them well, and look unto them all, 
To Morrow I intendto hunt again. 
Hun. I will, my Lord. fy 
Lord. What's here? one Dead, or Drunk? See, doth he 
| breathe? SR 
2 Hun. He breathes, my Lord. Were he not warm d with 
Ale, this were a Bed but cold to ſleep ſo ſoundly. 
Lord. O monſtrous Beaſt! how like a Swine he lyes ! 
Grim Death, how foul and loathſome is thine Image! 
Sirs, I will pradt iſe on this drunken Man. 
What think you if he were convey'd to Bed, 
Wrapt in ſweet Cloaths: Rings put upon his Finger; 
A moſt delicious Banquet by his Bed, 
Ard. brave Attendants near him when he wakes; 
Would not the Beggar then forget himſelf? 
1 Hun. Believe me, Lord, I think he cannot chuſe. 
2 Hun. It would ſeem ſtrange unto him when he wald. 
Lord. Even as a flatt'ring Dream, or worthleſs Fancy. 
Then take him up, and manage well the Jeſt: 
Carry him gently to my faireſt Chamber, 
And hang it round with all my wanton Pictures; 
Ba'm his foul Head in warm diſtilled Waters, | 
And burn ſweet Wood to make the Lodging ſweet. 
Procure me Muſick ready when he wakes, 
To make a Dulcet and a Heav'nly Sound; 
And if he chance to ſpeak, be ready ſtraight, 
And with a low ſubmiſſive Reverence, 
Say, what is it your Honour will command; 
Let one attend him with a ſilver Baſon 
Full of Roſe-water, and beſtrew'd with Flowers, 
Another bear the Ewer; a third a Diaper, 
And ſay, will plcaſe your Lordſhip cool your Hands} | 
Some one be ready with a coſt'y Suir, 
And ask him what Apparel he will wear; 
Another tel! him of his Hounds and Horſe, 
Apd that his Lady mourns at his Diſeaſe; 
Periuade him th. t he hath tcen Lunatick, 
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And when he ſays he is poor, ſay that he dreams, 
For he is nothing but a mighty Lord : 
This do, and do it kindly, gentle Sirs; 
It will be Paſtime paſſing excellent, 
If it be husbanded with Modeſty. 
1 Hun. My Lord, I warrant you we will play our Part, 
As he ſhail think by our true Diligence, 
He is no leſs than what we fay he is. 
Lord, Take him up gently, and to bed with him; 
And each one to his Office when he wakes. 
Sound Trumpets. 
Sirrah, go ſee what Trumpet 'tis that ſounds, 
Belike ſome noble Gentleman that means, 
Travelling ſome Journey, to repoſe him. here. 
| Enter Servant. 
How now? Who is it? | 
Sr, An't pleaſe your Honour, Players | 
That offer Service to your Lordſhip. - 
Lord. Bid them come near: 
Enter Players. 
Now Fellows, you are welcome. 
Play. We thank your Honour, 
Lord. Do you intend to ſtay with me to Night? 
2 Play. So pleaſe your Lordſhip to accept our Duty. 
Lord. With all my Heart, This Fellow I remember, 
dince once he play'd a Farmer's eldeſt Son; 
Twas where you woo'd the Gentlewoman ſo well: 
I have forgot your Name; but ſure that Part | 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform'd. 
Sim. I think 'twas Soto that your Honour means. 
Lord, Tis very true, thou didſt it excellent: 
Well, you are come to me in happy time, 
The rather for I have ſome Sport in Hand, 
Wherein your Cunning can aſſiſt me much. 
There is a Lord will hear you play to Night; 
But I am doubtful of your Modeſties, 
Leſt over eying of his odd Behaviour, 
(for yet his Honour never heard a Play,) 
You break into ſome merry Paſſion, 
And ſo offend him: For I tell you, Sirs, 
it you ſhould ſmile, he grows impaticrt, 
Vo I. II. 
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Play. Fear not, my Lord, we can contain our ſelves, 
Were he the verieſt Antick in the World. 

Lord, Go Sirrah, take them to the Buttery, 
Let them want nothing that the Houſe affords. 

N [Exit one with the Player, 
Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew my Page, 
Ard ſee him dreſt in all ſuits like a Lady: 
That done, conduct him to the Drunkard's Chamber, 
And call him Madam, do him Obeiſance. 
Tell him from me, as he will win my Love, 
He bear himſelf with honourable Action, 
Such as he hath obſerv'd in noble Ladies 
Unto their Lords, by them accompliſhed ; 
Such Duty to the Druakard let him do, 
With ſoit low Tongue, and lowly Courteſie; 
Ard ſay; What is't your Honour will command, 
W herein your Lady, and your humble Wife, 
Miy ſhew her Duty, and make known her Love; 
And then w th kigd Embracements, tempting Kiſlcs, 
Ard with declining Head into his Boſom, 
Bid him ſhed Tears, as being overjoy'd 
To ſee her noble Lord reſtor'd to Health, 
Who for this ſeven Years hath eſteem'd himſelf 
No better than a poor and loathſome Beggar ; 
And if the Boy have not a Woman's Gift 
To rain a Shower of commanded Tears, 
An Onion will do well for ſuch a Shift, 
Which ina Napkin being cloſe convey'd, 
Shall in deſpight enforce a s Eye. 
a 


See this diſpatch'd with all the haſte thou canſt, As b 
Anon I'll give thee more Inſtructions. [Exit Servant, Oh | 
I know the Boy will well uſurp the Grace, Call. 
Voice, Gate, and Action of a Gentlewoman. And! 
J long to hear him call the Drunkard, Hus band, Look 
And how my Men will ſtay themſelves from Laughter, Each 

When they do Homage to this ſimple Peaſant ; 2 Wilt 

Pll into counſel them: Haply my Pieſence And | 
My well abate the over-merry. Spleen, Or a 


Which otherwiſe would grow into Extreams. $ frer 
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Enter Sly with Attendants, ſome with Apparel, Baſon and 
Euer, and other Appurtenances. 

Sly. For God's ſake a Pot of ſmall Ale. 

1 Serv. Will't pleaſe your Lordſhip drink a Cup of Sack? 

2 Serv. Will't pleaſe your Honour taſte of theſe Con- 
ſerves ? 

3 Serv. What Raiment will your Honour wear to Day? 

Sly. I am Chriſtophero Sly, call not me Honour, nor Lord- 
ſhip: I ne'er drank Sack in my Life? and if you give me 
any Conſerves, give me Conſerves of Beef: Ne'er ask me 
what Raiment III wear, for I have no more Doublets than 
Backs, no more Stockings than Legs, nor no more Shooes 
than Feet; nay ſometimcs more Feet than Shooes, or ſuch 
Shooes as my Toes look through the over-leather. | 

Lord, Heav'n ceaſe this idle Humour in your Honour, 
Oh that a mighty Man of ſuch Deſcent, 

Of ſuch Poſſeſſions, and ſo high Eſteem, 
Should be infuſed with ſo foul a Spirit. 

Sly. What, would you make me mad? Am not I Chri- 
ſtophero Sly, old Sly's Son of Button- heath, by Birth a Ped- 
ler, by Education a Cird- maker, by I ranſmutation a Bear- 
herd, and now by preſent Profeſſion a Tinker. Ask Mar- 
rian Hacket, the fat Ale-wife of Mincot, if ſheknow me not; 
if ſhe ſay Jam not fourteen Pence on the Score for Sheer 
Ale, ſcore me up for the lying'ſt Knave in Chriſtendom, 
What I am not beſtraught: here's 

1 Man, Oh this it 1s that makes your Lady mourn. 

2 Man, Oh this it is that makes your Servants droop. 

Lord. Hence comes it that your Kindred ſhun your Houſ-, 
As beaten hence by your ſtrange Lunacy. 

Oh noble Lord, bethink thee of thy Birth, 

Call home thy ancient Thoughts from Baniſhment, 

And baniſh hence theſe abje& lowly Dreams: 

Look how thy Servants do attend on thee, 

Exch in his Office ready at thy Beck. 

Wilt thou have Muſick? Hark, Appollo plays, | Muſick, 

And twenty caged Nightingales do ſing. 

Or wilt thou ſleep} We'll have thee to a Couch, 

$ frer and ſweeter than the luſtful Bed 

Oa purpoſe ti imm'd up for Semiramis. | 
P 2 _ ay 


Or wilt thou ride? Thy Horſes ſhall be trapp'd, 


Above the Morning Lark. Or wilt thou hunt, 
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Say thou wilt walk, we will beſtrow the Ground: 


Their Harneſs ſtudded all with Gold and Pearl. 
Doſt thou love Hawking ? Thou haſt Hawks will ſoar 


Thy Hounds ſhall make the Welkin anſwer them, 
And fetch ſhrill Eccoes from the hollow Earth. 
' 1 Man, Say thou wilt courſe, thy Grayhounds are as ſwift 
As breathed Stags; ay, fleeter than the Roe, 

2 Man. Doſt thou love Pictures? We will fetch thee ſtraight 
Adonis painted by a running Brook, 
And Citherea all in Sedges hid, 
Which ſeem to move, and wanton with her Breath, 
Even as the waving S<dges play with Wind, 

Lord. We'll ſhew thee J, as ſhe was a Maid, 
And how ſhe was beguiled and ſurpris'd, 


As hvcly painred as the Deed was done. 


3 Man. Or Daphne romi;g through a thorny Wood, 
Scratching her Legs, that one ſhall ſwear ſhe bleeds; 
And at the Sight (hall {ad Apollo w:ep : 

So workmanly the Blood aid Tears are drawn. 

Lord. Thou art a Lord, and rothing but a Lord: 
Thou haſt a Lady far more beautiful, | 
Than ary Woman in this waining Age. 

1 Man. And *till the Tears that ſhe hath ſhed for thee, 
Like envious Floods, o'er-rur her lovely Face, 

She was the faireſt Creature in the World, 
And yet ſhe is inferior to none. 

Sly. Am Ia Lord, ard have I ſuch a Lady? 
Or do dream? Or have I drcam'd 'till now? 
I do not ſlecp; I fee, I hear, I ſpeak; 

I ſmell ſweer Savours, and I feel ſoft Things: 
Upon my Life I am a Lord indeed, 

And not a Tinker, nor Chriſtaphero Sly. 

Well, bring our Lady hither to our Sight, 
And once again a Pot o'th* ſmalleſt Ale. 

2 Man. Wilt pleaſe your Mightine{sto waſh your Hands 
Oh how we joy to ſee your Wits reſtor'd, 

Oh that once more you knew but what you are? 
Theſe fifteen Years you have been in a Dream, 


Or 
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Or when you wak'd, you wak'd as if you ſlept. 

Sly. Theſe fifteen Years! by my Fay, a goodly Nap - 
But did I never ſpeak of all that time? 

1 Man. On yes, my Lord, but very idle Words. 
For tho' you lay here in this goodly Chamber, 
Yer would you ſay, ye were beaten our of Door, 
And raii'd upon the Hoſteſs of the Houſe, 
And ſay you would prelent her at the Leet, 
Becauſe ſhe bought Stone Jugs, and no ſeal'd Quarts: 
Sometimes you would ca'l out for Cicely Hacker. 

Sly. Ay, the Woman's Maid of the Houſe, 

3 Man, Why Sir, yon k10ow no Houſe, nor no ſuch Maid, 
Nor no ſuch Men as you have reckon'd up, 
As Stephen Sly, and old Fohn Naps of Greece. 
And Peter Turph, and Henry Pimpernell, 


And twenty more ſuch Names and Mon as theſe, 


Which never were, nor no Man ever ſa v. 

Sly. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends. 

All, Amen. 

Enter Lady with Attendants, 

Hy. I thank thee, thou ſhalt not loſe by it. 

Lady. How fares my noble Lord? 

Sly. Marry I fare well, for here is Cheer enough. 
Where is my Wife ? 

Lady. Here noble Lord, what is thy Will with her ? 

Sly. Are you my Wife, and will not call me Husband? 
My Men ſhould call me Lord, I am your good Man. 

Lady. My Husband and my Lord, my Lord and Husband, 
| am your Wife in all Obedience. 

Sly. I know it well, what muſt I call her? 

Lord, Madam, 

Sly. Alce Madam, or Jean Madam! 

Lord, Madam, and nothing elſe, ſo Lords call Ladies. 

Sly. Madam Wife, they ſay that I have dream'd, 
And ſlept above ſome fifreen Years and more. 

Lady. Ay, and the Time ſeems thirty unto me, 
Being all this Time abandon'd from your Bed. 

Sly. Tis much, Servants leave me and her alone: 
Madam, undreſs you, and come now to Bed. 

P 3 Lady. 
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Lady, Thrice noble Lord, let me entreat of you, 
To pardon me yer for a Night or two: . 
Or if not ſo, until the Sun be fer; | 
For your Phy ſicians have expreſly charg'd, 

In. Peril to incur your former Malady, 
That I ſhould yet abſent me from your Bed; 
I hope this Reaſon ſtands for my Excuſe, 

Shy. Ay, it ſtands fo that I may hardly tarry fo long; 
But I would be loath to fall into my Dream again: I will 
therefore tarry in deſpight of the Fleſh and the Blood. 

Euter a Meſſenger, 


41/7. Your Honour's Players, hearing your Amendment, Tra 
Arc co to play a pleaſant Comedy; | Tam | 
For ſo your Moctors hold it very meet, Glad 
Seeing lo much Sadnefs hath congeal'd your Blood, To ſu 
And Melancholly is the Nurſe of Frenzy, Only, 
Therefore they thought it good you hear a Play, This \ 
And frame your Mind to Muth and Merriment, Let's | 
Which bars a thouſand Harms, and lengthens Life. Or fo 

Sly. Marry 1 will, let them play, it is not a Comonty, As Or 
a Chriſtmas Gambold, or a tumbling Trick? Talk 1 

Lady. No, my good Lord, it is more pleaſing Stuff, And þ 

Sly, What, Houſhold Stuff? Muficl 

Lady. It is a kind of Hiſtory, The | 

Sly, Well, we'll feet: Fall to 
Come, Madam Wife, fit by my Side, No Pr 
And let the World flip, we ſhall n&er be Younger. In brie 

Flouriſh. Enter Lucentio and Tranio. Luc. 

Luc. Tranio, ſince for the great Deſire I had If, Bid 
To ſee fair Padua, Nurſery of Arts, We co 
I am arriv'd for fruitful Lumbardy, And ta 
The pleaſant Garden of great Italy. duch! 
And by my Father's Love and Leave am arm'd But ft; 
With his good Will, and thy good Company. Tra, 
Moſt truſty Servant well approv'd in all, 

Here let us breathe, and happly inſtitute Enter | 
A Couſe of Learning, and ingenious Studies. 

P.ſa, renowned for grave Citizens, 80 
Gave me my Being, and my Father firſt F6: * 
A Merchant of great Traffick through the World: That js 
Vincentis's come of the Bentivolii, Before 


Vincentios 


* 
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Vincentio's Son, brought up in Florence, 
It ſhall become to ſerve all Hopes conceiv'd 
To deck his Fortune with his virtuous Deeds + 
And therefore, Tranio, for the time I ſtudy, 
Virtue and that part of Philoſophy 
Will I apply to, that treats of Happineſs. 
By Virtue ſpecially to be atchiev'd 
Tell me thy Mind, for I have PiſPileft, 
And am to Padua come, as he that leaves 
A ſhallow Plaſh to plunge him in the Deep, 
And with Satiety ſeeks to quench bis Thirſt; 
Tra. Me Pardonato, gentle Maſter mine, 
Tam in all affected as your ſelf; 
Glad that you thus continue your Reſolve, 
To ſuck the Sweets of fweet Philoſophy : 
Only, good Maſter, while we do admire 
This Virtue, and this moral Diſcipline, 
Let's be no Stoicks, nor no Stocks, I pray; 
Or ſo devote to-Ariftorle's Checks, 
As Ovid be an Outcaſt quite abjur'd. 
Talk Logick with Acquaintance that you have; 
And practice Rhetorick in your common Talk; 
Muſick and Poeſie uſe to quicken you, 
The Mathematicks, and the Metaphyſicks, 
Fall to them as you find your Stomach ſerves you : 
No Profit grows, where is no Pleaſure ta'en: 
In brief, Sir, ſtudy what you moſt affect. 
Lac. Gramercies, Traxio, well doſt thou] adviſe; 
If, Biondello, thou wert come aſhore, 
We could at once put us in readineſs, 
And take a Lodging fit to entertain 
duch Friends, as time in Padua ſhall beget. 
But ſtay a while, what Company is this? 
Tra, Maſter, ſome Shew to welcome us to' Town, 


Hortenſio. Lucentio and Tranio ſtands by, 


Bay. Gentlemen,” importune me not farther; 
For how I firmly am reſolv'd you know; 

hat is, not to beſtow my youngeſt Daughter, 
Before 1 hive 2 Husbard for the Elder: 


P. 4 


Enter Baptiſta with Katharina and Bianca, Gremio, axd 
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If either of you both love Katherina, 
_ Becauſe I know you well, and love you well, | 
Leave ſhall you have to court her at your Pleaſure. 
Gre. To cart her rather. She's too rough for me, 
There, there, Hortenſio, will you any Wife? 
Kath, I pray you, Sir, is it your Will 
To make a Stale of me amongſt thoſe Mates ? 
Hor. Mates Maid, how mean you that ? 
No Mates, for you; 
Uuleſs you were of gentler milder Mould. 
Kath, Laich, Sir, you ſhall never need to fear, 
I wis it is not half way to her Heart : 
But if it were, doubt not, her Care ſhall be, 
To comb your Noddle with a threc-legg'd Stool, 
And paint your Face, and uſe you like a Fool. 


Hor, From all ſuch Devils, good Lord, deliver us, 


Gre, And me too, good Lord, 


Tra. Huſh'd, Maſter, here's ſome N toward, 


That Wench is ſtark mad, or wonderful froward, 
Luc. But in the other's Silence I do ſee, 

Maid's mild Bchaviour and Sobriety, 

Peace, Tranio. | 
Tra, Well ſaid, Maſter, mum, and gaze your fill. 
Bap. Gentlemen, that 1 may ſoon make good 

What I have ſaid, Bianca get you in, 

And let it not diſpleaſe thee, good Bianca, 

For 1 will love thee ne'er the leſs, my Girl. 


Kath. A pretty Pcat, it is beſt put Finger in the Eye, 


And ſhe knew why, | 

Bian. Siſter, content you in my Diſcontent. 
Sir, to your Pleaſure humbly I ſubſcribe: 
My Books and Inſtruments ſhall be my Company, 
On them to look, and practiſe y my ſelf, 


Luc. Heark, Tranio, thou maiſt hear Minerva iÞþ « 


Hor. Signior Baptiſta, will you be ſo ſtrange; 
Sorry am | that our good Will effects | 
Bianca's Grief. . 

Gere. Why will you mew her up, 
Sien.or Baptiſta, for this Fiend ot Hell, 
And make hes bear the Penance of her Tongue? 
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Bap. Gentlemen, content ye; 1 am reſolv'd : 

Go in, Bianca. 

And for I know ſhe taketh moſt delight 

In Muſick, Inſtruments, and Poetry, 

School-maſters will I keep within my Houſe, 

Fit to inſtruct her Youth. If you, Horte nſio, 

Or Signior Gremio, you know any ſuch, 

Prefer them hither, for to cunning Men 

I will be very kind and liberal, 

To mine own Children, in good bringing up, 

And fo farewel. Katherina, you may ſtay, 

For I have more to commune with Bianca. [ Exit. 
Kath, Why, I truſt I may go too, may I not? 

What ſhall I be appointed Hours, as tho', 

Belike, I knew not what to take, 

And what to leave? Ha ! [ Exit. 

Gre. You may go to the Devil's Dam: Your Gifts are ſo 
good, here is none will hold you. Our Love is not ſo great, 
Hortenſio, but we may blow our Nails together, and faſt it 
fairly out. Our Cake's Dow on both ſides. Farewel; yet 
for the Love I bear my ſweet Bianca, if I can by any means 
light on a fit Man to teach her that wherein ſhe delights, I 
will wiſh him, to her Father. ; 

Hor. So will J, Signior Gremio: But a word, I pray; 
tho' the nature of our Quacrel yet never brook'd Parlee, 
know now upon advice, it toucheth us both, that we may 
yet again have acceſs to out fair Miſtreſs, and be happy 
3 in Bianca's Love, to labour and effect one thing 'ſpe- 
cially. 

Cre. What's that, I pray? 

Hor. Marry Sir, to get a Husband for her Siſter, 

Gre, A Husband! a Devil. 

Hor. U fay a Husband. : 

Gre, I fay a Devil. Think'ſt thou, Hortenſio, tho' her 
e be very rich, any Man is ſo very à Fool to be matried 
to Hell ? | 


Hor, Tuſh, Gremio; tho? it paſs your Patience and mine 


to endure her lewd Alarms, why, Man, there be good Fel- 
'ows in the World, and a Man could light on them, would 
ake her with all her Faults, and Mony enough. 
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Gre. I cannot tell; but I had as lief take her Dowry 
with this Condition, to be whip'd at the High- croſs every 
Morning. 

Hor. Faith, as you ſay, there's ſmall choice in rotten 
A 


ſhall be ſo forth friendly maintain'd, *cill by helping Bap- 
ziſta's eldeſt Daughter to a Husband, we ſet his youngeſt free 
for a Husband, and then have to't afreſh. Sweet Bianca 
happy Man be his dole; he that runs faſteſt gets the Ring; 
how ſay you, Signior Gremio. | 
Gre. I am agreed, and would 1 had given him the bet 
Horſe in Padus to begin the wooing that would throughly 
woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid the Houſe of her, 
Come on. | Exeunt Gre. and Hor. Manet Tra. and Lucen, 
Tra, I pray, Sir, tell me, is it poſſible 
That Love ſhould on a ſudden take ſuch hold ? 
Luc. Oh Tranio, till I found it to be true, 
I never thought it poſſible or likely. 
But ſee, while idly I ſtood looking on, 
I found the effect of Love in [dlenefs. 
And now in plainneſs to confeſs to thee, 
T hat art to me as ſecret and as dear 
As Anna to the Queen of Carthage was, 
Tranio, I burn, I pine, I periſh, Tranio, 
If I atchieve not this young modeſt Girl: 
Couſel me, Trario, for I know thou canſt ; 
Aſſiſt me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 
Ta. Maſter, it is no time to chide you now. 
Affection is not rated from the Heart; 
If Love hath touch'd you, nought remains but ſo, 
Redime te captum quam queas minimo. 
Luc. Gramercy, Lad; go forward, this contents, 
The reſt will comfort, for thy Counſel's ſound. 
Tra. Maſter, you look'd ſo longly on the Maid, 
Perhaps you mark'd not what's the pith of all, 
Luc. O yes, I taw ſweet Beauty in her Face, 
Such as the Daughter of AMenor had, 
That made preat 7ove to humble him to her Hand, 
When with his Knees he kiſs'd the Crerar Strand. 
Tra. Saw you no more? Mark'd you not how her 8. ſter 
Began to Scold, and raiſe vp ſuch a Storm, = 
at 
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That mortal Ears might hardly endure the Din- 

Luc. Tranio, | ſaw her Coral Lips to move; 
And with her Breath ſhe did perfume the Air, 
Sacred and ſweet was all I ſaw in her, 


| pray awake, Sir; if you love the Maid, 


Her eldeſt Siſter is ſo curſt and ſhrew'd, 
That till the Father rids his Hands of her, 
Maſter, your Love muſt live a Maid at home, 
And therefore has he cloſely mew'd her up, 
Becauſe ſhe ſhall not be annoy'd with Suitors. 
Luc. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel Father's he! 
But art thou not advis'd, he took ſome care | 
To get her cunning School-maſters to inſtru her? 
Tra. Ay marry am J, Sir, and now tis plotted. 
Luc. I have it, Tranio. 
Tra. Maſter, for my Hand, | 
Both our Inventions meet and jump in one. 
Luc. Tell me thine firſt. 
Tra. You will be School-maſter, 
And undertake the teaching of the Maid: 
That's your Device. 
Luc. It is : May it be done ? 
Tra. Not poſſible: For who fhall bear your part; 
And be in Padua here Vincentio's Son, 
Keep Houſe, and ply his Book, welcome his Friends; 
Viſit his his Countrymen, and banquet them? 
Luc. Baſta, content thee, for I have it full, 
e have not yet been ſeen in any Houſe, 
Nor can we be diſtinguiſh'd by our Faces, 
For Man or Maſter: Then it follows thus. 
hou ſhalt be Maſter, Trauio, in my ſtead; 
cep Houſe, and Port, and Servants, as I ſhould; 
vill ome other be, ſome Florentine, 
dome Neapolitan, or meaner Man of Piſa, 
Tis hatch'd, and-ſhall be fo ; Tranio, at once 
ncale thee: Take my colour'd Hat and Cloak, 
Vhen Biondello comes, he waits on thee, 
ut I will charm him firſt to keep his Tongue, 
Tra, So had you need. 


- 


La. Nay, then tis time to ſtir him from his Trance : 


Bend Thoughts and Wits to atchieve her. Thus it ſtands: 
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In brief, Sir, fith it your pleaſure is, 


And I am tied to be obedient, - 
For ſo your Father charg'd me at our parting ; Sl 
Be ſerviceable to my Son, quoth he, i Con 
Altho', I think, twas in another ſenſe, | L. 
I am content to be Lacentio, Sl 
Becauſe ſo well I love Lucentio. wou 


Luc. Tranio, be ſo, becauſe Lucentio loves; 
And let me be a Slave t'atchieve that Maid, 
Whoſe ſudden fight hath thral'd my wounded Eye. 
Enter Biondello, 
Here comes the Rogue. Sirra, where have you been ? 
Bion. Where have I been? Nay, how now, where are 
you? Maſter, has my Fellow Trazio ſtoll'n your Cloaths, 
or you ſtol'n his, or both? Pray what's the News? 
Luc. Sirra, come hither, tis no time to jeſt, 
And therefore frame your Manners to the time, 
Your Fellow Tranio here, to ſave my Life, 
Puts my Apparel and my Count'nance on, 
And I for my eſcape have put on his: 
For in a Qiarre!, ſince I came aſhore, 
T kill'd a Man, and fear I am deſcry'd: 
Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes; 
While I make way from hence to fave my Life. 
You underſtand me ? 
Bion. Ay, Sir, n&er a whit, 
Luc. And nota jot of Tranio in your Mouth, 
Tranio is chang'd into Lacentio, 
Bion. The better for him, would I were ſo too. 
Tra. So would I, *faith Boy, to have the next Wiſh af- 
ter, that Lucentio indeed had Baptiſta's yourgeſt Daughter, 


Bur, Sirra, not for my lake, but your Maſter's, I adviſe you Gr 
uſe your Manners dilcreetly in all kind of Companies: Pry 
When I am alone, why then I am Tranio; but in all Places 2 
elſe, your Maſter Lucentio | | 8 

Luc. Tranio, let's go: 8 
One thing more reſts, that thy (elf execute, . 
To make one mong theſe Wooers; if thou ask me why, per. 


Sufficeth my Reaſons are both good and weighty, | Exen": Wl c,,,,, 
Tit 
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. The Preſenters above ſpeak. 
Man. My Lord, you nod, you do not mind the Play. 
Sly. Yes, by Saint Anne, do I; a good matter ſurely. 
Come's there any more of it? 
Lady. My Lord, *tis but begun, 
Sly. Tis a very excellent piece of Work, Madam Lady, 
would *twere done. [They fit.and mark. 


636 


ACT HE en 


Enter Petruchio, and Grumio. 


Pet, Erona for a while I take my leave, 
To ſee my Friends in Padua; but of all 
My beſt beloved and approved Friend, 
Hortenſio; and I trow this is the Houſe: 
Here Sirra, Gramio, knock I ſay. 

Gru. Knock, Sir? whom ſhould I knock? Is there any 
Man has rebus'd your Worſhip? 

Pet. Villian, I ſay, knock me here ſoundly, 

Gru. Knock you here, Sir? Why, Sir, what am I, Sir, 
That I ſhould knock you here Sir? 

Pet, Villain, I fay, knock me at this Gate, 
Ard rap me well, or I'll knock your Knave's Pate. 

Gru. My Maſter is | Ron quarrelſome - 
I ſhould knock you firſt, 
And then I know after, who comes by the worſt. 

Pet, Will it not be? 
Faith, Sirra, and you'll not knock, I'll ring it, 
Plltry how you can Sol, Fa, and (ing it. 

He rings him by the Ears. 
Gru, Help, Miſtreſs, help, my Maſter is mad, 
Pet. Now knock when I bid you: Sirra, Villain. 
Enter Hortenſio. 

Hor. How now, what's the matter? My old Friend 
Grumio, and my good Friend Petruchio! How do you all 
at Verona? 

Pet. Signior Hortenſio, come you to part the Fray? 
Contuttile core bene trovato, may I ſay, 
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Hor. Alla noſtra caſa ben vennto multo honorato Signior 
mio Petruchio. 
Riſe, Gramio, we will compound this Quarrel. 

Gru. Nay, 'tis no matter, what he leges in Latin, If 
this be not a lawful Cauſe for me to leave his Service, Jook 
you, Sir: He bid me knock him, and rap him ſoundly, Si, 
Well, was it fit for a Servant to uſe his Maſter ſo, being 
Fiete for ought I ſee, two and thirty, a pecp out? 

hom would to God I had well knock'd at firſt, then had 
not Grumio come by the worſt, 

Pet. A ſenſeleſs Villain, Good Hortenſio, 

I bad the Raſcal knock upon your Gate, 
And could not get him for my Heart to do it. 

Gru. Knock at the Gate? O Heav'ns! Spake you not 
theſe words plain? Sirra, Knock me here, rap me here, 
knock me well, and knock me ſoundly? And come you no- 
with knocking at the Gate? 

Pet. Sirra, be gone, or talk not, I adviſe you. 

Hor. Petruchio, patience, I am Grumio's Pledge: 

Why this is a heavy Chance 'twixt him and you, 

Your ancient truſty pleaſant Servant Grumio; 

And tell me now, ſweet Friend, what happy Gale 

Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona? 

Pet. Such Wind as ſcatters young Men through the World, 
To ſeek their Fortunes farther than at home, 

Where ſmall Experience grows but in a few. 

Sigaior Hortenſio, thus it ſtands with me, 

Antonio my Father is deceas'd, 

And I muſt thruſt my ſelf into this maze, 

Happily to Wive ard T hrive, as beſt I may: 

Crowns in my Purſe I have, and Goods at home, 

And ſo am come abroad to ſee the Word. 

Hor. Petruchio, ſhall I then come roundly to thee, 

And wiſh thee to a ſhrew'd il!-favour'd Wife? 

Thow'dſt thank me but a little for my Counlcl, 

And yet I'1l promiſe th.e ſhe ſhall be rich, 

And very rich: But thou'rt roo much my Friend, 

And I'll not wiſh thee to her. 

Pet. Signior Hortenſis, twixt ſuch Friends as we 


Few words ſufhce; and therefore, if thou know A 
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One rich enough to be Petruchio's Wife: 

As Wealth is burthen of my wooing Daace; 
Be ſhe as Foul as was Florentins Love, 

1 As Old as Sybel, as Curſt and Shrew'd 


nor 


Jock As Socrates's Zantippe, or a worle, | 41 
Gr She moves me not, or not removes, at leaſt, "1 
ein Aﬀections edge in time. Were ſhe as rough 11 
* As are the ſwelling Adriaticꝭ Seas. 1| 
had I come to Wive it wealthily in Padua: 


If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 

Gra. Nay, look you, Sir, he tells you flatly what his | 
Mind is: Why give him Gold enough, and marry him to 11 
a Puppet, or an * Baby, or an old Trot with ne'er a | 
Tooth in her Head, tho' ſhe have as many Diſeaſes as two | ; 
__ ny Horſes; why nothing comes amiſs, ſo Mony comes 14 
withal. | . 41 

Hor. Petruchio, ſince we are ſtept thus far in, | 
L will continue that I broach'd in Jeſt, 4 
I can, Petruchio, help thee to a Wife [1 
With Wealth enough, and Young and Beautecus, 4 
Brought up as beſt becomes a Gentlewoman. f 
Her only . that is fault enough, 

Is, that ſhe is intolerable Curs'd, 
ford, And ſhrew'd, and froward, ſo beyond all meaſure, 
That were my State far worſer than it is, 
I would not wed her for a Mine of Gold. 
Pet. Hortenſio, peace; thou know'ſt not Gold's Effect; 
Tell me her Father's Name, and 'tis enough: | 
For I will board ker, tho* ſhe chide as loud 
As Thunder, when the Clouds in Autumn crack. 
Hor. Her Father is Baptiſta Minola, ; 
An affable and courteous Gentleman, 
Her Name is Katherina Minola, 
Renown'd in Padua for her ſcolding Tongue, 
Per, 1 know her Father, tho* I know her not, 
And he knew my deceaſed Father well: | 
I will not ſleep, Hortenſio. till I fee her, 
And therefore Jet me be thus bold wich you, 
To give you over at this firſt Encounter 
Ualeſs you will accompany me thither, 


1 not 
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nov 
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ru. I pray you, Sir, let him go while the Humour laſts, All B 
A my word, and ſhe knew him as-well as I do, ſhe would And i 
| think Scolding would do little good upon him. She may Bf You | 
perhaps call him half a ſcore Knaves, or ſo: Why thats I Sipuio 
nothing; and he begin once, he'll rail in his rope Tricks, Im. 
I'll tell you what, Sir, and ſhe ſtand but a little, he will WW And! 
throw a Figure in her Face, and ſo disfigure her with it, I For ſt. 
that ſhe ſhall have no more Eyes to ſee withal than a Cat: ¶ To »: 
You know him not, Sir. Luc 
Hor. Tarry, Petruchio, T muſt go with thee, As tor 
For in Bapriſta's Houſe my Treaſure is: As firn 
He hath we Jaye! of my Life in hold, Ye: an 
His youngeſt Daughter, beautiful Bianca, Than y 
And her with-holds he from me. Other more Gre, 
Sutors to her, and Rivals in my Love: Gru 
Suppoſing it a thing impoſſible, Pet, 
For thoſe Defects I have before rehears'd, Hor. 
That ever Katharine will be woo'd; Gre, 
Therefore this order hath Baptiſta ta'en, [ff Trow | 
That none ſhali have acceſs unto Bianca, promi 
Till Katherine the Curs'd have got Husband. About ; 
Gru. Katherine the Curs'd, And b 
A Title for a Maid, of all Titles the worſt. Ou this 


Hor. Now ſhall my Friend Petenchio, do me grace, 
And offer me diſguis'd in ſober Robes, 
To old Baptiſta as a School-maſter, 
Well ſeen in Muſick to inſtruct Bianca, 
That ſo I may by this Device, at leaſt, 
Have leave and leiſure to make Love to her, 
And unſuſpected Court her by her ſelf. 
Enter Gremio and Lucentio diſguiſed. 
Gru. Here's no Knavery ! See, to beguile the old Folks, Gru. 
Maſter, 
How the young Folks lay their Heads together. 
Maſter, look about you: Who comes there? ha. 
Hor. Peace, Grumio, it isthe Rival of my Love, 
Petruchio, ſtand by a while. 
Gru. A proper Stripling, and an amorous. 
Gre. O very well, I have perus'd the Note. 
Hark yo, Sir, I'll have them very fairly bound, 
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8. All Books of Love, ſee that at any hand, 
14 And ſee you read no other Lectures to her: 
y Lou underſtand me, over and be ſide 
ts Wl Siguior Bapriffa's Liberality, 
s. il mend it with a Largeſs. Take your Paper too, 
ill And lt me have them very well perfum'd, . 
it, For ſue is ſweeter than Perfume it ſelf | 
t: To wiom they go: What will you read to her? 
Luce W hatc'er I read to her, I'll plead for you, 
As tor my Patron, ſtand you ſo aſſured; 
As firmly as your ſelf were ill in place, 
Ye. and perhaps with more ſucceſsful words 
Than you, unleſs you were a Scholar, Sir. 
Gre. Oh this Learning, what a thing it is. 
Cr Oh this Woodcock, what an Aſs it is. 
Pet. Peace, Birr. 110 5 
Hor. Grumio, mum God'fave you, Signior Gremio. 4 
Gre, And you are well met, Signier Hortenſio. 
Trow you whicher I am going To Bapriſta Ainola; ' l} 
promis'd to enquire carefully | 
About a School-maſter for the fair Bianca, | " 
And by good Fortune I have lighted well | 
01 this young Man: For Learning and Behaviour 
Fit for her turn, well read in Poetry, 
And other Books, good ones, I warrant ye. 
Hor. Iis well; and I have met a Gentleman 
Hath promis'd me to help me to another, 
A fine Muſician to inſtruct our Miſtreſs, 
o ſhall I no whit be behind in Duty 
To fair Bianca, fo belov'd of me. | 
Gre, Belov'd of me, and that my Deeds ſhall prove? 
Gru. And that his Bags ſhall prove. 
Hor, Gremio, *tis now no time to vent our Love; 
Liſten to me, and if you ſpeak me fair, 
[|| tell you News indifferent good for either, 
Here is a Gentleman whom by chance I met 
/pon agreement from us to his Liking, 
Vill undertake to woo curs'd Katharine, 
ca, and to marry her, if her Dowry pleaſe, 
| Gre, So ſaid, ſo done, is well; 
Aero, have you told him all her Faults ? 
Vo f. II. Q a 
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Pet, I know ſhe is an irkſume brawling Scold 
If that be all, Maſters, I hear no harm. 
Gre. No, ſayeſt me ſo, Friend? What Countryman? 
Pet. Born in Verona, old Antonio's Son; 
My Father's dead, my Fortune lives for me, 


And I do hope good Days, and long, to ſee, A 
Bre. Oh Sir, ſuch a Life with ſuch a Wife were ſtrange; 4 
But if you have a Stomach, to't a God's Name, | 
You ſhall have me affiſting you in all. 7 
But will you woo this wild Cat ? For 
Pet. Will I live? G 
Gra. Will he woo her? ay, or I'll hang her. 7 
Pet. Why came I hither, but to that intent? G 
Think you a little Din can daunt my Ears? - Tha 
Have I not in my time heerd Lions roar? H 
Have I not heard the Sea, puff'd up with Winds, 7 
Rage like in angry Boar, chafed with Sweat; Do 1 
Have I not heard great Ordnance in the Field? Bapt: 
And Meav'ns Artillery thunder in the Skies ? To y 
- Have I not in a pitched Battel heard And 
Loud Larums, neighing Steeds, and Trumpets Clargue? She n 
And do you tell me of a Woman's Tongue, | Fair 4 
That gives not half ſo great a blow to hear, Then 
As will a Cheſnut in a Farmer's Fire? And | 
T'uſh, tuſh, fear Boys with Bugs. | Tho? 
Grs. For he fears none, a Gre 
Gre. Hortenſio, hark: Ln 
This Gentleman is happily arriv'd, | Per. 
My Mind preſumes for his o wn good, and yours. Hor 
Hor, I promis'd we would be Contributors, Did 7 
And bear bis @harge of wooing whatſoever. Tra, 
Gre. And fo we will, provided that hewin her. The or 
Gru. I would 1 were as ſure of a good Dinner. As is t 
Enter Tranio brave, and Biondello. Pee. 
Tra, Gentlemen, God fave you. If I may be bold, Gre, 
Tell me, I befeech you, which is the readieft way And let 
To the Houſe of Signior Baptiſta Minola? Pe, 
Bion. He that has the two fair Daughters; ist be )! ho Yo 
mean? 


Tra. Even he, Bionde/lo. 


Gre. Hark you, Si-, you mean not her to Ty 
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Tra, Perhaps him and her, what have you to do? 
Pet. Nor her that chides, Sir, at any hand, I pray, 
Tra. I love no Chiders, Sir: Biondello, let's away. 
Luc. Well begun, Tranio. ” 14 
Hor. Sir, a word e' er you go: 
Are you a Sutor to the Maid you talk of, yea or no? 1 
Tra, And if I be, Sir, is it any Offence? 4 
Ge. No; if without more Words you will get you hence. | | 
Tra, Why, Sir, I pray, are not the Streets as free | 
For me, as for you? | 

Gre. But ſo is not ſhe. | 
Tra. For what reaſon, I beſeech you. | 

f 

| 


Gre. For this Reaſon, if you'll know, 
That ſhe's the choice Love of Signior Gremio. 

Hor. 'T hat ſhe's the Choſen of Signior Hortenſio- 

Tra, Soſtly, my Maſters: If you be Gentlemen, 
Do me this Right; hear me with Patience. | 
Baptiſta is a noble Gentleman, [ 
To whom my Father is not all unknown, | | 
And were bis Daughter fairer than ſhe is, | 
She may more Sutors have, and me for one, 
Fair Leda's Daughter had a thouſand Woeers, | | 


Then well may one more fair, Bianca have, 
And fo ſhe ſhall. Lacentio ſhall make one, 
Tho* Paris came, in hope to ſpeed alone. 
Gre. What, this Gentleman will out-talk us all. 
Luc, Sir, give him head, I know he'll prove a Jade, | | j 
Pet. Hortenſie, to what end are all theſe words? 0 
Hor, Sir, let me be ſo bold as to ask you, 1 
Did you yet ever ſee Bapriſta's Daughter? 
Tra, No, Sir; but hear I do that he hath two: 
The one as famous for a ſcolding Tongue, 
AS is the other for beauteous Myjeſty. 
Pee. Sir, Sir, the firf}'s for me, let her go by. 
Gre. Yea, leave that Labour to great Hercules, 
And let it be more than Aleides twelve. 
Per. Sir, underſtand you this of me, inſooth, 
The youngeſt Daughter, whom you hearken for, 
er Father keeps from all acceſs of Sutors, 
d will not promiſe her to any Man, 
Q 2 Uatil 
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Until the eldeſt Siſter firſt be Wed: 


The your ger then is free, and not before. Yo! 
Tra. If it be fo, Sir, that you are the Man I py 
Mult ſteed us all, and me amongſt the reſt : k 
And if you break the Ice, and do this fear, 

Atchieve the Elder, ſet the Younger free, B 
For our acceſs, whoſe hap ſhall be to have her, Bian 
Will not fo graceleſs be, to be iagrate. Go 
Hor. Sir, you ſay well, and well you do conceive: For 
And ſince you do profeſs to be a Sutor, Why 
You muſt, as we do, gratifie this Gentleman, Whe 
To whom we all reſt generally beholden, X 

Tra. Sir, I ſhall not be ſlack, in ſign whereof, 
Pleaſe ye, we may contrive this Afternoon, 15 
And quaff Carouſes to our Miſtreſs's Health, Ka 
And do as Adverſaries do in Law, dhe i 
Strive mightily, but eat and drink as Friends. I mul 
Gru. Bion. O excellent Motion: Fellows, let's be gone. And. 
Hor. The Motion's good indeed, and be it fo, Talk 
Petruchio, I ſhall be your Ben venuto. | [ Exeant Till 
Enter Katharina and Bianca. Bap 


Bian. Good Siſter, wrong me not, nor wrong your ſelf, 
To make a Bondmaid and a Slave of me; 
That I diſdain: But for theſe other Goods, 
Unbind my Hands, III pull them off my ſelf, 
Yea, all my Raiment, to my Petticoat, 
Or what you will command me will I do; 
So well I know my Duty to my Elders. 
Kath. Of all thy Surors here I charge thee tell 
Whom thou lov'ſt beſt: See thou diſſemble not. 
Bian. Believe me Silter, of all the Men alive 
T never yet beheld that ſpecial Face, 
Which I could fancy more than any other. 
Kath. Minior, thou lieſt; is it not Hortenſio? 
Bian, If you affect him, Siſter, here 1 ſwear 
I'll plead for you my ſelf, but you ſhall have him. 
Kath. Oh then belike you fancy Riches more, 
You will have Gremio to keep you fair. 
Bian. Is it for him you do envy me fo ? 
N-y then you jeſt, and now I well percgve 
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You have but jeſted with me all this while; 
I prethee, Siſter Kare, untie my H:nds, 
Kath. If that be Jeſt, then all the reſt is ſo. | Strikes her, 
| Enter Baptiſta, | 
Bap. Why how now Dame, whence grows this Inſolenec? bh 
Bianca, ſtand afide; poor Girl, ſhe weeps; 1 
Go ply thy Needle, meddle not with her, | 
For ſhame, thou Hilding of a deviliſh Spirit, | | 
Why doſt thou wrong her, that did ne'cr wrorg thee? | 
When did ſhe croſs thee with a bitter word? | 
Kath. Her Silence flouts me, and I'll be reveng'd, bp: 
2 after Bianca. 4 
Bap. What in my fight ? Bianca, get thee in. | Exit Bian. I 
Kath, What, will you not ſuffer me? Nay, I ſee tt 
She is your Treaſure, ſhe muſt have a Husbard, 1 
I muſt Dance bare- foot on her Wedding day, | 
And for your Love to her lead Apes in Hell : ? 
Talk not to me, I will go fit and weep, | | 
Till I can find occaſion of Revenge. [ Exit Kath. | | 
Bap. Was ever Gentleman thus griev'd as I ? if 
But who comes here $ 
Enter Gremio, Lucentio in the Habit of a mean Man, Petru- 
chio with Hortenſio like a Muſician, Tranio and Biondello 
bearing a Lute and Books. 
Gre. Good morrow, Neighbour Baptiſta. 
Bap. Good morrow, Neighbour Gremio: God ſave you 
Gentlemen. 
Pet. And you, good Sir; Pray have you not a Daughter 
cll'd Katharina, fair and virtuous? 
Bap. I have a Daughter, Sir, call'd Katharina. 
Gre, You are too blunt, go to it orderly, 
Pet. You wrong me, Signior Gremio, give me ltave. 
Im a Gentleman of Verona, Sir, 
Thit hearing of her Beauty and her Wit. 
der Affability and baſhſul Modeſty, 
Her wonderous Qualities, and mild Behaviour, 
Am bold to ſhew my ſelf a forward Gueſt 
Within your Houfe, to make mine Eye the Witneſs 
Oi that Report, which I ſo oft have heard, 
And for an entrance to my Entertainment, | Preſenting Hor. 
do preſent you with a Man of mine, 


Q 3 Cunning 
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Cunning in Muſick, and the Mathematicks, 
To inſtru& her fully in thoſe Sciences, 
Whereof I know ſhe is not ignorant : 
Accept of him, or elſe you do me wrong, 
His Name is Licio, born in Mantua, 
Bap. Y'are welceme, Sir, and he for your good ſake. 
But for my Daughter Katharine, this I know, 
She is not for your turn, the more's my Grief. 
Pet. I ſee you do not mean to part with her, 
Or elſe you like not of my Company. 
Bap. Miſtake me not, I ſpeak but what I find. 
Whence are you, Sir? What may I call your Name? 
Pet. Petruchio is my Name, Antonio's Son, 
A Man well known throughout all /rah. 
Bap. I know him well: You are welcome for his ſake, 
Gre, Saving your Tale, Perrachio, I pray let us that are 
poor Petitioners ſpeak roo, Baccare, you are marvellous 


forward. 
Pet. Oh, pardon me, Signior Gremio, I would fain be 
doing. 


Gre. I doubt it not, Sir, but you will curſe 

Your wooing, Neighbours. This is a Gift 

Very grateful, I am ſure of it: To expreſs 

The like kindneſs my ſelf, that have been 

More kindly beholding to you than any: 

Free leave give unto this young Scholar, that hath 

Bzen long ſtudying at Rhemes, as cunning | Preſenting Luc. 

In Greek, Latin, and other Languages, | 

As the other in Muſick and Mathematicks; 

His Name is Cambio; pray accept his Service. 

Bap. A thouſand thanks, Signior Gremio: 

Welcome, good Cambio, But, gentle Sir, 

Methinks you walk like a Stranger, [To Tranio. 

May I be fo bold, to know the Cauſe of your coming? 
Tra, Pardon me, Sir, the Boldneſs is mine own, 

That being a Stranger in this City here, 

Do make my ſelf a Sutor to your Daughter, 

Unto Bianca, Fair and Virtuous: 

Nor is your firm Reſolve unknown to me, 

[1 the Preferment of the eldeſt Siſter, 


This Liberty is all that I requeſt 
Y queit, That 
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That upon knowledge of my Parentage, 

I may have welcome mongſt the reſt that woo, 
And free acceſs and favour as the reſt. 

And toward the Education of your Daughters, 
I here beſtow a ſimple Inſtrument, | 
And this ſmall Packet of Greek and Latin Books. 1 
If you accept them, then their Worth is great. | | 


Bap. Lucentio is your Name? of whence, | pray? 

Tra, Of Piſa, Sir, Son to Fincentio. | 

Bap. A mighty Man of Piſa ; by Report 
I know him well; You are very welcome, Sir. N F 
Take you the Lute, and you the ſet of Books, LL 
You ſhall go ſee your Pupils preſently. bt 
Holla, within, 


Enter a Servant. 
Sirra, lead theſe Gentlemen 
To my two Daughters, and then tell them both | 
Theſe are their Tutors, bid them uſe them well. | 
We will go walk a little in the Orchard, | . {4 
And then to Dinner. You are paſſing Welcome, 
And fo I pray you all to think your Rees 17 fl 
Pet. Signior Baptiſta, my Buſineſs asketh haſte, 
And every day I cannot come to woos 
You know my Father well, and in him me, 
Left ſolely Heir to all his Lands and Goods, 
Waich I have better'd rather than decress'd, 
Thea tell me, if I get your Daughter's Love, 
Whit Dowry ſhall I have with her to Wife. 
Bap. After my Death, the one half of my Lands, 
And in poſſeſſion twenty thouſand Crowns. 
Pet. Ahd for that Dewry, I'll aſſure her of 
Her Widowhood, be it that ihe ſurvive me, 
In all my Lands and Leaſes whatſoever, 
Let Specialities be therefore drawn between us, 
That Covenants may be kept on either hand. 
Bap. Ay, when the ſpecial thing is well obtain'd, 
That is, her Love: for that is all in all. 
Pet, Why that is nothing : For I tell you, Father, 
am peremptory as ſhe proud - minded. 
And where two raging Fires meet together 
They do conſume the thing that feeds their Fury, 
Q 4 The? 
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Tho little Fire grows great with little Wind, 
Yet extream Guſts will blow out Fire and all: 
So I to her, and ſo the yields to me, 
For I am rough, and woo not like a Babe. 
Bap. Well may'ſt thou woo, and happy be thy ſpeed, 
But be thou arm'd for ſome unhappy Words. 
Pet. Ay, to the proof, as Mountains are for Winds, 
That ſhake not, tho' they blow. perpetually. 
Enter Hortenſio with his Head broke. 
Bap. How now my Friend, why doſt thou look fo pale? 
Hor. For fear, I promiſe you, if I look pale. 
Bap. What, will my Daughter prove a good Mulician ? 
Hor. I think ſhe'll ſooner prove a Soldier, 
Iron may hold with her, but never Lutes. 
Bap. Why then thau canſt not break her to the Lute } 
Hor, Why no, for ſhe hath broke the Luteto me; 
I did bur tell her ſhe miſtook her Frets, 
And bow'd ber Hand to teach ter Fingering, 
When, with a' moſt impatient deviliſh Spirit, 
Frets cal you them? quoth ſhe, I'll Fume with them: 
And with that word ſhe ſtruck me on the Head, 
And through my Inſtrument my Pate made way, 
And there I ſtood amazed for a while, 
As on a Pillory, looking through the Lute; 
While ſhe did call me Raſcal, Fidler, 
And twangling Jack, with twenty ſuch vile Terms, 
As ſhe had ſtudied to miſuſe me ſo, / 
Pet. Now, by the World, it is a luſty Wench, 


I love her ten times more than e'er I did; 


Oh how I long to have ſome Chat with her. 

Bap. Well go with me, and be not ſo diſcomfited. 
Procecd in practiſe with my younger Daughter, 
She's apt to learn, and thankful for good turns; 
Signior Petruchio, will you go with us, 
Or ſhall I ſend my Daughter Kate to you. 

Per. I pray you do. I will attend her here, | 

Exit Bap. Manet Petruchio, 

And woo her with ſome ſpirit wh:n ſhe comes. 
Say that ſhe Rail, when then [I] tell her plain 
She $.ngs as ſweetly as a Nightingale: 
S.y that ſhe Frown, III lay ſhe looks as clear 


P 


n? 


io. 


k; 


My ſelf m 1069v'd to woo thee for my Wife. 
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As Morning Roles newly waſh'd with Dew; 
i ſhe be mute, and will not ſpeak a Word, 
c ll commend her Volubility, 
A d lay ſhe uttereth piercing Eloquence: X J 
I; he do bid me pack, I'll give her thanks, | 
As tho' ſhe bid me ſtay by her a Week; 
If ſhe deny to wed, I'll crave the Day ; 
When I ſhall ask the Banes, and when be married. | 
But here ſhe comes, and now Petruchio ſpeak. 
5 Enter Katharina. 

Good Morrow Kate, for that's your Name I hear. 

Kath, Well have you heard, but ſomething hard of hear- 
ing. 
Tic y call me Katherine, that do talk of me. 

Pet. You ye infaith, for you are call'd plain Kate, 
And bonny Kate, and ſometimes Kate the Curſt: 
But Kate, the p:ett:eft Kate in Chriſtendom, 
Kate of Kate-hall, my Supper——dainty Kate, 
For Datotics are all Kates; and therefore Kate 
Take th's of me, Kate of my Corlolation, 
Hearing thy Mildoeſs praiv'd in every Town, 
Thy Virtues ſpoke of, and thy Beauty ſounded, 
Yet not ſo deeply as to thee belongs, 


Kath, Mov'd! in good time; let him that mov'd you hither, 
Remove you hence; I knew you at the fuſt 
You were a Moveable, 
Fet, Why, what's a Moveablc? 
Kaih, A join'd Stool, 
Pet. Thau haſt hit it; Come, fic on me. 
Kath. Aſſes are made to bear, and ſo are you. 
Pet. Women are made to bear, and ſo are you. 
Kath, No ſuch Jade, Sir, as you, if me you mean. 
Pet, A'as, good Kate, I will not burthen thee, 
For krowing thee to be but young and light—— 
Kath, Too light for ſuch a Svain as you to catch. 
And yet as heavy as my weight ſhould be. 
Pet. Should be ! ſhould “ buz. 
Rath, Well taten, and like a Buzzard. 
Pet, Oh ſlow-wing'd Turtle, ſhall a Buzzard take thee 3 
Kath, Ay, for a Turtle, as he takes a Buzzard. 
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Pet, Come, come you Waſp, I'faith you are too an- 


Nor 
gry. 3 Nor 
Kath, If I be waſpiſh, beſt beware my Sting. But 
Per. My Remedy is then to pluck it out. Wit! 
Kath, Ay, if the Fool could find it where it lyes. ; Why 
Per. Who knows not where a Waſp doth wear his Sting? Oh? 
In his Tail. Is ſt; 
Kath, In his Tongue. As t 
Pet. Whoſe Tongue? Oh! 
Kath. Yours if you talk of Tales, and fo farewel. Ka 
Pet, What with my Tongue in your Tall, Pei 
Nay, come again, good Kate, I am a Gentleman, 21. As * 
Kath. That Vll try. ' | She ſtriles hin. O be 
Pet. 1 ſwear VI! cuff you, if you ſtrike again. And 
Kath. So may you loſe your Arms. Ka 
If you ſtrike me you are no Gentleman, Per 
And if no Gentleman, why then no Arms. Ka 
Pet. A Herald, Kate } Oh put me in thy Books. Pet. 
Kath. What is your Creſt, a Coxcomb ? Kat 
Pet. A combleſs Cock, ſo Kate will be my Hen. Pet 
Kath. No Cock of mine, you crow too like a Craven, Ard t 
Pet, Nay, come Kate; come, you muſt not look fo ſower. Thus 
Kath. It is my Faſhion when [I ſee a Crab, That 


Per, Why here's no Crab, and therefore look not ſow er, I Andes 
Kath. There is, there is. 
Pet. Then ſhew it me. 


or b 
Kath. Had I a Glaſs I would. Thy 
Pet. What, you mean my Face. 51 
Kath. Well aim d of ſuch a young one. 
Pet. Now, by St. George | am too young for you. For I 
Kath. Vet you are wither'd. And by 
Pet. Tis with Cares. Confor 
Kath. I care not. : PE 1 He i 
Pet. Nay, hear you Kate. Inſooth you 'ſcape not fo, I muſt 
Kath. I chafe you if I tury ; let me go. Bap, 
Pet. No, not a whit, I find you paſſing gentle : 
?T'was told me you were rough, and coy, and ſullen, Pet. 
And now I find Report a very Liar, ke 
For thou art pleaſant, gameſome, paſſing courteout, Buy, 


But flow in Speech, yet ſweet as ſpring-time Flowers. 


Thou can'ſt not frown, thou can'ſt not look a ſcance, * 
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, Nor bite the Lip, as angry Wenches will, 
Nor haſt thou Pleaſure to be croſs in Talk: 
But thou with Mildneſs entertain'ſt thy Wooers, 
With gentle Conference, ſoft, and affable. 
Why doth the World report that Kate doth limp ? 
L Oh ſland'rous World: Kate, like the Hazle T wig, 
Is ſt aight, and ſlender, and as brown in hue 
As Hazle Nuts, and (ſweeter than the Kernels. 
Oh let me ſee thee walk: thou doſt not halt. 
Kath. Go Fcol, and whom thou keep'ſt command, 
Pet. Did ever Dian ſo become à Grove, 
As Kate this Chamber with her princely Gate: 
u. O be thou Dian, and let her be Kate, | 
And then let Kate be chaſt, and Dian ſportful. 1 

Kath, Where did you ſtudy all this goodly Speech? 4 

Per, It is extempore, from my Mother-wit. 1 

Kath, A witty Mother, witleſs elſe her Son. [1 

Pet. Am I not wiſe? i 

Kath, Yes, keep you warm. 

Pet. Mar y fo I mean, ſweet Katharine, in thy Bed: 
Ard thercf. re ſetting all this Chat aſide, 
Thus in plain Terms: Your Father hath conſented 1 
That you ſhall be my Wife; your Dowry 'greed on, | 
| And will you, nill you, I will marry you. | 
Now, Kate, I am a Husband for your turn, 4 
For by this Light, whereby I ſee thy Beauty, 1 

| 
| 


Thy Beauty that doth make me like thee well, | ll. 
Thou muſt be married to no Man but me. 0 
Enter Baptiſta, Gremio and Tranio. 
For I am he am born to tame you Kate, | 
And bring you from a wild Cat to a Kare, | 
Conſormable as other Houſhold Kares; þ 
Here comes your Father, never make Denial, | 
I muſt and will have Katharine to my Wife. 
Bap. Now, Signior Petruchio, how ſpeed you with my 
Daughter ? 5 
Pet. How but well, Sir? How but well? 
It were impoſſible I ſhould ſpeed amiſs. | 
Bap. Why how now Daughter Katharine, in your 1 
Dumps? : | 1 
Kath, | 


/ 
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Kath, Call you me Daughter? Now I promiſe you 
You have ſhew'd a tender fatherly Regard, 
To wiſh me wed to one half Lunatick, 
A madcap Ruffian, and a ſwearing Jack, 1 
That thinks with Oaths to face the Matter out. f 
Pet. Father, tis thus; your ſelf and all the World 


That talk'd of her, have talk'd amiſs of her; Bt 
If ſhe be curſt, it is for Policy, N. 
For ſhe's not forward, but modeſt as the Dove: 1 
She is not hot, but temperate as the Morn; 
For Patience ſhe will prove a ſecond Griſſel, T] 


Ard Roman Lutrece for her Chaſtity. | 
And to conclude, we have 'greed ſo well together, 
That upon Sund iy is the wedding Day. 
Kath. I'll fee thee hang'd on Sunday firſt, Ski 
Gre, Hark: Perruchio, ſhe lays ſhell ſee thee hang'd firſt. 
Tra. Is this your Speeding? Nay, then good night our part, ; 
Pet. Be patient, Gentlemen, I chuſe her for my ſelf, 
Tf ſhe and I be pleas'd, what's that to you? Ti 
Tis bargain'd 't wixt us twain being alone, Th 
That ſhe ſhall ſtill be curſt in Company. Sha 
I tell you 'tis incredible to believe Say 
How much ſhe loves me; oh the kindeſt Kare, 


She hung about my Neck, and kiſs and kiſs Is : 
She vid fo faſt, prot:ſting Qath on Oath, Bai 
That in a Twink ſke won me to her Love. My 
Oh you are Novices, tis a World to ſee In 1 
How tame when Men and Women are alore, In ( 
A m-acock Wretch can make the curſteſt Shrew ; Coſ 
Give me thy Hand, Kate, I will unto Yenice, Eine 
To buy Apparel 'gainſt the Wedding Day; Vall 
Provide the Feaſt, Father, and bid the Gueſts. Pew 
I will be ſure my Katharine (hall be fine. To! 

Bap. I know not what to ſay, but give me your Hand,, * 
Jod ſend you Joy, Petruchio, tis a Match. Sixſe 

Gre. Tra. Amen ſay we, we will be Witneſſes. And 

Po. Father, and Wile, and Gentlemen, adicu, My 
T will to Fenice, Sunday comes apace, And 
We vill have Rings and Things, and fire Array, If w 


And kiſs me Kate, we will be married a Sunday. 


Exit Petruchio and Katharine. 
Eye. 


It. 


ins. 
FG 


' Bafons and Ewers to lave her dainty Hands: 


+ I have a hundred Milch-kine to the Pail, 
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Gre, Was ever Match clapt up ſo ſuddenly ? 
Zap. Faith, Gentleman, now I play a Merchant's Part, 
And venture m.d'y on a deſperate Mart. 

Tra. IWW a Commodity lay fretting by you; 

Twill bring you Gan, or eriſh on the Seas. | 
Bap. The Gain 1 ſeck, is quiet me the Match. 
Gre. No douat hut he hath got 2 quiet Catch: 

But row Baptiſta, to your younger Daughter, 1 

Now is the Day we have long looked for: 

I am your Neighbour, and was Suitor firſt, 

Tra, And I am one that love Bianca more 
Than Words can witneſs, or your Thoughts can gueſs. 
Gre. Youngl:ng, thou canſt not love ſo Dear as I. 
Tra. Grey-beard, thy Love doth freeze. 
Gre, But thine doth fry, 
Skipper, ſtand back; Tis Age that nouriſheth. 
Tra. But Youth in Ladies Eyes that flouriſheth. 
Bap. — 2 you Gentlemen, I will compound this 
Strife; 

Tis Deeds muſt win the Prize, and he of both 

That can aſſure my Daughter greateſt Dower, 

Shall have Bianca's Love. 

Say, Siguior Gremio, what can you aſſure her? 

Gre, Firſt, as you know, my Houſe within the City 

Is richly furniſhed with Plate and Gold, 


My Hangings all of Tirian Tapeſtry ; 

In Ivory Coffers I have ſtuft my Crowns, 

In Cypreſs Cheſts my Arras Counterpoints; 
Coſtly Apparel, Tents and Canopies, 

Fine Linnen, Tzrkey Cuſhions boſt with Pearl, 
Vallens of Venice Gold, in Needle-work; 
Pewter and Braſs, and all things that belong 

To Houſe, or Houſekeeping : Then at my Farm 


dixſcore fat Oxen ſtanding in my Stalls; 
And all things anſwerable to this Portion. 
My ſelf am ſtuck in Years, I muſt confeſs, 
And if I die to Morrow, this is hers, 

If whilſt I live ſhe will be only mine. 
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Tra. That only came well in: Sir, liſt to me; 
I am my Father's Heir, and only Son; 
If I may have your Daughter to my Wife, 
I'll leave her Houſes three or four as good, 
Within rich Pi/a Walls, as any one 
Old Signior Gremio has in Padua; 
Beſides two thouſand Ducats by the Year 
Of fruitful Land; all which ſhall be her Jointure, 
What, have I pinch'd you, Signior Gremio? 
Gre, Two thouſand Ducats by the Year of Land! 
My Land amounts not to ſo much in all: 
That ſhe fhall have, beſides an Argoſie 
That now is lying in Marſellies Road. 
W hat, have I choakt you with an Argoſie? 
Tra. Gremio, tis known my Father hath no leſs 
Than three great Argoſies, beſides two Galliaſſes, 


And twelve tight Gallies; theſe I will aſſure her, Lu 
And twice as much, what e er thou offer'ſt next. 

Gre. Nay, I have offer'd all; I have no more; H- 
And ſhe can have no more than all I have; [ 
If you like me, ſhe ſhall have me and mine. Th 


Tra. Why then the Maid is mine from all the World Th 
By your firm Promiſe; Gremio is out- vied. 
Bap. IL muſt confeſs your Offer is the beſt ; 
And let your Father make her the ſame Aſſurance, 
She is your own, elſe you mult pardon me: 
If you ſhould die before him, where's her Dower? 
Tra, That's but a Cavil; he 1s old, I young. 
Gre, And may not young Men die as well as old? 
Bap. Well, Gentlemen, I am thus reſol vd, 
On Sunday next, you know, 
My Daughter Katharine is to be married: 
Now on the Sunday following ſhall Bianca 
Be Bride to you, if you make this Aſſurance; 
If not, to Signior Gremio : | 
And ſo I take my leave, and thank you both. [ Exit 
Gro. Adieu, good Neighbour. Now I fear thee not: 
Sirah, young Gameſter, your Father were a Fool 
To give thee all, and in his waining Age 
Set Foot under thy Table: tut, a Toy; 


An old 7talian Fox is net ſo kind, my Boy. 12 
74. 
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Tra. A Vengeance on your crafty withered Hide; 
vet I have fac'd it with a Card of ten: 
'Tis in my Head to do my Maſter good; 
1 ſce no Reaſon, but ſuppos'd Lacentio 
May get a Father, call'd ſuppos d Vincentio; 
And that's a Wonder: Fathers commonly | 
Do pet their Children; but in this Caſe of wooing, | 
A Child ſhall get a Sire, if I fail not of my Cunaing, 4 
| Exit, 


— 


a 


ACT W. SCENE I. | 


Enter Lucentio, Hortenſio, and Bianca, 


Luc. Pdler, forbear; you grow too forward, Sir: 
Have you ſo ſoon forgot the Entertainment i 
Her Siſter Katharine welcom'd you withal ? 4 
Hor. But wrangling Pedant, this is 4 
The Patroneſs of Heav'nly Harmony; 
orld Then give me Icave to have Prerogative; 
And when in Muſick we have ſpent an Hour, 
Your Lecture ſhall have Leiſure for as much. 
Luc. Prepoſterous Aſs, that never read ſo far, 
To know the Cauſe why Muſick was ordain'd : 
Was it not to'refreſh the Mind of Man 
After his Studies, or his uſual Pain? 
Then give me leave to read Philoſophy, 
And while I pauſe, ſerve in your Harmony. | 
Hor. Sirrah, I will not bear theſe Braves of thine, 
Bian, Why, Gentlemen, you do me double Wrong, 
To ſtrive for that which reſteth in my Choice: 
I am no breeching Scholar in the Schools; 
I'M not be tied to Hour, nor pointed Times, 
-xit, But learn my Leſſons as I pleaſe my ſelf; 
E And to cut off all Strife, here fit we down, A 
Take you your Inſtrumeot, play you the whiles, 3 
His Lecture will be done Cer you have tun d. 4 
Hor. You'll leave this Lecture when I am in Tune? 


it. Lac. That will be never: Tune your Iuſtrument. 
T4, f : Bian, 


More pleaſant, pithy, ard effectual, 
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Bian, Where left we laſt ? | = 
Luc. Here, Madam: Hic ibat Simois, hic eſt Sigeia telly, * 
hic ſteterat Priami regia celſa ſenis. 

Bian. Conſtrue them. | 


Luc. Hic ibat, as I told you before, Simois, I am Lncen- 
tio, hic eſt, Son unto Vincentio of Piſa, Sigeia tellus, dil. Ar 
guiſed thus to get your Love, hic ſteterat, and that Lucene Bee 
tio that comes.a wooing, Priami, is my Man Tranio, regia, fa 
bearing my Port, celſa ſenis, that we might beguile the old D/ 
Pantaloon. Ela 
Hor. Madam, my Inſtrument's in tune, Call 

Bian, Let's hear. O fie, the Treble jars. Olc 

Luc. Spit in the Hole, Mar, and tune again. 70 


Bian. Now let me ſee if I can conſtrue it: Hic that, Simo. 


is, I know you not, hic eſt ſgeia tellus, I truſt you not, hi: 8 
fteterat Priami, take heed he hear us not, regia, preſume not, And 
celſa ſenis, deſpair not. | You 
Hor. Madam, *tis now in tune. B, 
Luc. All but the Baſe. | L 
Hor, The Baſe is right; *tis the baſe Knave that jars, H 
Luc. How fiery and froward our Pedant is! Met] 
Now for my Life that Knave doth court my Love; Yet 
Pedaſcule, III watch you better yet: To « 
In time I may believe, yet I miſtruſt, Seize 
Bian. Miſtruſt it nor, for ſure Macides Hort 
Was Ajax, call'd ſo from his Grandfather, Ente 
I muſt believe my Maſter, elſe I promiſe you, 
I ſhould be arguing {till upon that Doubt; Ba 
But let it reſt. Now Licio to you: Thar 
Gcod Maſter, take it not unkindly, pray, And 


Thet I have been thus pleaſant with you both. 
Hor. You may go walk, and give me leave a while; 
My Leſſons make not Muſick in three Parts. 
Luc. Are you ſo formal, Sir? well, I muſt wait, 
And watch withal; for, but I be deceiv'd, 
Our fine Muſician groweth amorous. 
Hor. Madam, before you touch the Inſtrument, 
To learn the Order of my Fingering, 
I muſt begin with Rudiments of Art, 
To teach you Gæmut in a briefer ſort, 


Thin 
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Than hath been taught by any of my Trade; 


| And there it is in Writing fairly drawn. 


Bian. Why, I am paſt my Gamut long ago. 
Hor. Vet read the Gamut of Hortenſis. 
Bian. Gamut I am, the Ground of all Accord, 
Are, to plead Horten/io's Paſſion, 
Beeme, Bianca, take him for thy Lord, 
Cfant, that loves thee with all Affection, 
D /ol re, one Cliff, two Notes have I, 
Elami, (ſhow Pity, or I die, 
Call you this Gamur? Tut, I like it not; 
Old Faſhions pleaſe me beſt; I am not ſo nice 
To change true Rules for old Inventions, 
Enter a Servant. 
Serv, Miſtreſs, your Father prays you leave your Books, 
And help to dreſs your Siſter's Chamber up; 
You know to Morrow is the Wedding-Day. 
Bian. Farewel, ſweet Maſters both; I mvſt be gone. Ex. 
Luc. Faith Miſtreſs, then I have no Cauſe to ſtay. | Exits 
Hor. But J have Cauſe to pry into this Pedant; 
Methinks he looks as tho? he were in love: | 
Yet if thy Thoughts, Bianca, be ſo humble 
To caſt thy wandring Eyes on every Stale; 
Seize thee that liſt; if once I find thee ranging, 
Hortenſio will be quit with thee by changing. Exit. 
Enter Baptiſta, Gremio, Tranio, Katharina, Lucentio, Bianca, 
| and Attendants, | 
Bap. Signior Lucentio, this is the pointed Day 
That Katharine and Petruchio ſhould be married; 
And yet we hear not of our Sor-in-law, 
What will be ſaid? what Mockery will it be, 
To want the Bridegroom when the Prieſt attends 
To ſpeak the ceremonial Rites of Marriage? 
What ſays Lucentio to this Shame of ours? 
Kath, No Shame but mine; I muſt, forſooth, be forc'd 
To give my Hand oppos'd againſt my Heart, 
Unto a mad-brain Rudesby, full of Spleen, 
Who woo'd in haſte, and means to wed at leiſure, 
I told you J, he was a frantick Fool, 
Hiding his bitter Jeſts in blunt Behaviour: 
And to be noted for a merry Man, 
Vo Ls II, | | R 


Hell 
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He'll woe a thouſand, point the Day of Marriage, | ſti 
Make Friends, invite yes, and proclaim the Banes; , | ani 
Yet never means to wed where he hath woo'd. | an 
Now muſt the World point at poor Katharina, ter 
And ſay, lo there is mad Perrachio's Wife, the 
If it would pleaſe him come and marry her. 
Tra, Patience, good Katharine, and Baptiſta too; l 
Upon my Life Petruchio means but well, ſon 
Whatever Fortune ſtays him from his Word. kerl 
Tho' he be blunt, I know him paſſing wiſe; Li 
Tho he be merry, yet withal he's honeſt, Up 1 
Kath, Would Katharine had never ſcen him tho' rel, 
| | Exit weeping, 7 
Bap. Go, Girl; I cannot blame thee now to weep; Yer 
For ſuch an Injury would vex a Saint, B, 
Much more a Shrew of thy impatience Humour. B, 
Enter Biondello. B, 
Bion Maſter, Maſter; old News, and ſuch News 2s you Bt 
never heard of. Ba 
Bap. Is it new and old too? How may that be? 3 Bi 
Bion. Why, is it not News to hear of Petruchio's coming, ck 
Bap. Is he come? Ba, 
Bion. Why, no Sir. Bio 
Bap. What then. and a 
Bion, He is coming, , 
Bap. When will he be here? Pet, 
Bion. When be ſtands where I am, and ſees you there. Bap 
Tra. But lay, what to thy old News? . 
Bion. Why Petruchio is coming in a new Hat and an old - 
Jerken; a Pair of old Breeches thrice turn'd; a Pair of = 
Boots that have been Candle-Cafes, one buck ed, another 5 et, 
Jac'd; an old ruſty Sword ta'en out of the Town- Armory Ho wl 
with a broken Hilt, and Chapeleſs, with two broken Points; Pry , 


his Horſe hip'd with an old mothy Saddle, the Stirro7s dA, 1 
no Kindred, beſides poſſeſt with the Glanders, and like 9 if t 
m-ſe in the Chine, troubled with the Lampaſſe, jo fecte A 
with the Faſhions, full of Windgalls, ſpe d with Spavins, nt Fi, a 
with the Yellows, paſt Cure of the Fives, ſtark ſpoiled with W. 
the Steggare, begnazn with the Bots, waid in the Back. 
Shou!der-ſhotten, near leg'd before, 2nd with a half check 


Bit, and a Headſtall of Shcep's Leather, which being 
raul 
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ſtrain'd to keep him from ſtumbling, hath been often burſt, 
and now repair'd with Knots; one Girth fix times picc'd, 
and a Woman's Crupper of Velure, which hath two Let- 
ters for her Name, fairly ſet down in Studs, and here and 
there piec'd with Packthred. 

Bap. Who comes witk him? 

Bion. Oh Sir, his Lack y, for all the World compari- 
ſon'd like the Horſe, with a linnen Stock on one Leg, aud a 
kerſey Boot- hoſe on the other, garter'd with a red and blue 
Liſt, an old Hat, and the Humour of forty Fancics prickt 
up in't for a Feather: A Monſter, a very Monſter in Appa- 
rel, and not like a Chriſtian Foot-boy, or Gentleman's Lackey. 

Tra, Tis ſome odd Humour pricks him to this Fathion; 
Yet oftentimes he goes but mean Apparell'd. 

Bap. I am glad he's come, howſoever he comes. 

Bion. Why Sir, he comes not. 

Bap. Didſt thou not ſay he comes? 

Bion. Who? that Petruchio came? 

Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came. : 

n _ No, Sir; I ſay his Horſe comes with him on his 
ack, 

Bap. Why that's all one. 

Bion. Nay, by St. Famy, I hold you a Penny, a Horſe 
and a Man is more than one, and yet not many. 

Enter Petruchio and Grumio fantaſtically habited. 

Pet. Come, where be theſe Gallants? who's at Home? 
Bap. You are welcome, Sir. 
Pet. And yet I come not well, 


ing, 


Bap. And yet you halt not. 
u old T; 3 . 

. 0 ra. Not ſo well Apparell'd as I wiſh you were, 
= Pet, Were it better I ſhould ruſh in thus, 
bc where is Kare? where is my lovely Bride? 
mots, | L X 
oY How does my Father? Gentles, methinks you frown, 


And wherefore gaze this goodly Company, 

ike 10 if As if they ſaw ſome wondrous Monument, 

"oY Some Comet, or unuſual Prodigy? Ih 
G5 * Bap. Why, Sir, you know this is your Wedding-J:y: 


gn Firſt were we fad, fearing you would not come; 
ee adder, that you come ſo unprovided. 
chat Tie, doff this Habit, ſhame to your Eſtate, 


n Eye-ſore to our ſolemn Feſtival, 
K's; Tra. 
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Tra. And tell us what Occaſion of Import 
Hath all ſo long detain'd you from your Wife, 


And ſent you hither ſo unlike your ſelf? A 
Pet. Tedious it were to tell, and harſh to hear: — 
Sufficeth I am come to keep my Word, Th 
Tho' in ſome Part enforced to digreſs, Th 
Which at more Leiſure I will fo excuſc, An 
As you ſhall well be ſatisfied withal. 
But where is Kate? I ſtay too long from her; gion 
Tne Morning wears; *cis time we were at Church. * 
Tra. See not your Bride in theſe unreverent Robes; 7 
Go to my Chamber, put on Cloaths of mine. G 
Pet. Not I; believe me, thus I'll viſit her. 4 
Bap. But thus, I truſt, you will not marry her. f 
Pet. _ ſooth, even thus; therefore ha' done with G 
Words; 
To me ſhe's married, not unto my Clothes: 
Could I repair what ſhe will wear in me, of 
As I could change theſe poor Accoutrements, Shot 
*T were well for Kate, and better for my ſelf. A 
But what a Fool am I to chat with you, Tha 
When I ſhould bid good Morrow to my Bride, And 
And ſeal the Title with a lovely Kiſs? Ex.. Thi 
Tra. He hath ſome Meaning in his mad Attire: That 
We will perſuade him, be it poſſible, 1 
To put on better &er he go to Church. | 75 
Bap. I'll after him, ard ſee the Event of this. | Ex 2 
| Tra. But, Sir, Love concerneth us to add | As if 
Her Father's liking; which to bring to pals, Bur 
As before I imparted to your Wos ſhip, He © 
I am to git a Man; what e'er he be He h 
It skills not much; we'll fit him to our Turn, Aſter 
And he fhall be Vincentio of Piſa, And 
And make Aſſurance here in Padua, Hu 
Of greater Sums than I have promiſed: Grow 
8 ſhall you quietly enjoy your Hope, His « 
And marry ſweet Bianca with Conſent, Tae! 
Luc. Were it not that my fellow Schol- maſter With 
Doth watch Biaxca's Steps ſo narrowly, All tl 


*T were good methinks to ſteal our Marriage; hid 


with 


Ext, 


; Exit. 


Whid 
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Which once perform'd, let all the World ſay no, 
I'll keep mine own, deſpight of all the World. 
Tra, That by Degrees we mean to look into, 
And watch our Vantage in this Buſineſs: 
We'll over-reach the Gray-bcard Gremio. 
The narrow prying Father Minola, 
The quaint Muſician amorons Licio; 
All for my Maſter's fake Lucentio. 
Enter Gremio, 
Signior Gremio, came you from the Church? 
Gre, As willingly as &er I came from School. 
Tra. And is the Bride and Bridegroom coming home? 
Gre. A Bridegrocm ſay you? *Tis a Groom indeed, 
A erumbline Groom, and that the Girl ſhall find. 
Tra. Curſter than ſhe? why tis impoſſible. 
Gre, Why he's a Devil, a Devil, a very Fiend, 
Tra. Why ſhe's a Devil, a Devil, the Devil's Dam. 
Gra. Tut, ſhe's a Lamb, a Dove, a Fool to him: 
I'll tell you, Sir Lacentio, when the Prieſt 
Shou'd ask if Katharine thould be his Wife? 
Ay, by Gogs-woons, quoth he; and ſwore ſo loud, 
That, all amaz'd, the Prieſt let fall the Book; 
And as he ſtoop'd again to take it up, 
This mad-brain'd Bridegroom took him ſuch a Cuff, 
That down fell Prieſt and Book, and Book and Prieſt, 
Now take them up, quoth he, if any liſt. 
Tra. What ſaid the Wench, when he roſe up again? 
Gre, Trembled and ſhook ; for why, he ſtamp'd and ſwore, 
As if the Vicar meant to cozen him. 
But after many Ceremonies done, 
He ca ls for Wine: A Health, quoth he; as if 
He had been Aboard carowzing to his Mates 
After a Storm; quaft off the Muſcadel, 
And threw the Sops all in the Sexton's Face; 
Having no other Reaſon, but that his Beard 
Grew thin and hungerly, and ſeem'd to ask 
His Sops as he was drinking. This done, he took 
The Bride about the Neck, and kiſt her Lips 
With ſuch a clamorons Smack, that at the Parting 
All the Church did Eccho; and 1 ſeeing this, 


R 3 Came 


— 
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Came thence for very Shame; and after me | 

I know the Rout is coming: Such a mad Marriage 

Never was before. Hark, hark, I hear the Minſtrels play: 
| Muſick plays, 4 


Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Bianca, Hortenſio and Bapriſtz, 11 
Pet. Gentlemen and Friends, I thank you for your Pains: It 
I know you think to dine with me to Day, Fo: 

And have prep.r'd great Store of wedding Cheer G 
But ſo it is, my Haſte doth call me hence; 8 
And therefore here I mean to take my Leave. on 

Bap. Is't poſſible you will away to Night? — 
Det. I muſt away to Day, before Night come: — 
Make it no Wonder; if you knew my Buſineſo, a) 
You would intreat me rather go than ſtay, * 
| And honeſt Company, I thank yeu all, My 
1 That have beheld me give away my ſelf M2 
l To this moſt patient, ſweet and virtuous Wife: A * 
Dine with my Father, drink a Health to me, Tue 
| For I muſt hence, and farewel to you all, | Th 
1 Tra. Let us intreat you ſtay 'til aſter Dinner. D | 
f Pet. It may not be Ref 
1 Gre. Let me intreat you. om 
( Pet. it cannot be. Il. 


i] Kath. Let me intreat you. B 
| Pet. I am content. G 
Kath, Are you content to ſtay? FE 

1 Pet. I am content you ſhall intreat me ſtay ; 7 
But yet not ſtay, intreat me how you can. 1 
Kath. Now, if you love me, ſtay. G 
Pet. Grumic, my Horſe. 3 

Gru. Ay, Sir, they be ready: the Oats have eaten the Horſcs, 


Kath. Nay then For 
Do whit thou carſt, I will not go to Day; You 
No, nor to Morrow, nor 'till I pleaſe my elf: OY You 
The Door is open, Sir, there lyes your way, And 
You may be jogging whiles your B ots are green, | 7 
For me, I'il not be gone till I pl.aſe my ſelf: B, 


Tis like you'll prove a jolly ſurly Groom, 
| That take it on you at the firſt fo roundly. 
4 Pet. O Kate, content thee z prethee be not angry. 


Kath 


1th 
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Kath, Lill be a gry 3 what haſt thou to do- 
Father be quiet; he ſhall ſtay my Leiſure. 
Gre. Av, marry Sir, now it begins to work. 
Kath, Gentlemen, forward to the Bridal-dinner, 
{ ſee a Woman miy be made a Fool, 
If ſhe had not a Spirit to reſiſt. 
Pet, They ſhall go forward, Kate, at thy Command, 
Obey the Bride, you that attend on her: 
Go to the Feaſt, revel and domineer; 
Carowſe full Meaſure to her Maiden-head; 
Be mad and merry, or go hang your ſelves; 
But for my bonny Kate, ſhe muſt with me. 
Nay, look not big, nor ſtamp, nor ſtare, nor fret, 
I will be Maſter of what is mine own; 
She is my Goods, my Chattels, ſhe is my Houſe, 
My Houſhold Stuff, my Field, my Barn, 
My Horſe, my Ox, my Aſs, my any thing; 
And here (he Rands, touch her who ever dare; 


Il! bring my Action on the proudeſt he, 


That ſtops my way in Padua: Grumio, 
Draw foith thy Weapon; we are beſet with Thieves; 
Reſcue thy Miſtreſs if thou be a Man : 

Fear not, ſweet Wench, they ſhall not touch thee, Xaze; 
I'll, buckler thee againſt a Million, | Exeunt Pet. and Kath. 
Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. | 
Gre, Went they not quickly, I ſhoulddie with Laughing. 

Tra, Of all mad Mitches, never was the like. 

Luc, Miſtreſs, what's your Opinion of your Siſter ? 
Bian, That being mad her ſelf, ſhe's madly mated, 
Gre, I warrant him Petruchio is Kated. 


Bp. Neighbours and Friends, tho Bride and Bridegroom 


wants 
For to ſupply the Places at the Table; 


You know there wants no Junkets at the Feaſt : Lacentio, 


You ſhall ſupply the Bridegroom's Place. 
And let Bianca take her Siſter's room. 
Tra, Shall ſweet Bianca practiſe how to Bride it? 
Bab. She ſhall, Lacentio: Come, Gentlemen, let's gs, 
| : | Exeant. 


K 4 Enter 


— * 
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| Enter Grumio, | 
Gru. Fie, fie on all tired Jades, on all mad Maſters, and 
all foul ways: Was ever Man fo beaten ? was ever Man ſo 
' raide? was ever Man ſo weary ? I am ſent before to mike 
a F re, and they are coming after to warm them: Now were 
I not a little Pot, ard ſoon hot, my very Lips might frez22 
to my Teeth, my Tongue to the Root of my Mouth, my 
Heart in my Belly, &er I ſhould come by a Fne to thaw 
me; but I with blowing the Fire ſhall warm my ſelf; for 
conſidering the Weather, a taller Man than I will take cold: 
Holla, holla, Curtis 
Euter Curtis. 

Curt, Who is it that calls fo coldly? 

Gru. A Piece of Ice. If thou doubt it, thou may'ſt ſſide 
from my Shoulder to my Heel, with no greater a run but 
my Head and my Neck. A Fire, good Curtis. 

Curt. I my Maſter and his Wife coming, Grumio? 

Gru. Oh ay, Curtis, ay; and therefore Fire, Fire, caſt on 
no Water. 

Curt. Is ſhe ſo hot a Shrew as ſhe's repoited ? 

Gru. She was, good Curtis, betore this Froſt ; but thou 
know'ſt Winter tames Mar, Woman and Beaſt ; for it hath 
ram'd my old Maſter, and my new Miſtreſs, and my ſelf, 
fellow Curtis. 

Curt, Away, you three-inch'd Fool; I am no Beaſt, 

Cru. Am ] but three Inches ? why thy Horn is a Foot, 
and ſo long am I at the leaſt, But wilt thou make a Fire, 
or ihal! I complain on thee to our Miſtieſs, whoſe Hand, 
ſhe being now at Hind, ti ou ſhalt ſoon feel to thy cold 
Comfort, being flow in thy hot Office, 

Curt. | prethee, good Grumio, tell me, how goes the 
World? 

Gre. A cold World, Curtis, in every Office but thine; 
and ther. fore Fire: Do thy Duty, and have thy Duty; ſe 
my Maſter and Miſtreſs are almoſt frozen to Death. 

Curt. There's Fire ready; and therefore, good Gram 
the News. 

Gras. Why, Jack Boy, ho Boy, and as much News 
thou wilt. 

Curt. Cume, you are fo full of Conycatchirg. | 

Gru. Why chere ſore Fire; for I have 3 or 

h ets 


The Taming of the Shrew. 713 


Where's the Cook 2 is Supper ready, the Houſe trimm'd, 
Ruſhes ſtrew'd, Cobwebs ſwept, the Serving-men in their 
new Fuſtian, their white Stockings, and every Officer his 
wedding Garment on? Be the Jacks fair within, the Jil $ 
fair without, Carpets laid, and every thing in order? 

Cyr. All ready: And therefore I pray thee what News? 


ſtreſs fall'n out. 

Ger. How? 

Gru. Out of their Saddles into the Dirt; and thereby 
hangs a Tale, 

Cur, Let's ha't, good Grumio. 

Gru. Lend thine Ear. 

Cur, Here, 

Gru, There, [ Strikes him, 

Car, This 'tis to feel a Tale, not to hear a Tale. 

Gru. And therefore 'tis call'd a ſenſible Tale: and this 
Cuff was but to kneck at your Ear, and beſeech liſting. 
Now I begin: Imprimis, we came down a foul Hill, my 
Maſter riding behind my Miſtreſs, 

Cur. Both on one Horſe? 

Gru. What's that to thee ? 

Csr, Why a Horſe, 

Gru. Tell thou the Tale. But badſt thou not croſt me, 
thou ſhould'ſt have heard how her Horſe fell, and ſhe under 
Foot, her Horſe: thou ſhould'ſt have heard in how mic ry a place, 
Fire, how ſhe was bemoil'd, how he lefr her wit' the Horſe upon 
Jand, her, how he beat me becauſe her Horſe ſtumbled, how ſhe 
cold waded through the Dirt to pluck him off me; how he ſwore, 
| how ſhe pray'd that never pray'd before; how I cry'd, how 
; the the Horſcs ran away, how her Bridle was burſt, how I loſt 
my Crupper; with many things of worthy Memory, which 
bine; no ſhall die in oblivion, and thou return unexperieac'd to 
; for WF the Grave, 
Car, By this reckoning he is more Shrew than ſhe. 
rumil Gre. Ay, and that thou and the proudeſt of you all ſhall 
fird when he comes home. B t what talk I of this ? Call 
forta Nathaniel, Joſeph, Nicholas, Philip, Walter, Sugerſop, 
nd the reſt: Let their Heads be ſlickly comb'd, their blue 
Cats bruſh'd, and their Garters of an indifferent knit; let 
hem curtſie with their left Legs, and nor preſume * 
a nalr 


Gru. Firſt, know my Horſe is tired, my Maſter and Mi- 


. 
* 
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a hair of my Maſter's Horſe Tail, til they kiſs their Hind; 
Are they all ready? 

Car, They are. 

Gru. Call them forth. 

Gur. Do you hear, ho? You muſt meet my Maſter to 
Countenance my Miſtreſs. 

Gru. Why ſhe hath a Face of her own. 

Car. Who knows not that ? | 

Gru. Thou it ſcems, that calls for Company to Counte. 
nance her. 

Car. I call them forth to Credit her. 

Enter four or five Serving-Men 

Gru. Why ſhe comes to borrow nothing of them. 

Nat. Welcome home, Grumio. | 

Phil. How now, Grumio ? 

FJoſ. What, Grumio | 

Wick. Fellow Grumio ! 

Nath. How now, old Lad. 

Gru. Welcome you; how now you; what you; ſelloy 
you ; and thus much for Greeting. Now, my ſpruce 
Companions, is all ready, and all things neat? 

Nat, All things are ready ; how near is our Maſter? 

Gru. Een at hand, alighted by this; and therefore be 
not Cocks Paſhon, filer ce, I hear my Maſter, 

Enter Petruchio and Kate. 

Pet. Where be theſe Knaves? What, no Man at Door to 
hold my Stirrup, nor to take my Horſe ? Where is Natha- 
niel, Gregory, Philip? 

All Ser. Here, here, Sir; here, Sir. 

Pet. Here Sir, here Sir, here Sir, here Sir, 
You loggerheaded and unpoliſh'd Grooms : 
What? no Attendance? no Regard? no Duty? 
Where is the fool:ſh Knave I ſent before? 

Gru. Here Sir, as fooliſh as I was before. 

Pet. You Peaſant, Swain, you Whoreſon, Malt-hotl 

Drudge, 
Did not I bid thee meet me in the Park, 
And bring along the raſcal Knaves with thee 2 

Gra, Nathaniel's Coat, Sir, was not fully made: 

And Gabriel's Pumps were all unpink'd 'th' Heel: 
There was no Link to colour Peter's Har, * 


d 


t 


Re- 


10k 
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And Walter's Dagger was not come from ſheathing: 
There were none fine, but Adam, Ralph, and Gregory, 
The reſt were ragged, old, and beggatly, 
Yer as they are, they come to meet you. f 
Pet. Go, Raſcals, go and fetch my Supper in. ¶ Exit Ser. 
Where is the Life that late I led? 
Where are thiſe ? Sit down Kate, 
And welcome. Soud, ſoud, ſoud, ſoud. 
Enter Servants with Supper. 
Why when I ay? Nay, good ſweet Kate be merry. 
Off with my Boots, you Rogue : You Villains, when? 
It was the Friars of Orders grey, L Sings. 
As he forth watked on his way. | 
Out you Rogue, you pluck my Foot awry. ; 
Take that, and mind the plucking off the other, | Strikes him. 
Be merry, Kate: Some Water here; what hoa. 
Enter one with Water. | 
Where's my Spaniel Troilus? Sirrah, get you hence, 
And bid my Couſin Ferdinand come hither : 
One, Kate, that You muſt kiſs, and be acquainted with. 


| Where are my Slippers ? ſhall I have ſome Water? 


Come Kate, and waſh, and welcome heartily : 
You whoreſon Villain, will you let it fall ? 

Kat, Patience, I pray you, *was a fault unwilling, 

Pet, A whoreſon, beetle-h:aded, flat-ear d Knave: 
Come, Kate, fit down, I knew you have a Stomach, 
Will you give Thanks, ſweer Kate, or elſe ſhall I ? 
What's this, Mutton ? 

I Ser, Yes. 

Pet, Who brought it ? 

Ker. I. o 

Pet, *Tis burnt, and fo is all the Meat: 


Whit Dogs are theſe? where is the raſcal Cook? 
How. durſt you, Villains, bring it from the Dreſſer, 
And ſerve it thus to me that love it not? 


There, take it to you, Trenchers, Cups and all: 

| Throws the Meat, &c. about the Stage. 
You hecdicſs Jolt-heads, and unmanner'd Slaves. | 
Whzr, do you grumble? I'll be with you ſtraight, 

Kat, I pray you, Husband, be not ſo diſquiet, 
The Meat was well, if you were ſo contented, 
Pet. 


And if the chance to nod FI! rail and brawl, 
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Pet. I tell thee, Kare, twas burnt and dry'd away, 
And I expreſly am forbid to touch it: 
For it engenders Choler, planteth Anger, 
And better twere that both of us did faſt, 
Since of our ſelves, our ſelves are Cholerick, 
Than feed it with ſuch over-roſted Fleſh : 
Be patient, to morrow't ſhall be mended, 

And for this Night we'll faſt for Company. } 
Come, I will bring thee to thy Bridal Chamber, | Exeunt, 
Enter Servants ſeverally. 

Nath. Peter, didſt ever ſee the like? 
Peter, He kilis her in her own Humour. F 
Gru. Where is he? ] 
1 
4 
1 


Enter Curtis, a Servant. 
Cur. In her Chamber, making a Sermon of Continency 
to her, and rails, and ſw«ars, and rates, and (ſhe, poor Soul, 


knows not which way to ſtand, to look, to ſpeak, and fits that 
as one new riſen from a Dream. Away, away, for he is Wo 
coming hither, , 
Enter Petruchio, | tell 

Pet. Thus have I politickly begun my Reign, } 


And 'tis my hope to end ſucceſsfully : 

My Faulcon now 1s ſharp, and paſſing emptv. 
And ' till ſhe ſtoop, ſhe mult not be full gorg'd, 
For then ſhe never looks upon her Lure. 
Arother way I have to man my Haggard, 

To make ber come, and know her Keeper's call : 
That is, to watcli her, as we watch theſe Kites, 
Thar bait and beat, and will not be obedient. 
She eat no Meat to day, nor none ſhall eat, 

Laſt night ſhe {]:pt not, nor to night ſhall not: 
As with tc, Mat, ſome undeſerved f. ult 

I'll find about the making of the Bed. 

And here PI} fling the Pillow, there the Bolſter, 
This way the Coverlet, another way the Sheets; 
Ay, and amid this hurly I intend, 

That all is done in reverend care of her, 

And in concluſion, ſhe ſhall watch all night, 


And with the clamour keep her ſtill awake, 
Tais is a way to kill a Wife with kiadneſ, 


uni. 


ency 
oul, 


ſits 


ge it 


Ad 


Know, Sir, that I am call'd Hortenſio. 
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Ard thus I'll curb her mad and headſtrong Humour. 
He that knows better how to tame a Shrew, 
Now let him ſpeak, *tis Charity to ſhew. [ Exit. 
Enter Tranio and Hortenſio. 
Tra. Ist poſſible, Friend Licio, that Miſtrefs Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio? 
I tell you, Sir, ſhe beais me fair in hand. 
Hor. Sir, to ſatisfie you in what I have ſaid, 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 
Enter Bianca and Lucentio. 
Lac. Now, Miſtreſs, profit you in what you read? 
Bian, What Maſter read you firſt, reſolve me that} 
Luc. I read that I profeſs, the Art to Love. 
Bian, And may you prove, Sir, Maſter of your Art, 
Luc. While you, ſweet Dear, prove Miſtreſs of my Heart. 
Hor. Quick Proceeders merry; row tell me I pray, you 
that durſt ſwear that your Miſtreſs Bianca lov'd none in the 
World ſo well as Lucentio. 
Tra. Oh deſpightful Love, unconſtant Womankind; I 
tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful, 
Hor. Miſtake no more, I am not Licio, 
Nor a Muſician, as I ſeem to be, 
But one that ſcorn to live in this Diſguiſc, 
For ſuch a one as leaves a Gentleman, 
And makes a God of ſuch a Cullion; 


Tra. Signior Hortenſio, I have often heard 
Of your entire Affection to Bianca, 

And ſince mine Eyes are witneſs of her Lightneſs, 
I will with you, if you be ſo contented, 
Forſwear Bianca and her Love for ever. 

Hor. See how they kiſs and court. Signior Lxcentio, | 
Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow | 
As one unworthy all the former Favours | 
That I have fondly flatter'd her withal. 

Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned Oath, 

Never to marry with her, tho' ſhe would entreat. 
Fie on her, ſee how beaſtly ſhe doth court kim, 

Hor. Would all the World but he had quite ſorſworn. 
For me, that I may ſurely keep mine Oath, 

L will be Married to a wealthy Widow, 


E'er 
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E'er three days paſs, which has as long lov'd me, 


As I have lov'd this proud diſdaipful Haggard. 1 
And fo farewel, Signior Lucentio. * 
Kindneſs in Women, not their beaute ous Looks, 7 
Shall win my Love; and ſo I take my leave, p 
In reſolution as I ſwore before. [Exit Hor, 7 
Tra. Miſtreſs Bianca, bleſs you with ſuch Grace, Aud 
As longeth to a Lover's bleſſed Caſe: > 
Nay, I have ta'en you rapping, gentle Love, 7 
And have forſworn you with Hortenſio. T 
Bian, Tranio, you jeſt: But haveyou both forſworn me You 
Tra. Miſtreſs, we have, "4 
Luc. Then we are rid of Licio. Heh 
Tra. I faith he'll have a luſty Widow now, Tic 
That ſhall be woo'd and wedded in a day. You 
Bian. God give him Joy. 7 
Tra. Ay, and he'll tame her. For 
Bian, He ſays ſo, Tranio. * 
Tra. Faith he is gone unto the taming School. 7, 


Bian. The taming School: What is there ſuch a place? This 


Tra. Ay, Miſtreſs, and Petruchio is the Maſter, Firſt 
That teacheth Tricks eleven and twenty long, Pe 
To tame a Sarew, and charm her chattzring Tongue. Piſa 

Enter Biondello. = 

Bion. Oh Maſter, Maſter, I have watch d ſo long, Pe 
That I am Dog-weary; but at laſt I ſpied A M 
An ancient Angel coming down the Hill 75 
Will ſerve the turn. In Cc 

Tra, What is he, Biondello? Bi 


Bion. Maſter, a Marcantant, or a P:4ant; 
I know not what; but formal in Apparel; 
In Gate and Countenance ſurly, like a Father. 
Luc. And what of him, Tyanio? 
Tra. If he be credulous, and truſt my Tale, 
Fil make him glad to ſeem Vincentio, 
And give aſſurance to Bapiſta Minola, 
As if he were the right Vincentio: 
Take me your Love, and then let me alone, | Ex, Luc, & Bin. 
Enter a Pedant. 
Ped. God ſave you, Sir. 
Tra. And you, Sir; you are welcome: 
Travel you far on, or are you at the fartheſt? Pri, 


Hor, 


1 me? 


ce? 


Bian. 


7 ed, 
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Ped. Sir, at the fartheſt for a Week or two; 
But then up farther, and as far as Nome; 
And ſo to Tripoly, if God lend me Life, 
Tra. W hat Countryman, 1 pray 2 
Ped, Of Mantua. 
Tra. Of A antua, Sir; marry God forbid; 
And come to Padua; careleſs of your Life? 
Ped, My Life, Sir! how, I pray? for that goes hard. 
Tra. Tis Death for any one in Mautua 
To come to Padua; know you not the Cauſe ? 
Your Ships are ſtaid at Venice, and the Duke, 
For private Quarrel *rwixt your Duke and him, 
Huth publiſh'd and proclaim'd it openly : 
'Tis marvel, but that you are but newly come, 
You might have heard it elſe proclaim'd about. 
Ped. Alas, Sir, it is worſe for me than ſo; 
For I have Bills for Mony by Exchange 
From Florence, and muſt here deliver them. 
Tra. Well, Sir, to do you Courteſie, 
This will J do, and this I will adviſe you; 
Firſt tell me, have you ever been at Piſa. 
Ped. Ay, Sir, in Piſa have I often been; 
Piſa renowned for grave Citizens. 
Tra. Among them know you one Yixcentio? 
Ped, I know him not, but I have heard of him; 
A Merchant of incomparable Wealth. 
Tra. He is my Father, Sir; and ſooth to ſay, 
In Count'nance ſomewhat dorh reſemble you. 
Bion. As much as an Apple doth an Oyſter, and all one. 
| Aſide. 
Tra. To fave your Life in this Extremity, 
This Favour will I do you for his fake; 
And think it not the worſt of all your Fortunes 
That you are like to Sir Yincentio: 
His Name and Credit ſhall you undertake, 
And in my Houſe you ſhall be friendly Lodg'd; 
Look that you take upon you as you ſhould. 
You underſtand me, Sir: So ſhall you ſtay 
Fill you have done your Buſineſs in the City. 
If this be Court'fie, Sir, accept of ir. 
ed. Oh, Sir, I do, and will repute you ever 
pa: ron of my Life and Liberty. Tra. 
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Tra. Then go with me to make the matter good: 
This by the way I let you underſtand, 
My Father is here look'd for every day, 
To paſs aſſurance of a Dowry in Marriage 


Twixt me and one Baptiſtas Daughter here: TI 
In all theſe Circumſtances I'll inſtru& you z 801 
Go with me, Sir, to cloath you as becomes you. | Exe, 4 
_ 2 0 

1 

SST WW. 8CENSKE I. 1 
Enter Katharina and Grumio. ; 

Gru. O, no, Forſooth, I dare not for my Life. | Her 
Kath. The more my Wrong; the more hi; To 

Spite appears: I an 


What, did he marry me to famiſh me? 

Beggars that come unto my Father's Door, 

Upon intreaty, have a preſent Alms; 

If not, elſewhere they meet with preſent Charity: 

But I, who never knew how to intreat, 

Nor rever needed, that I ſhould intreat, 

Am ſtarv'd for Meat, giddy for lack of Sleep; 

With Oaths kept waking, and with Brawling fed; 

And that which ſpights me more than all theſe Wants, 

He does it under name of perfect Love: 

As who would ſav, if I ſhould ſleep or eat 

*T were deadly Sickneſs, or elſe preſent Death: 

I prethee go, and get me ſome Repaſt; 

I care not what, ſo it be wholſome Food, 
Gru. What ſay you to a Neat's Foot? 
Kath. *Tis paſſing good; I prethee let me have it. 
Gru. I fear it is too Flegmatick a Meat: 

How ſay you to a fat Tripe fine ly broil'd? 
Kath, I like it well; good Gramio, fetch it me. 
Gru. I cannot tell, I fear it is Cholerick: 

What ſay you to a piece of Beef and Muſtard ? 
Kath. A Diſh that I do love to feed upon. 
Gra. Ay, but the Muſtard is too hot a little, 
Kath, Why then the Beef, and let the Muſtard reſt. 
Gru. Nay then I will not; you ſhall have the Muſtard, 

Or elſe you get no Beef of Gramio, Kath. 


his 


. 
ſtard, 
Kath. 
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* 
Kath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt. 
Gra. Why then the Muſtard without the Beef. 
Kath. Go, get thee gone, thou falſe deluding Slave, 
; | [ Beat 4 him. 


That feed'ſt me with the very name of Meat: 
Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you 
That triumph thus upon my Miſery. 
Go, get thee gone, I ſay. 
Enter Petruchio and Hortenſio with Meat. 

Pat. How fares my Kate? What, Swecting, all amort ? 

Hor, Miſtreſs, what cheer? 

Kath, *Faith as cold as can be. 

Pet. Pluck up thy Spirits; look cheerfully upon me; 
Here Love, thou ſeeſt how diligent I am, 4 
To dreſs thy Meat my ſelf, and bring it thee: 

I am ſure, ſweet Kare, this Kindneſs merits Thanks. 
What, not a word? Nay then, thou lov'ſt it not: 
And all my Pains is ſorted to no proof, 

Here take away the Diſh. . 

Rath. | pray you let it ſtand, 

Per. The pooreſt Service is repaid with Thanks, 
And fo ſhall mine before you touch the Meat. 
Kate, I thank you, Sir. 

Hor. Signior Petruchio, fie, you are too blame: 
Come, Miſtreſs Kaze, I'll bear you Company. 

Pet, Eat it up all, Hortenſio, if thou loveſt me, 

Much good do it unto thy gentle Heart; 
Kate, eat apace. And now n y honey Love, 
Will we return unto thy Father's Houſe, 
And Revel it as bravely as the beſt, 
With filken Coats, and Caps, and golden Rings, 
With Ruffs, ard Cuffs, ard Fardingals, and things: 
With Scarfs, and Fans, and double change of Brav'ry, 
With Amber Bracelets, Beads and all this Knav'ry. > 
What, haſt thou Din'd ? The Taylor ſtays thy leiſure, 
To deck thy Body with his rufling Treaſure. 
Enter Taylor. 

Come, Taylor, let us ſee theſe Ornaments, 

Emer Haberdaſher. 
Lay forth the Gown, What News with you, Sir ? 


Hab. Here is the Cap your Worſhip did beſpeak. 
Vor. II. I Pit, 
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Pet. Why this was moulded on a Porrenger, 
A Velvet Diſh; Fie, fie, 'tis lewd and filthy; 
Why 'cis a Cockle or a Wallaut-ſhell, 
A Knack, a Toy, a Trick, a Baby's Cap. 
Away with it, come, let me have a bigger. 
Kath, I'll have no bigger, this doth fit the time, 
And Gentlewomen wear ſuch Caps as theſe. 
Pet. When you are gentle, you ſhall have one too, 
And not till then, 
Hor. That will not be in haſte, 
Kath. Why, Sir, I truſt I may have leave to ſpeak, 
And ſpeak I will. I am no Child, no Babe, 
Your Betters have endur'd me, ſay my mind; 
And if you cannot, belt you ſtop your Ears. 
My Tongue will tell the Anger of my Heait, 
Or elſe my Heart concealing it will break : 
And rather than it ſhall, I will be free, 
Even to the uttermoſt as I pleaſe in words, 
Pet. Why thou ſay'ſt true, it is a paltry Cap, 
A cuſtard Coffin, a Bauble, a ſilken Pie, 
I love thee well in that thou lik'ſt it not. 
Kath. Love me, or love me not, I like the Cap, 
And it I will have, or I will have none. 
Pet. Thy Gown, why ay; come, Taylor, let us {ct 
O mercy God, what masking Stuff is here? 
What? this a Sleeve? 'tis like a Demi-cannon ; 
What, up and down carv'd like an Apple Tart? 
Here's ſaip, and nip, and cut, and liſh, and ſlaſh, 
Like to a Cenſor in a Barber's Shop: 4 
Why what a Devil's name, Taylor, call'ſt thou this? 
Hor. ſee ſhe's like to have neither Cap nor Gon. 
Tay. You bid me make it orderly and well, 
According to the Faſhion of the Time. 
Pes. Marry and did: But if you be remembred, 
I did not bid you marr it to the Time. 
Go hop me over every Kennel home, 
For you ſhall hop without my Cuſtom, Sir: 
I'll none of it; hence, make your beſt of it. 
Kath. I never ſaw a better faſhion'd Gown, 
More queint, more pleaſing, nor more cc mmencavle: 
Belike you mean to make a Puppet of me, 


pM 
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Per. Why true, he means to make a Puppet of thee. 1 
Tay. She ſays your Worſhip means to make a Puppet of 1 


er. 

Pet. Oh moſt monſtrous Arrogance! 4 
Thou lyeſt, thou Thread, thou Thimble, 1 
Thou Yard, three Quarters, half a Yard, Quarter, Nail, "| 
Thou Fles, thou Nit, thou winter Cricket thou | 1 
Brav'd in mine own Houſe with a Skein of Thread! | 
Away, thou Rag, thou Quantity, thou Remnant, # 
Or I ſhall fo be- mete thee with thy Yard, 
As thou ſhalt think on prating whilſt thou liv'ſt: 

I tell thee I, that thou haſt marr'd her Gown. 

Tay. Your Worſhip is deceiv'd, the Gown is made 
Juſt as my Maſter had direCtion. 

Grumio gave Order how it ſhould be done. 

Gru. I gave him no Order, I gave him the Stuff, 

Tay. But how did you defire it ſhould be made ? 

Gru. Marry, Sir, with Needle and Thread. 

Tay. But did you not requeſt to have it Cut? 

Gru. Thou haſt fac'd many things. 


Tay. I have. 14 
Gru. Face not me: Thou haſt brav'd many Men, brave wi 
not me; I will neither be fac'd nor brav'd. I ſay untothee, pk 
I bid thy Maſter cut out the Gown, but I did not bid him 1 


ee. aut it to pieces. Ergo thou lieſt. 


Tay. Why here is the Note of the Faſhion to teſtify. | 
Pet. Read it. 
Gru. The Note lies in's Throat if he ſay I ſaid ſo: 
Tay. Imprimis, a looſe-bodied Gown. 
Gru. Maſter, if ever I ſaid looſe-bodied Gown, ſow me 
in the Skirts of it, and beat me to Death with a Bottom of 
Ne brown Thread: I ſaid a Gown, 
Per, Proceed. 
Tay. With a ſmall compaſt Cape. 
Gru. I confeſs the Cape. 
Tay. With a Trunk Sleeve, 
Gru. I confeſs two Sleeves. 
Tay. The Sleeves curiouſly cut, 
Pet, Ay there's the Villany. 
| Gru. Error i'th' Bill, Sir, Error i'th' Bill: I commanded 
le: the Sleeves ſhould be cut * and ſow'd up again, and that 
2 I'll 


* 
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I'll prove upon thee, tho? thy little Finger be armed in 
Thimble. 3 
Tay. This is true that I ſay, and I had thee in place 
where, thou ſhould'ſt know it. 
Gru. I am for thee ſtraight: take thou the Bill, give me 
thy mete yard, and ſpare not me. : 
Hor, God-a-mercy, Grwmio, then he ſhall have no odds, 
Per. Well, Sir, in brief the Gown is not for me. 
Gra. You are 'th' right, Sir, *tis for my Miſtreſs. 
Pet. Go take it up unto thy Maſter's uſe. 
Gru. Villain, not for thy Life: Take up my Miſtreſs's 
Gown for thy Maſter's uſe! 
Pet. Why, Sir, what's your Conceit in that? 
Gru. Oh, Sir, the Conceit is deeper than you think for; 
Take up my Miſtreſs's Gown unto his Maſter's tc. 
Oh fie, fie, fie. | 
Pet. Hortenſio, ſay thou wilt ſee the Taylor paid. | Aſide, 
Go take it hence, be gone, and ſay no more. 
, #tr. Taylor, I'll pay thee for thy Gown to morrow, 
Take no unkindneſs of his haſty Words: 
Away I ſay, commend me to thy Maſter, [ Exit Tail, Pe 
Pet. Well, come my Kate, we will unto your Father's, Tw. 
Even in theſe honeſt mean habiliments: 
Our Purſes ſhall be proud, our Garments poor; 
For *tis the Mind that makes the Body rich. 
And as the Sun breaks through the darkeſt Clouds, 
So Honour peereth in the meaneſt Habit. 
What is the Jay more precious than the Lark, 
Becauſe his Feathers are more beautiful? 
Or is the Adder better than the Eel, 
Becauſe his painted Skin contents the Eye? 
Oh no, good Kate; neither art thou the worſe 
For this poor Furniture, and mean Array. 
If thou account'ſt it Shame, lay it on me, | 
Aud therefore Frolick; we will hence forthwith, | pray 


To Feaſt ard Sport us at thy Father's Houſe, ve 1 
Go call my Men, and let us ſtraight to him, Ped, 
And bring our Horſcs unto Long dane end, To ga 
There will we mount, and chüker walk on Foot. Made 
Let's fer, I think 'tis now ſome ſeven a Clock, a 

ad tg 


Ad well we may come there by Dinner time. oh 
| 47. 
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Kath, I dare aſſure you, Sir, tis almoſt two; 
And 'ewill be Supper-time &'er you come there. y 

Pet, It ſhall be ſeven e'er I go to Horſe: 1 
Look what I ſpeak, or do, or thi k to do, | g 
You are ſtill croſſing it; Sirs, let't alone, "ly 
I will not go to diy, and &er I do, v1 
It ſhall be whic a Clock I ſay it is. 
Hor. Why to: This Gallant will command the Sun. 

Exeunt Pet. Kath. and Hor. 


Enter Tranio, and the Pedant dreſt like Vincentio, 
Tra, Sirs, this is the Houſe, pleaſe it you that I call. 
Ped, Ay what elſe, and but I be deceived, 

Signior Baptiſta may remember me 
Near twenty Years ago in Genoa. 
Tra. Where we were Lodgers, at the Pegaſus: 
'Tis well, and hold your own in any caſe 
With ſuch Auſterity as longeth to a Father. 


Enter Biondello. 
Ped, | warrant you: But, Sir, here comes your Boy; 
'Twere good he were ſchoo'd. V 
Tra, Fear you not him; Sirrah Biondello, ll! 
Now do your Duty throughly I adviſe you: fy 
Imagine twere the right Vincantio. 
Bion, Tut, fear not me. 
Tra, But haſt thou done thy Errand to Baptiſta? 
Bion. I told him that your Father was in Venice, 
And that you look'd for him in Padua. 
Tra, That's a tall Fellow, hold thee that to drink, 
Here comes Bapriſta; ſet your Countenance, Sir. 
Enter Baptiſta and Lucentio. 
Tra. Signior Baptiſta, you are happily met: 
Sir, this is the Gentleman I told you of ; 
I pray you ſtand, good Father, to me now, 
Give me Bianca for my Patrimony. 
Ped. Soft, Son. Sir, by your leave, having come to Padua 
To gather in ſome Debts, my Son Lucentio 
Made me acquainted with a weighty Cauſe 
Of Love berween your Daughter and himſelf 7 
And for the good Report I hear of you, 
+ 3 S 3 And 
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And for the Love he beareth to your Daughter, 
And ſhe to him; to ſtay him not too long, 

I am content in a good Father's care 

To have him N and if you pleaſe to like 
No worſe than I, Sir, upon ſome Agreement, 
Me ſhall you find moſt ready and moſt willing 
With one conſent to have her ſo beſtowed: 

For curious I cannot be with you, 

Signior Bapriſta, of whom I hear ſo well. 

B ap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to ſay, 
Your plainneſs and your ſhortneſs pleaſe me well: 
Right true it is, your, Son Lacentio here 
Doth love my Daughter, and ſhe loveth him, 
Or both diſſemble deeply their Affections; 

And therefore if you fay no more than this, 

T hat like a Father you will deal with him, 

And paſs my Daughter a ſufficient Dowry, 

The Match is made, and all is done, 

Your Son ſhall have my Daughter with conſent, 

Tra. I thank you, Sir, where then do you know beſt 
We be afhed, and ſuch affurance ta'en, 

As ſhall with either Parts Agreement ſtand. 

Bap. Not in my Houſe, Lucextio, for you know 
Pitchers have Ears, and I have many Servants 
Beſides old Gremio is hearkning ſtill, ; 

And haply we might be interrupted. 

Tra, Then at my Lodging, and it like you, Sir; 
There doth my Father lye; and there this Night 
We'll paſsthe Buſineſs privately and wel : 

Send for your Daughter by your Servant here, 
My Boy ſhall fetch the Scrivener preſently, 
The worſt is this, that at ſo ſlender warning, 


Jou are like to have a thin and ſlender Pittance. 


Bap. Ir likes me well. 

Cambio, hie you home, and bid Bianca make her ready 
ſtraight: | | | 

And if you will, tell what hath happen'd, 

Lacentio's Father is arriv'd in Padua, © 

And how ſhe's like to be Lucentios Wife. 

Luc. | piay the gods ſhe may with all wy Heart. [Ei 

e | : 0” 3 6 2 FR Tra, 
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Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone. 


Enter Peter. 

Signior Baptiſta, ſhall I lead the way? 
Welcome, one Meſs is like to be your Cheer, 
Come, Sir, we will bet ter it in Pi/a, 

Bap. I follow you. 

Enter Lucentio and Biondello. 
Bion, Cambio, 
Luc. What ſay'ſt thou, Biondello ? 


Bion. You ſaw my Maſter wink and laugh upon you. 


Luc. Biondello, what of that? 


Bion. Faith nothing; but has left me here behind to ex- 
pound the Meaning or Morral of his Signs and Tokens. 


Luc, I pray thee moralize them, 


Bion. Then thus. Baptiſta is ſafe talking with rhe decei- 


ving Father of a deceitful Son. 
Lac. And what of him? 


Bion. His Daughter is to be brought by you to the Sup- 
per, 


Luc. And then? 


Bion. The old Prieſt at St, Luke's Church is at your com- 


mand at all hours, 
Luc. And what of all this? 


Bion. I cannot tell, except they are buſied about a coun- 
terfeit Aſſurance; take you Aſſurance of her, Cam privi- 
legio ad Imprimendum ſolum, to th' Church take the Prieſt, 


Clark, and ſome C ficient honeſt Witneſles : 


If this be not that you look for, I have no more to ſay, 


But bid Bianca fare wel for ever and a day, 
Luc, Hear'ſt thou, Biondello? 


Bion. I cannot tarry ; I knew a Wench married in an 
Afternoon as ſhe went to the Garden for Parſeley to ſtuff 
2 Ravit, and ſo may you, Sir: And {> ad-eu, Sir ; my 
Miſter hath appointed me to go to St. Luke's, to bid the 
Prieſt be ready to come againſt you come with your Ap- 


pendix. 
Luc. I may and will, if ſhe be ſo contented: 


She will be pleas'd, then wherefore ſhould we doubt? 


Hap what hap may, I'll roundly go about her: 
It ſhall go hard if Cambio go without her, 


S 4 


[ Exennt, 


[ Exit, 
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Enter Petruchio, Katharina, and Hortenſio. X 
Pet. Come on a God's name, once more towards our Fa- Wh 
ther's. | ö Hap} 
Good Lord, how bright and goodly ſhines the Moon, Hap 
| Kath. The Moon! the Sun; it is not Mpon-light nov. Allo 
Per. I fay it is the Moon that ſhines bright. P, 
Kath, I know it is the Jun that ſhines ſo bright. Thi 
Pet. Now by my Mother's Son, and that's my ſelf, And 
It ſhall be Moon, or Star, or what I liſt, K 
Or &er I journey to your ache“ Houſe: | Tha 
Go on, and fetch our Horſes back again. Tha 
Evermore croſt and croſt, nothing but croſt. Now 
Hor. Say as he lays, or we ſhall never go. Pard 
Kath. Forward I pray, ſince we have come fo far, e 
And be it Moon, or Sun, or what you pleaſe; Whi 
And if you pleaſe to call it a Ruſh Candle, We 
Henceforth I vow it ſhall be ſo for me, 7 
Pet. I ſay it is the Moon. That 
Kath, I know it is the Moon, red 

n 


Pet. Nay then you lye ; it is the bleſſed Sun, 
Kath. Then God be bleſt, it is the bl. fed Sun, A x 
Bur Sun it is not, when you fay it is not 
And the Moon changes even as your Mind, 
What you will bave it nam'd, even that it is, 
And ſo it ſh:I| be, ſ, for Katherine. Ard 
Hor. Petruchio, go thy way, the Field is won. 
Pet. Well, forward, forward, thus the Bowl ſhould run: T 
And not unluckily «gainſt the Bias: & by 


But ſoſt, Company is coming here. — 
Enter Vincentio, : Bet 
Good Morrow, gentle Miſtreſs, where away? [To Vin. — 
Tell mc, ſweet Kate, and tell me truly too, | : t 
Haſt thou beheld a freſher Gentlewoman: And 
Such war of white and red within her Checks: Wh 
What Stars do ſpangle Hezv'n with ſuch Beauty, — 
As thoſe two Eyes become the heav'nly Face 7 Lil 
Fair love Maid, once more good day to thee: 5 e 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for her Beauties ſake, — 
Her. He will make the Man mad to make a Woman of 2 
hi, | 1050 
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Kath, Young budding Virgin, fair, and freſh, and ſweet 
Whuther away, or Where is thy Aboad ? 
Happy the Parents of ſo fair a Child; | 
Happier the Man whom favourable Stars 
Allots thee for his lovely Bedſellow. oy 

Pet, Why how now, Kare, I hope thou art not mad! 
This is a Man, old, wrinkled, faded, whithered, 

And not a Maiden, as thou ſay'ſt he is. 

Kath. Pardon, old Father, my miſtaken Eyes, 
That have been ſo bedazled with the Sun, 

That every thing I look on ſeemeth green. 

Now I perceive thou art a reverend Father : 

Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad miſtaking. 

Pet Do, good old Grandſir, and withal make known 
Which way thou travelleſt; if along with us, 

We ſhall be joyful of thy Company. 

Vin. Fair Sir, and you my merry Miſtreſs, 

That with your ſtrange Encounter much amaz'd me : 
My Name is call'd Vincentio, my Dwelling Piſa, 

And bound I am to Padua, there to viſit 

A Son of mine, which long I have not ſeen. 

Pet. What is his Name? 

Vin. Lacentio, Gentle Sir. 

Pet. Happily met, the happier for thy Son; 

And now by Law, as well as reverent Age, * 
I may intitle thee my loving Father: 

The Siſter of my Wife, this Gentlewoman, 
Thy Son by this hath married. Wonder not, 
Nor be not griev'd, ſhe is of good Eſteem, 

Her Dowry wealthy, and of worthy Birth; 
Beſide, ſo qualified, as may beſeem 

The Spouſe of any noble Gentleman. 

Let me embrace with old Vincentio, 

And wander we to ſee thy honeſt Son, 

Who will of thy Arrival be full Joyous. 

Jin. But is this true, or is it elſe your Pleaſure, 
Like pleaſant Travellers to break a Jeſt 

Upon the Company you overtake ? 

Hor, I do aſſure thee Father, fo it is. 

Per, Come, go along, and ſee the Truth hereof, 
For our firſt Merriment hath made thee jealous. [ Exeunt. 

Hor. 
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Hor. Well Petruchio, this hath put me in Heart. 
Have to my Widow, and if ſhe be froward, 
Then haſt thou taught Hortenſis to be untoward. [ Exit, 


Euter Biond ello, Lucentio and Bianca, Gremio walking ox 
one Side. 


Bion, Softly and ſwiftly, Sir, for the Prieſt is ready. 

Luc. I fly, Biondello, but they may chance to need thee 
at Home, therefore leave us. 

Bion. Nay, Faith, I'll ſee the Church a your Back, and 
then come back ro my Miſtreſs as ſoon as I can, | Exemn, 

Gre. I marvel Cambio comes not all this while, 


Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Vincentio and Grumio, 
with Attendant. 


Pet. Sir, here's the Door, this is Lucentio's Houſe, 
My Father's bears more toward the Market-Place, 
Thither muſt I, and here I leave you, Sir. 
Vin. You ſhall not chuſe but drink before you go; 
I think T ſhall command your welcome here; 
And by all Likelihood ſome Cheer is toward. [ Knack, 
Gre. They're buſie within, you were beſt knock louder, 
| Pedant looks out of the Window, 
Ped. What's he that knocks as he woud beat down the 


Gate} T 
Vin. Ts Signior Lucentio within, Sir? 7 
Ped, He's within, Sir, but not to be ſpoken withal. mort 


Vis. What if a Man bring him a hundred Pound or two Hoſ 
to make merry withal. 
Ped. Keep your hundred Pounds to your ſelf, he ſhall Hon 


need none as long as I live. ſity. 
Pet. Nay, I told you your Son was belov'd in Padua; do Tj 
you hear, Sir, to leave frivolous Circumſtances; I pray you B, 
tell Signior Lucentio that his Father is come from Pi, and 7 
is here at the Door to ſpeak with him. bit; 
' ed. Thou lieſt, his Father is come from Padua, and here conc: 
Icoking out the Window, good 
Fin. Art thou his Father? 27 
Ped. Ay, Sir, ſo his Mother ſays, if I may believe her. 2 

ol 


Pet. Why how now, Gentleman! why this is flat Kn 
very to take upon you another Man's Name. * 
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Fed. Lay Hands on the Villain, I believe he means to 

cozen ſome Body in this City under my Countenance, 
Enter Biondello. 

Bion. I have ſeen them in the Church together, God ſend 
em good Shipping + But who is here? Mine old Maſter Yin- 
centio? Now we are undone, and brought to nothing. 

Vin. Come hither, Crackhemp. [Sreing Biondello. 

Bion. I hope I may chuſe, Sir. 

Vin. Come hither you Rogue, what have you forgot me? 

Bion. Forget you, no Sir: I could not forget you, for I 
never ſaw you before in all my Life. 

Yin, What, you notorious Villain, did'ſt thou never fee 


, thy Maſter's Father Vincentio! 


Bion. What, my old worſhipful old Maſter ? Yes, marry 
Sir, ſee where he looks out of the Window, 

Vin, Ist ſo indeed? [He beats Biondello. 

Bion. Help, help, help, here's a Mad-man will murther 
me. 

Ped, Help, Son, help Signier Baptiſta, 

Pet. Preethee, Kate, let's ſtand afide, and ſee the End of 
this Controverſie. 


Enter Pedant with Servants, Baptiſta and Tranio. 


Tra, Sir, what are you that offer to beat my Servant ? 
Vin, What am I, Sir; nay, what are you, Sir? Oh Im- 

mortal Gods ! Oh fine Villain, a ſilken Doublet, a velvet 
Hoſe, a ſcarlet Cloak and a copatain Hat: Oh I am un- 
done, I am undone; while I play the good Husband at 
_ my Son and my Servants Pend all at the Univer- 

ty. ; 

Tra, How now, what's the Matter ? 

Bap. What, is this Man lunatick ? 

Tra. Sir, you ſcem a ſober ancient Gentleman by your Ha- 
bit; but your Words ſhe you a Mad-man ; why, Sir, what 
concerns it you, if I wear Pearl and Gold; I thank my 
good Father, I am able to maintain it. : 
Vin, Thy Father ! Oh Villain, he is a Sail-maker in Ber- 


famo, 


Bap. You miſtake, Sir, you miſtake, Sir; pray what do 
you think is his Name 2 | 


Fin, His Name, as if I knew not his Name: I have 


brcugh 


732 The Taming of the Shrew. 


brought him up ever fince he was three Years old, and his 
Name is Tyanio. 

Ped. Away, away mad Aſs, his Name is Lucentio, and 
he is mine only Son, and Heir to the Lands of me Signior 
Fincentio. | | 

Vin. Lucentio { Oh he hath murthered his Maſter; ly 
hold on him I charge you in the Duke's Name; oh my 


Son, my Son; tell me, thou Villain, where is my Son Ly- 


pentio? | re 

Tra. Call forth an Officer; carry this mad Knave to the 
Goal; Father, Baptiſta, I charge you ſee that he be forth- 
coming. | 

Vin. Carry me to Goal ? 

Gre, Stay, Officer, he ſhall not go to Priſon, 

a Bap, Talk not, Signior Gremio: I ſay he ſhall go to pri- 
On. ; 

Gre, Take heed, Signior Baptiſta, leſt you be Cony- 
catch'd in this Buſineſs; I dare twear this is the right Vn- 
centio. | 

Ped, Swear if thou du'ſt. 

Gre. Nay, I dare not ſwear it, 

Tra. Then thou wert belt ſay, that I am not Lacentio, 

Gre. Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio. 

Bap. A way with the Dotard, to Goal with him. 


Enter Lucentio and Bianca. 


Vin. Thus Strangers may be hal'd and abus'd ; oh mon 
ſtrous Villain. | 

Bion. Oh ve are ſpoil'd, and yonder he is, deny him, for- 
ſwear him, or elſe we are all undone. 

[Exit Biondello, Tranio and Pedant as faſt as maybe, 

Lac. Pardon, ſweet Father, [ Kneeling, 

Vin. Lives my ſweet Son? 

Bian. Pardon, dear Father, 

Bap. How haſt thou offended ; where is Lacentio? 
Luc. Here's Lacentio, right Son to the right Vincentio. 
That have by Marriage made thy Daughter mine: 

While counterfeit Sappoſers bleer'd thine Eyn. 
Gre, Here's packing with a witneſs to deceive us all, 
Vin. Where is that damn'd Vi'lain Tranio, 

That fac'd and brav'd me in this Matter ſo? 


Bop. 
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Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio? 
Bian. Cambio is chang'd into Lacentio. 
Luc. Love wrought theſe Miracles. Bianca Love 
Made me exchange my State with Tranio, 
While he did bear my Countenance in the Town: 
And happily I have arriv'd at laſt 
Unto the wiſhed Haven of my Bliſs; 
What Tranio did, my ſelf entorc'd him to; 
Then pardon him, ſweet Father, for my Sake. 
Vin, I'll lit the Villain's Noſe that would have ſcat me 
to the _ ani a 
Zap. But do you hear, Sir, have you marry'd my Daugh- 
ter — asking my good Will? ; 
Vin, Fear not, Bapiſta, we will content you, go to; but 
I will in, to be reveng'd on this Villain, Exit, 
Bap. And I to ſound the Depth of this Knavery. Exit. 
Luc. Look not pale, Bianca, thy Father will not frown. 
¶Exeunt. 
Gre, My Cake is Dough, but I'll in among the reſt, 
Out of Hope of all, but my Share of the Feaſt, [ Exit. 
Kath, Husband let's follow, to ſee the end of this ado. 
Pet. Firſt kiſs me, Kate, and we will. 
Kath. What, in the midſt of the Street? 
Pet, What, art thou aſham'd of me? 
Kath. No, Sir, God forbid, but aſham'd to kiſs, 
Pet. Why then let's Home again: Come, Sirrah, let's 2 
way. 
. Kath, Nay, I will give thee a Kiſs; now pray thee Love, 
ay. | 
Pet. Is not this well? Come, my ſweet Kare; 
Better once than never, for never too late [ Exexnt, 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


Enter Baptiſta, Vincentio, Gremio, Pedant, Lucentio, Bj. 
anca, Tranio, Biondello, Petruchio, Katharina, Grumio, 
Hortenſio and Widow. Tranio's Servants bringing in a 


Banquet, 

Luc. A T laſt, tho' long, our jarring Notes agree, 
And time it is when raging War is done, 

To ſmile at Scapes and Perils over- blown. 

My fair Bianca, bid my Father welcome, 

While I with ſelf-ſame Kindneſs welcome thine 


Brother Petruchio, Siſter Katharine, 


And thou Hortenſio with thy loving Widow; 
Feaſt with the beſt, and welcome to my Houſe, 
My Banquet is to cloſe our Stomachs up 
After our great good Cheer: Pray you fit down, 
For now we fit to chat as well as cat. 

Pet. Nothing but fit and fit, and eat and eat | 

Bap. Padua affords this Kindneſs, Son Petruchio. 

Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 

Hor. For both our Sakes I would that Word were true. 

Pet. Now for my Life Hortenſio fears his Widow. 

Hor. Then never truſt me if I be afeard. 

Pet. You are very ſenſible, and yet you miſs my Senſe: 
I mean Hortenſio is afeard of you. 

Wid. He that is giddy thinks the World turns round. 

Pet. Roundly replied. 

Kath, Miſtreſs, how mean you that? 

Wid. Thus I conceive by him. 

Pet. Conceives by me, how likes Hortenſio that? 

Hor. My Widow ſays, thus ſhe conceives her Tale, 

Per. OP well mended, kiſs him for that, good Wi: 

ow. 

Kath. He that is giddy thinks the World turns round 
I pray you tell me what you meant by that. 

Mid. Your Husband being troubled with a Shrew, 
Meaſure's my Husband's Sorrow by his Woe; 
And now you know my Meaning, : 


Kath, 
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Kath, A very mean Meaning, 

Mid. Right, I mean you. 

Kath, And I am mean indeed, reſpecting you, 

Pet. To her, Kate. 

Hor. To her, Widow. 

Pet, A hundred Marks, my Kate do put her down, 

Hor. That's my Office. 

Pes. Spoke like an Officer; ha, to thee Lad. 

[ Drinks to Hortenſio. 

Bap. How likes Gremio theſe quick-witted Folks} 

Gre, Believe me, Sir, they butt together well. 

Bian. Head, and but, an haſty-witted Bod 
Would ſay, your Head and But were Head and Horn, 

Vin. Ay, Miſtreſs Bride, hath that awaken'd you? 

Bian. Ay, but not frighted me, therefore I'll ſleep 

again, 

Pet. Nay, that you ſhali not ſince you have begun: 
Have at you for a better Jeſt or two, 

Bian, Am I your Bird, I mean to ſhife my Buſh, 
And then purſue me as you draw your Bow, 
You are welcome all [Exit Bianca, Kath. and Widow. | 

Pet. She hath prevented me. Here Signior Tranio, 5 
This Bird you aim'd at, tho* you hit it not, 

Therefore a Health to all that ſhot and mils'd. l 

Tra. Oh, Sir, Lucentio flipt me like his Gray-hound, I 
nſe: Which runs himſelf, and catches for his Maſter. 

Pet. A good ſwift Simile, but ſumething curriſh, 
. Tra. Tis well, Sir, that you hunted for your ſelf: 
'Tis thought your Deer does hold you at a Bay. - 
Bap. Oh, oh Petruchio, Tranio hits you now. 
Luc, I thank thee for that Gird, good Tranio. 
Hor. Confeſs, confeſs, hath he not hit you there? 
| Pet. He has alittle gall'd me, I confeſs; 
Wi And as the Jeſt did glance away from me, 
'Tis ten to one it maim'd you two outright. 
— Bap. Now in good Sadneſs, Son Petrachio, 
I think thou haft the verieſt Shrew of all. 

Pet, Well, I fay no; and therefore for Aſſurance, 
Ler's each one ſend unto his Wife, 

Ard he whoſe Wife is moſt obedient, 


Kath, 


736 The Taming of the Shrew. 


To come at firſt when he doth ſend for her, 
Shall win the Wager which we will propoſe. 
Hor. Content, what's the Wager? 
Luc. Twenty Crowns. 
Pet. Twenty Crowns ! 
T'll venture ſo much on my Hawk or Hound, 
But twenty times ſo much upon my Wife. 
Luc, A hundred then. | 
Hor, Content. 
Pet, A match, tis done. 
Hor. Who ſhall begin? 
Luc. That will I, 
Go, Biondello, bid your Miſtreſs come to me. 


Bion. I go. | [Exit An a 
Bap. Son, I'll be your half, Bianca comes. And 
Luc, I'll have no halves: I'll bear it all my ſelf, B. 
Enter Biondello. The 

How now, what News? Unte 
Bion. Sir, my Miſtreſs ſends you Word * 
or 


That ſhe is buſie, and cannot come. 
Pet. How? ſhe's buſie, and cannot come: Is that an As- 

ſwer? A 
Gre. Ay, and a kind one too: Her 

Pray God, Sir, your Wife ſend you not a worſe. 


Pet, I hope better. See v 
Hor. Sirrah Biondello, go and intreat my Wife to come As P. 
to me forthwith, [ Exit Biondello. . 
Per. Oh ho! intreat her! nay then ſhe muſt n eeds come, Off; 
Hor. I am afraid, Sir, do what you can, 
Enter Biondello. tk 
Yours will not be entreated: Now, where's my Wife? "_ 
W 


Bion. She ſays you have ſome goodly Jeſt in Hand, 
She will not come: She bids you come to her. 
Pet. Worſe and worſe, ſhe will not come! 
Oh vi'd, intolerable, not to be indur'd: 
Sirrah Gramio, go to your Miſtreſs, 
Say I command her to come to me. [Exit Gr 
Hor. I know her Anſwer. 
Pet, hat ? 
Her. She will not. 


'xit, 


Gru 


Pn. 
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Pet. The fouler Fortune mine, and there's an end. 


Enter Katharina, 
Bap. Now, by my Hollidam, here comes Katharine. 
Kath, What is your Will, Sir, that you {end for me? 
Pet. Where is your Siſter, and Hortenſios Wife? 
Kath. They fit conferring by the Parlour Fire. 
Pet. Go, fetch them hither; if they deny to come, 
Swinge me them ſoundly forth unto their Husbands: 
Away, I fay, and bring them hither ſtraight. [Exit Kath. 
Luc. Here is a Wonder, if you talk of a Wonder. 
Hor. And ſo it is: I wonder what it boads. 
Pet, Marry, Peace it boads, and Love, and quiet Life, 
An awful Rule and right Supremacy : 
And to be ſhort, what not, that's ſweet and happy. 
Bap. Now fair befall thee, good Petruchio; 
The Wager thou haſt won, and I will add 
Unto their Loſſes twenty thouſand Crowns, 
Another Dowry to another Daughter, 
For ſhe is chang'd as ſhe had never been. 
Pet, Nay, I will win my Wager better yet, 
And ſhow more Sign of her Obedience, 
Her new- built Virtue and Obedience. 
Enter Katharina, Bianca and Widow. 
See where ſhe comes, and brings your froward Wives 
As Priſoners to her womanly Perſuaſion: 
Katharine, that Cap of yours becomes you not, 
Off with that Bauble, and throw it underſoot. 
[ She pulls off her Cap and throws it down. 
Mid. Lord, let me never have a Cauſe to figh, 
Till I be brought to ſuch a filly paſs. 
Bian, Fie, what a fooliſh Duty call you this? 
Luc, T would your Duty were as fooliſh too: 
The Wiſdom of your Duty, fair Bianca, 
Hath coſt me an hundred Crowns ſince Supper-time: 
Biau, The more Fool you for laying on my Duty. 
Pet, Katharine, I charge thee tell theſe headſtrong Women, 
What Duty they oweto their Lords and Husbands. 
, 8 Come, come, you're mocking ; we will have no 
e ing. Eb; 
Pet. Come on, P ſay, and firſt begin with her. 
T 


Ver, II. NA. 
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mad. She ſhall not. | 
Pet. | fay ſhe (hall, and firſt begin with her. 
Kath, Fie, fie, unknit that threataing unkind Brow, 
And dart not ſcornful Glances from thoſe Eyes, 
To wound thy Lord, thy King, thy Governor. 
It blots thy Beauty, as Froſts bite the Meads, 
Confounds thy Fame, as Whirlwinds ſhake fair Buds, 
And in no Senſe is meet or amiable. 
A Woman mov'd is like a Fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill ſeeming, thick, bereft of Beauty 
And while it is fo, none fo dry or thirſty 
Will dain to ſip, or touch one Drop of it. 
Thy Husband is thy Lord, thy Life, thy Keeper, 
Thy Head, thy Soveraign; one that cares for thee, 
And for thy Maintenance: Commits his Body 
To painful Labour, both by Sea and Land; 
To watch the Night in Storms, the Day in Cold, 
Whil'ſt thou ly'ſt warm at home, ſecure and ſafe, 
And craves no other Tribute at thy Hands, 
But Love, fiir Looks, and true Obedience; £ 
Too little Payment for ſo great a Debt. 
Such Duty as the Subject owes the Prince, 
Even ſuch a Woman oweth to her Husband 5 
And when ſhe is froward, peeviſh, ſullen, ſower, 
And not obedient to his honeſt Will: 
What is ſhe but a foul contending Rebel, 
And graceleſs Traitor to her loving Lord? 
Im aſham'd that Women are fo. ſimple, 
To offer War where they ſhould kneel for Peace, 
Or ſeek for Rule, Supremacy, and Sway, 
When they are bound to ſerve, love, and obcy. 
Why are our Bodies ſoft, and weak, and ſmooth, 
Unapt to toil and trouble in the World, 
But that our ſoft Conditions, and our Hearts, 
Should well agree with our external Parts? 
Come, come, you'ar froward and unable Worms, 
My Mind hath been as big as one of yours, 
My H-art is great, my Reaſon haply more, | 
To bandy Word for Word, and Frown for Frown ; 
But now I ſee our Launces are but Straws, 
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Our Strength is weak, our Weakneſs paſt compare, 
That ſeeming to be moſt, which we indeed leaſt are: 
Then vale your Stomacis, for it is no Boot, 
And place your Hands below your Husband's Foot: 
In token of which Duty, if he pleaſe, 
My Hand 15 ready, may it do him Eaſe, 
Pet, iy, there's a Wench: Come on, and kiſs me 
Kate. 
Luc. Well, go thy ways, old Lad, for thou ſhalt ha't. 
Vin. 'Tis a good Hearing when Children are toward. 
Luc, But a harſh Hearing when Women are froward. 
Pet. Come, Kate, we'll to bed, 
We two are married, but you two are ſped. 
Twas I won the Wager, tho' you hit the White, 
And being a Winner, God give you good Night, 
Exit P<tiuchio and Kath. 
Hor. Now go thy Ways, thou haſt tam'd a curſt 
Shrew. | 
Lac. Tis a Wonder, by your leave, fhe will be tam'd fo. 
Exeunt 


7 


3 * 
* * Run,, 
11. 


23 
9 $298 
o 


ol . * [LY nu 1 

9. 1 1 . * 42. \ $ . a n * . 
* l * ' a * e 9 $ 

a4 


ol < - - =_ \ U 4 : : N * Is 0 
: 4 5 L . * 4 LY 
\ : 4 . - ' il 
Wife N = 1 
2 4 * 0 . * 
- 


: 
\ —_— = . 
,, ,. 


ALLs WELL 


THAT 


ENDS WELL 


Printed in the YEAR 1709. 


Drapmatis Perſonæe. 


4 ING of France. 
4 Duke of Florence. 
Bertram, Count of Roſlilion. 
Lafeu, an old Lord. 
Parolles, 4 Paraſitical Follower of Bertram, 4 
Coward, but Vain, and a great Pretender. to 
Valour. 


Several Toung French Lords, that ſerve with Ber- 
tram in the Florentine Mar. 


Steward, | 
Clown, CE Servants to the Counteſs of Roſlilion, 


3 Counteſs of Roſſilion, Mother to Bertram. 


Helena, Daughter to Gerrard de Narbon, 4 fa- 
mous Phyſician, ſome time ſince dead. 2 


An old Widow- of Florence. 
Diana, Daughter to the Widow. 


Violenta, 
Mariana, 


Lords attending on the K ing, Officers, Soldiers, &c, 


5 Neighbours and Friends to the Widow, 


The 8 S NE hes partly in France, and pari- 
in Tuſcax. 5 


On. 


FEE 
a * . 
X . PASO IT: ES 


At; well that Eid hoc 


ACTI SCENE L 


Enter Bertram, the Counteſs of Roſſilion, Helena, and Lafeu 
in Mourning. 


COUNTESS» 


N dqelivering my Son from me, I bury a ſee 
cond Husband, 

Ber. And in going, Madam, | weep o'er 
ny Father's Death anew; but I muſt attend 
= N : his Majeſty” 8 Command, to whom I am now 

— io Ward, evermore in Sto, 

Laf. You ſhall find of the King a Husband, Madam; you 
Sir, a Father, He that ſo generally is at all times good, 
mult of neceſſity hold his Virtue to you, whoſe wor thineſz 
would ſtir it up were it wanted, rather than lack it where 
there is ſuch abundance, 

Count, What hope is there of his Mjeſty's amendment? 

Laf, He hath abandon'd his Phyſicians, Madam, under 
whoſe practices he hath perſecuted Time with Hope, and 
finds no other advantage in the Proceſs, . but only the loſing 
of Hope by Time, 

Count, This young Gentlewoman had a Father, O thag 
bad! How (ad a Paſſage tis! whoſe Skill was almoſt as great 
35 his Honeſty ; had it ſtretch'd ſo far, it would have made 
Nature immortol, and Death ſhould have play for lack of 
work, Would, for the King's fake, he were living, I think 
it would be the Dearh of the King's Diſeaſe, | 

Laf. How cali'd you the Man you ſpeak of, Madam? 

Count, He was famous, Sir, in his Profeſſion, and it was 
als peu Right t to be ſo: Gerard de Narben, | 

T 4 Laß, 
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Laf. He was Excellent indeed, Madam; the King very 
lately ſpoke of him admiringly and mourningly ; He wzs 
Skiſtu! enough to have liv'd ſtill, if Knowledge could be ſet 
up againſt Mortality. | 
„Ber. What is it, my good Lord, the King languiſhes of? 
P Laf. A Filtyla, my Lord. 

Ber, I heard not of it before, 

Laf. I would it were not notorious Was this Gentle 
woman the Daughter of Gerard de Narbon ? 

Count. His ſole Child, my Lord, and bequeathed to my 
overlooking. I have thoſe hopes of her good, that her Edu- 
cation promiſes her Diſpoſition ſhe inherits, which makes 
fair Gifts fairer; tor where an unclean Mind carries virtuous 
Qualities, there Commendations go with Pity, they are 
Virtues and Traytors too: In her they are the better for 
their Simpleneſs, ſhe derives her Honeſty, and atchieves ber 
Goodnels. 

' Laf. Your Commendations, Madam, get from her Tears. 

Count. Tis the beſt Brine a Maiden can ſeaſon her Praiſe 
in, The remembrance of her Father never approaches her 
Heart, but the Tyranny of her Sorrows takes all livelihood 
from her Cheek. No more of this, Helena, go to, no 
_ eſt it be rather thought you affect a Sorrow, than to 

DLO _ 

Hel. I do affect a Sorrow indeed, but I have it too. 

Laf. Moderate Lamentations is the Right of the Dead, ex- 
ccſhve Grict the Enemy to the Living. 

Count. If the Living be Encmy to the Grief, the excels 
Makes it ſoon mortal. 

Ber. Madam, I deſire your holy Wiſhes. 

Laf. How underſtand we that? 

Count, Be thou bleſt, Bertram, and ſucceed thy Father 
In Manners as in Shape: Thy Blood and Virtue 
Contend for Empire in thee, and thy Goodneſs 
Share with thy Ritth-right. Love all, truſt a few, 

Do wrong to none: Be able for thine Enemy 

Rather in Power than Uſe; and keep thy Friend 
Under thy own Life's Key: Be check'd for Silence, 
But never tax'd for Speech. What Heav'n more will, 
That thee may furniſh, and my Prayers pluck down, 


Fail on thy Head, Far ewel, my Lor d, '!Tis 
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'Tis an unſeaſon d Courtier, good my Lord, 
Adviſe him. 
Laf. He cannot want the beſt 
That ſhall attend his Love. | 
Count. Heav'n bleſs him. Farewel, Bertram. | Exit Count. 
Ber. to Hel. | The beſt Wiſhes that can bg forg'din your 
Thoughts, be Servants to you: Be comfortable ro my Mo- 
ther, your Miſtreſs, and make much of her. 

Laf. Farewel, pretty Lady, you muſt hold the Creditof 
your Father, [ Exeunt Ber. and Laf. 
Hel. Oh were that all——1 think not on my Father, 
And theſe great Tears grace his Remembrance more 

Than thoſe I ſhed for him. What was he like? 
I have forgot him. My Imagination 

Carries no Favour in't, but Bertram's. 

I am undone, there is no Living, none, 

If Bertram be away, Twere all one 


ats. That I ſhould love a bright particular Star, q 
raiſe And think to wed it; he is ſo Above me: i! 
her In his bright Radiance and Collateral Light | | 
ood Muſt I be comforted, not in his Sphere. | 
no WF Th' Ambition in my Love thus plagues it (elf; 
n to The Hind, that would be mated by the Lion, 
Muſt dye for Love, Twas pretty, tho' a Plague, 
too. To ſee him ev'iry Hour to fit and draw 


z Exe His arched Brows, his hawking Eye, his Curls 
In our Heart's Table : Heart too capable 
ccels Of every Line and Trick of his {weet Favour. 
But now he is gone, and my idolatrous Fancy 
Muſt ſanRifie his Relick. Who comes here? 
| Enter Parolles. 
er One that goes with him: I love him for his ſake, 
And yet I kzow him a notorious Liar, 
Think him a great way Fool, ſolely a Coward ; 
Vet theſe fix'd Evils fit ſo fit in him, 
That they take place, when Virtues ſteely Bones 
Look bleak i'th' cold Wind; withal, full oft we ſee 
Cold Wiſdom waiting on ſupe;fluous Folly, 
Par, Save you, fair Queen. 
Hel, And you, Monarch, 
Par, No, 
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Hel. And no. | ] 
Par. Are you meditating on Virginity ? lik 
Hel. Ay: You have ſome ſtain of Soldier in you; let me } 
ask you a Queſtion, Man is Enemy to Virginity, how may like 
we barricado it againſt him} | Th 
Par. Keep him out. dib 
Hel. But he aſſalls, and our Virginity, though valiant, Cov 
in the defence yet is weak: Unfold us ſome warlike Reſi- unſt 
ſtance, we 
Par. There is none: Man ſetting down before you, will pon 
undermine you, and blow you up. old 
Hel. Bleſs our poor Virginity from Underminers, and look 
Blowers up. Is there no military Policy how Virgins might forn 
blow up Men? any 
Par. Virginity being blown down, Man will quicklicr A 


be blown up: Marry in blowing him down again, with 
the Breach your ſelves made, you loſe your City. It is AN 


not Politick, in the Commonwealth of Nature, to preſcrvc AP 
Virginity. Loſs of Virginity, is rational Encreaſe, and AG 
there was never Virgin got, till Virginity was firſt loſt, AC 
That you were made of, is Metal to make Virgins, Vir- Hig | 
ginity, by being once loſt, may be ten times found: By His j 
being ever kept, it is ever loſt; tis too cold a Companion; 85 ] 
p 


away with't. | 
Hel. I will ſtand for't a little, though therefore I dic That 


Virgin. T kne 
Par. There's little can be ſaid in't; 'tis againſt the Rule The 
of Nature. To ſpeak on the part of Virginity, is to ac- Pa 
cuſe your Mother; which is moſt infallible Diſobedience. He 
He that hangs himſelf is a Virgin: Virgigity murthers it Pat 
ſelf, and ſhould be buried in High-ways out of all ſancti- He 
ned Limit, as a deſperate Offendreſs againſt Nature, Vir. Whit 
ginity breeds Mites, much like a Cheeſe, conſumes tt ſelf Whoſ 
to the very Paring, and ſo dies with feeding its own Sto: Migh 
mach. Beſides, Virginity is peeviſh, proud, idle, made And! 
of ſelf-love, which is the moſt inhabited Sin in the Canon. Retu; 
Keep it not, you cannot chuſe but looſe by't. Out with; 
within ten Years it will make it ſelf two, which is a good Pag 
increaſe, and the Principal it ſelf not much the worſe. A- My I 
way with it, 1 ul 


H. 


1, well chat Budr wl ay 


Hel. How might one do, Sir, to loſe it to her own 
liking $ 

Par. Let me ſee, Marry ill, to like him that ne'er it 
likes. Tis a Commodity will loſe the Gloſs with lying. 
The longer kept, the leſs worth: Off with't while *tis ven- 
dible. Anſwer the time of requeſt. Virginity, like an old 
Courtier, wears her Cap out of Faſhion, richly ſuted, but 
unſutable, juſt like the Brooch and the Toothp ick, which 
we wear not now: Your Dite is better in your Pye and your 
porredge, than in your Check ; and your Virginity, your 
old Virginity, is hike one of our French whither'd ears; it 


, 


* 


formerly better, marry yet tis a wither'd Pear. Will you 
any thing with it? 
Hel. Not my Virginity yet. 
There ſhall your Maſter have a thouſand Loves, 
A Mother, and a Miſtreſs, and a Friend. 


ve A Phoenix, Captain, and an Enemy, 

1d A Guide, a Goddeſs, and a Sovereign, 

ſt. A Counſeller, a Traitreſs, and a Dear; 

r- His humbleſt Ambition, proud Humility, 
3 His jarring Concord, and his diſcord Dulcet, 
n; His Faith, his ſweet Diſaſter; in a world 


Of pretty fond adoptious Chriſtendoms 
M That blinking Cupid goſſips. Now ſhall he 
I know not what he ſhall——God ſend him well 


ule The Court's a learning Place and he is one T 
* Par. What one, faith? * 
ce. Hel, That I wiſh well tis pit 

; it Par, What's pity ? A 

gi⸗ Hel. That wiſhing well had not a Body in't, 


7 Which might be felt, that we poorer born, 

(if Whoſe baſer Stars do ſhut them up in Wiſhes, 

to. Might with effects of them follow our Friends, 

ads And ſhew what we alone muſt think, which never 

dn. Returns us Thanks. 

bt; Enter Page. 

ly Page, Monſieur Parolles, 

A- My Lord calls for you. N 
Par, Little Helen farewel, if I can remember thee, I will 

think of thee at Cours ASE a 


* 


looks ill, it eats drily, marry 'tis a wither'd Pear: It was 


Hel 
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Hel. Monſieur Parolles, you were born under a chari- 
table Star. 

Par. Under Mars, I. 

Hel, I eſpecially think under Mars. 

Par. Why under Mars? 

Hel. The Waters have ſo kept you under, that you muſt 
needs be born under Mars. 

Par. When he was Predominant. 

Hel, When he was Retrogarde, I thiok rather, 
Par. Why think you ſo? 

Hel. You go ſo much backward when you Fight. 

Par. That's for Advantage. 

Hel. So is Running away, 


When Fear propoſes Safety: 
But the Compoſition that your Valour and Fear makes in 


ou, is a Virtue of a good Wing, and I like the wear well. 
Par. I am ſo full of Buſineſs, I cannot anſwer thee acute- 
ly: I will return perfect Courtier, in the which my I:firu- 
ction ſhall ſerve to Naturalize thee, ſo thou wilt be capable 
of the Courtiers Counſel, and underſtand what Advice ſhall 
thruſt upon thee; elie thou dieſt in thine Unthankfulneſs, and 
thine Ignorance makes thee away; farewel. When thou haſt 
leiſure, ſay thy Prayers; when thou haſt none, remember 
thy Friends; get thce a good Husband, and uſe him as he 
uſcs thee : So ferewel. [ Exit. 
Hel, Our Remedies oft in our ſelves do lye, 
Which we aſcribe to Heav'n: The fated Sky 
Gives us free Scope, only doth backward pull 
Our flow Defigns, when we our ſelves are dull. 
What Power is it, which mounts my Love ſo higb, 
That makes me ſee, and cannot feed mine Eye? 
The mightieſt Space in Fortune, Nature brings 
To join like Likes, and kiſs like native Things. 
Impoſlible be ſtrange Attempts to thoſe 
That weigh their Pains in Senſe, and do ſuppoſe 
What hath been, cannot be. Who ever ſtrove 
To ſhew her Merit, that did miſs her Love? 
The King's Diſcaſe —— My Project may deceive me, 
But my Intents are fix'd, and will not leave me. | Ex#. 


Flouriſ) 
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Flour i ſh Cornet. Enter the King of France with Letters, 
ang dryers Attendants. 

King. The Florentines and Senoys are by th' Ears, 
Have tougo: with equal Fortune, and continue 
A braving War. 

1 Lord. S0 *'tis reported, Sir. 

King. Nay, *tis moſt credible; we here receive it, 
A Certainty vouch'd from our Couſin Auſtria, 
With Catit:57, that the Florentine will move us 
For ſpeedy Aid; wherein our deareſt Friend 
Prejudicatcs the Buſineſs, and would ſee 
To have us make Denial. | 

1 Lord. His Love and Wiſdom, 

Approv'd ſo to your Majeſty, may plead 
For ampleſt Credence. 

King. He hath arm'd our Anſwer, 

And Florence is deny'd before he comes: 
Yet for our Gentlemen that mean to ſee 
The Twſcan Service, freely have they leave 
To ſtand on either part. 

2 Lord. It may well ſerve 
A Nurſery to our Gentry, who are ſick 
For Breathing and Exploit. 

King. What's he comes here ? 


Enter Bertram, Lafeu and Parolles. 


1 Lord, It is the Count Koſſillion, my good Lord, young 
Bertram. | 


King. Youth, thou bear'ſt thy Father's Face, 
Frank Nature rather curious than in haſte, 
Hath well compos'd thee : Thy Father's moral Parts 
Maiſt thou inherit too: Welcome to Paris, 
Ber. My Thanks and Duty are your Majeſty's. 
King. I would I had that corporal Soundnels now, 
As when thy Father and my ſelf in Friendſhip, 
Firſt ery'd our Soldierſhip : He did look far 
Into the Service of the Time, and was 
Diſcipled of the braveſt. He laſted long, 0 
But on us both did haggiſh Age ſteal on, | 
And wore us out of Act. It much repairs me 
Mo talk of your good Father; in his Youth 
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He had the Wit, which I can well obſerve 
To Day in our young Lords; but they may jeſt 
*Till their own Scorn return to them unnoted, 
E'er they can hide their Levity in Honour: 
So like a Courtier, no Contempt nor Bitterneſs 
Were in his Pride, or Sharpneſs; if they were, 
His Equal had awak'd them, and his Honour 
Clock to it ſelf, knew the true Minute when 
Exception bid him ſpeak; and at that time 
His Tongue obey'd his Hand. Who were below him, 
He us d as Creatures of another Place, 
And bow'd his eminent Top to their low Ranks, 
Making them proud of his Humility, 5 
In their poor Praiſe he humbled: Such a Man 
Might be a Copy to theſe younger Times; 
Which follow'd well, wi demonſtrate them now; 
But Gores backward. 
Ber. His good Remembrance, Sir, 
Lyes richer in your Thoughts, than on his Tomb: 
80 in Approof lives not his Epitaph, 
As in your Royal Speech. 
Would I were with him; he would always ſay; 
(Methinks I hear him now) his plauſive Words 
He ſcatter'd not in Ears, but grafted them 
To grow there and to bear; let me not live, 
This his goed Melancholty oft began 
On the Cataſtrophe and Heel of Paltime: 
When it was out) Let me not live, quoth he, 
After my Flame lacks Oil, to be the Snuff 
Of younger Spirits, whoſe ap ve Senſes 
All but new Things diſdain 5; whoſe Judgments are 
Meer Fathers of their Garments; whoſe 'Conſtancics 
Expire before eir Faſhions: This be wiſh'd. 
I after him, do after him wiſh too, 
Since I, nor Wax, nor Honey can bring home, 
I quickly weie diſſolved from my Hive, 
To give ſom: Labourers room. 
2 Lord. You're loved, Sir, | 
They that leaſt lend it you, ſhall leck your firſt, 
King. I fall a Place I know't; bow long ist, Sous, 
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Since the Phyſician at your Father's died? 
He was much fam'd. 

Ber. Some ſix months ſince, my Locd, 

King, If he were living, I would try him yet. 
Lend me an Arm; the reſt have worn me out 
With ſeveral Applications: Nature and Sickneſs 
Debate it at their Leiſure, Welcome, Count, 
My Son's no dearer. 

Ber. Thanks to your Majeſty, 

Enter Counteſs, Steward and Claws. 

Count. I will now hear, what ſay you of this Gentle- 
woman ? | 

Stew. Madam, the Care I have had to even your Con- 
tent, I wiſh might be fourd in the Calender of my 
Endeavours, for then we wound our Modeſty, and make 
foul the Clearneſs of our Deſervings, when of our ſelves we 
publiſh them. 

Cant. What do's this Knave here? Get you gone, Sirrah ; 
the Complaints I have heard of you, Ido not all believe; tis 
my S!ownels that I do not, for I know you lack not Folly 
to commit them, and have Ability enough to make ſuch 
Knaveries yours. | 

Clo. Tis not unknown to you, Madam, I am poor Fel- 
low, 

Count. Well, Sir. 

Clo. No, Madam, : 

'Tis not ſo well that I am poor, though many of the Rich 
are damn'd; but if I hid your Ladyſhip's good Will to go 
to the World, Isbel the Woman and I will do as we may. 

Count. Wilt thou necds be a Beggar? 

Clo, I do beg your good will in this Caſe. 

Count. What Calc ? 

Clo, In Isbel's Caſe and mine own; Serwee is no Heri- 
tage, and I think I ſhail never have the Bleſſing of God, 
— have Iſſue a my Body, for they ſay Barns are Bleſ- 
ings. 

Count. Tell me the Reaſon why thou wilt marry ? 

Clo. My poor Body, Madam, requires it, I am driven 
on by the Fleſh, and he muſt needs go that the Devil 


drives, 
Court. 


| Exeant, 


| 
| 
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Count. Is this all your Worſhip's Reaſon ? 

Clo. Faith, Madam, I have other holy Reaſons, ſuch 2 Si 
they are. 

Count, May the World know them? rif 

Co. I have been, Madam, a wicked Creature, as you and all 
all Fleſh and Blood are, and i deed I do marry that I may I 
repent. 

Const. Thy Marriage ſooner than thy Wickedneſs. 

Clo, I am out of Friends, Madam, and I hope to have 
Friends for my Wife's Sake, ; 

Count. Such Friends are thine Enemies, Knave. 

Clo. Y'are ſhallow, Madam, in great Friends, for the 
Knaves come to do that for me which I am weary of; he 
that ears my Land, ſpares my Team, ard gives me laie to 
in the Crop; if I be his Cuckold, he's my Drudge; hetint 
comforts my Wife, is the Cheriſher of my Fleſh and Blooc ; 
he that cheriſheth my Fleſh and Blood, loves my Fleſh and 
Blood; he that loves my Fleſh and Blood is my Friend: 
Ergo, he that kiſſes my Wife is my Friend. If Men cou 
be content to be what they are, there were no fear in Mar 
riage, for young Charbon the Puritan, and old Poyſam tic 
Papiſt, how ſome'er their Hearts are ſever'd in Religion, their 
Heads are both one, they may joul Horcs together like any 
Deer i' th* Herd. 

Count. Thou wilt ever be a foul-mouth'd and calumniois 
Knave, 

Cle. A Prophet, I Madam, and I ſpeak the Truth the rent 
way, for I the Ballad will repeat, which Men full true ſhall 
find, your Marriage comes by Deſtiny, your Cuckow ſings 
by kind. 

Count. Get you gone, Sir, I'll talk with you more anon. 

Stew. May it pleaſe you, Madam, that he bid Hellen come 

o you, of her I am to ſpeak, 

Count. Sirrah, tell my Gentle woman I would ſpeał with 
her, Hellen I mean. 

Clo. Was this fair Face the Cauſe, quoth ſhe, 

Why the Grecians ſacked Troy? 

Fond done, do e fond, was this King Iriam's Joy? 
With that ſhe ſighed as ſhe ſtood, bis, 

And gave this Sentence then; among nine bad if one be 000d, 
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Count, What, one good in ten} You corrupt the Song, 
Sirrah, 

Clo, One good Woman in ten, Madam, which is the pu- 
rifying a th' Sopg: Would God would ſerve the World fo 
all the Year, we'd find no Fault with the Tithe Woman if 
I were the Parſon; one in ten, quoth a'! and we mighthave 
: good Woman born but o'er evety blazing Star, or at an 
Earthquake, twould mend the Lottery well; a Man may 

ray his Heart out e'er a pluck one. x 

Count. You'll be gone, Sir Knave, and do as I command 
ou? 
Clo. That Man that ſhould be at a Woman's command, 
and yet no hurt done! tho' Honeſty be no Puriran, yet it 
will do no hurt; it will wear the Surplis of Humility over 
the black Gown of a big Heat: I am going, Forſooth, the 
Buſineſs is for Hellen to come hither. [ Exit, 

Count. Well, now. 
| 8 I know, Madam, you love your Gentlewoman in- 
tirely. 

Count. Faith I do; ker Father bequeath'd her to me, and 
ſhe her ſelf, without other Advantages, may lawfully make 
Title to as much Love as ſhe finds; there is more owin 
her than is paid, and more ſhall be paid her than ſhe'll 
demand, 

Stew, Madam, I was very late more near her than I think 
ſhe wiſh'd me; alone ſke was, and did communicate to her 
ſelf, her own Words to her own Ears; ſhe thought, I dare vow 
for her, they touch'd not any Stranger Senſe. Her Matter 
was, ſhelov'd your Son; Fortune, ſhe ſaid, was no Goddeſs, 
that had put ſuch Difference betwixt their two Eſtates; 
Love no God, that would not extend his Might, only where 
Qullities were level: Complain'd againſt the Queen of Vir- 
Eins, that would ſuffer her poor Knight to be ſurpris'd with- 
Put Reſcue in the firſt Aſſault or Ranſom afterward. This 
e deliver'd in the moſt bitter Touch of Sorrow that &er 
heard Virgin exclaim in, which I held it my Duty ſpee- 
ly to acquaint you withal; ſithence in the Loſs that may 
"pen, it concerns you ſomething to know it. 

Count. You have diſcharg'd this Honeſty, keep it to your 
„ many Likelihoods inform'd me of this ve fo which 
ung lo tottering in the Ballance, that I could never believe 
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nor miſdoubt: Pray you leave me, ſtall this in your Boſom 


and I thank you for your honeſt Care ; I will ſpeak with you 80 
furtker anon. 4 LExit Steward, In 
Enter Helena. I c 
Count. Even ſo it was with me when I was young; 80 
If ever we are Nature's, theſe are ours; this Thorn Bu 
Doth to our Roſe of Youth rightly belong, 
Our Blood to us, this to our Blood is born, Go 
It is the Show and Seal of Nature's' Truth, * 
Where Love's ſtrong Paſſion is impreſt in Youth, My 
By our Remembrances of Days forgone, Th 
Such were our Faults, or then we thought them none; Yau 
Her Eye is ſick on't, I obſerve her now. Yo 
Biel. What is your Pleaſure, Madam? Aga 
Count. You know, Hellen, I am a Mother to you. To 
Hel. Mine honourable Miſtreſs. But 
Count. Nay, a Mother, why not a Mother? when I id Con 
Mother, See | 
Methought you ſaw a Serpent; what's in Mother, Tha 
That you ſtart at it? I fay, I am your Mother, And 
And put you in the Catalogue of thoſe That 
That were enwombed mine; 'tis often ſeen If it 
Adoption ftrives with Nature, and Choice breeds If it 
A native Slip to us from foreign Seeds. As H 
You ne'er oppreſt me with a Mother's Groan, | To t 
Yet I expreſs to you a Mother's Care: H: 
God's Mercy, Maider, do's it curd thy Blood, Cog 
To ſay I am thy Mother? what's the Matter, He: 
That this diſtemper'd Meſſenger of Wet, Con 
The many colour'd Iris rounds thine Eye? Hel 
Why — that you are my Daughter? Con 
Hel, That I am not. | Wher 
Count, I ſay I am vour Mother. The $ 
Hel. Pardon, Madam. | Have | 
The Count Roſ/llion cannot be my Brother; Hil 
T am from humble, he from kunoured Name; Here 5 
No Note upon my Parents, his all Noble. That b 
My Maſter, my dear Lord he is, and I My Er 
His S:rvart live, and will his Vaſlal cie: | Be not 


He muſt not be my Brother. 
Count. Nor I your Mother. 
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Hel. You are my Mother, Madam, would you were, | 
So that my Lord your Son were not my Brother; wy 
Indeed my Mother —— or were you both our Mothers, 1; 
I care no more for, than I do for Heav'n, 
So 1 were not his Siſter; can't no other, 

But 1 your Daughter, he muſt be my Brother, 

Count. Yes, Hellen, you might be my Daughter-ia-law, 
God ſhield you mean it nor, Daughter and Mother, 

So ſtrive upon your Pulſe; what pale agen? 

My Fear hath eatch'd your Fondneſs { Now I ſee 
The Miſt'ry of your Lovelinefs, and find 

Your falt Tears Head; now to all Senfe'tis groſs, 
You love my Son ; Invention is aſham'd 

Againſt the Proclamation of thy Paſſion, 

To ſay thou doſt not; therefore tell me true, 
But tell me then *tis ſo. For look, thy Checks 
Confeſs it one to th'other, and thine Eyes 

See it ſo groſly ſhown in thy Behaviour, 

That in their Kind they ſpeak it: only Sin 

And helliſh Obſtinacy tie thy Tongue, 

That Truth ſhould be ſuſpected; ſpeak, is't ſo ? 
It it be ſo, you have wound a goodly Clew: 
If it be not, forſwear't; howe'er I charge thee, 
As Heav'n ſhall work in me for thine avail, 

To tell me tculy. 

Hel. Good Madam, pardon me. 

Count, Do you love my Son? 

Hel. Your Pardon, noble Miſtreſs. 

Count, Love you my Son? 

Hel. Do not you love him, Madam? 

Count. Go not about; my Love hath in't a Bond, 

Whereof the World takes note: Come, come, diſcloſe 
The State of your Affection, for your Paſſions 
Have to the full appeach'd. 

Hel. Then I confeſs 
Here on my Knee, before high Heavens and you, 

That before you, and next unto high Heav'n, I love your Son; 

Friends were poor, but honeſt; ſo's my Love; 
Be not offended, for it hurts not him 
That he is lov'd of me; I follow him not 
11 By any Token of preſumptuous Suit, 
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Nor would I have him, till 1 do deſerve him, 
Yet never know how that Deſert ſhould be: 
I know I love in vain, {trive againſt Hope; 
Vet in this captious and intenible Sive, 
I ſtill pour in the Water of my Love, 
And lack not to loſe ſtill; thus Indian like, 
Religious in mine Error, I adore 
The Sun that looks upon the W orſhipper, 
But kc:ows of him no more. My deareſt Madam, 
Let not your Hate incourter with my Love, 
For loving where you do; but if your ſelf, 
Whzolte aged Honour cites a virtuous Youth, 
Did ever 1n fo true a Flame of Loving, 
Wiſh chaſtly, and love dearly, that your Dian 
Wes both her (elf and Love; O then give pity 
To her whole State is ſuch, that cannot chuſe 
But lend and give where ſhe is ſure to loſe; 
ſi That ſeeks not to find that, which Search implies, 
; But Riddle like, lives ſweetly where ſhe dies. 
| Count. Had you not lately an Intent, ſpeak truly, 
[ To go to Paris? 
| Hel. Madam, I had, 

Cunt, Wherefore? Tell true. 

Hel. Iwill tell true, by Grace it ſelf I ſwear ; _ 
You know my Father left me ſome Preſcriptions 
Of rare and prov d Effects, ſuch as his Readirg 
And manitcſt Experience had collected 
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He would receive it? He and his Phyſicians | 
Are of one Mind; he, that they cannot help him: 
They, that they c,onot help. How ſhall they credit 


A poor ed irgin, when the Schools, 


Embowe!ll'd of tbeir Doctrine, have left off 
The Danger to it ſelſ? 
Hel. There's ſomething in't 
ore than my Father's Skill, which was the great'ſt 
„ rafeſſian, that his good Receipt 
| ny Legacy be ſanctificd 
I ckieſt Stars in Hezv'n; and would your Honour 
R - give me leave, for the ſucceſs I'd venture 
The w |: joft Life of mine, on his Grace's Cure, 
By ſuch a Day and Hour, 
Count. Do'ſt thou ligve't ? 
Hel. Ay, M dam, kn, wingly. 
Count, Why. Hellen, thou ſhalt have my Leave and Love 
Maos aad Attendants, ard my loving Greetings 
To choſe of mige in Court. III ty at home, 
And pray God's Bleſſing unto thy Attempt: 
Be gone to Morrow, and be ſure of this, 
What J can help thee to, thou thalt not miſs. [ Exenzt. 


rr. SCENT A 


Enter the King with divers young Lords, taking leave for the 
klorentine War, Bertram and Parolles. Flouriſh Cornets, 


King, DP Arewel, young Lords: Theſe watlike Principles 


Do not throw from you ; and you, my Lords, 
farewel; 


Share the Advice betwixt you. If both gain, a'l 
The Gift doth ſtretch it ſelf as 'tis receiv'd, 
And is enough for both. 
Lord. Tis our Hope, Sir, 
After well entered Soldiers, to return 
And find your Grace in Health, 
King. No, no, it cannot be ; and yet my Heart 
Will not conſeſs he owes the Malady 
933 


* 
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That doth my Life beſiege; farewel, young Lords, 
Whether I live or die, be you the Sons | 
Of worthy French Men; let higher taly, 

Thoſe bated that inherit but the Fall 

Of the laſt Monarchy, ſee that you come 

Not to woo Honour, but to wed it, when 

The braveſt Queſtion ſhrinks; find what you ſeek, 
That Fame miy cry yon loud: I ſay, farewel. 


I Lord. Feith or your bidding ſerve your Majeſty. w6 

King. Thoſe Girls of Laly, take heed of them; 1 
They ſay our French lack Language to deny J 
If they demand: Beware of being Captives, | SW 
Before you ſcrve. 

Both, Our Hearts receive your Warnings, 1 

King. Farewel. Come hither to me. K 

1 Lord, Oh, my ſweet Lord, that you will ſtay behind us, 1 

Par. Tis not his Fault, the Spark I. 


2 Lord, Oh 'tis brave Wars. 

Par, Moſt admirable; I have ſeen thoſe Wars. 

Ber. I am commanded here, and kept a Coil with, 

Too young, and the next Year, and 'tis too early. 

Par. And thy Mind ſtand to it, Boy; 

Steal away bravely. 

Ber, I ſtay here the Forehorſe to a Smock, 
Creeking my Shooes on the plain M :ſonry, 

Till Honour be bought up, and no Sword worn 
But one to dance with: By Heav'n III ſteal away. 

1 Lord, There's Honour in the Theft. 

Par. Commit it, Count. 

2 Lord, I am acceſſary, and fo farewel. ; ; 

Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortur'd Body. 

T Lord, Farewel, Captain. 

2 Lord. Sweet Monſieur Parolles. 

Par. Noble Heroes, my Sword and yours are kin; good 
Sparks and luſtrous; a Word, good Metals. You ſhall find in 
the Regiment of Spizii, ons Captain Spurio his Cicatrice, 
with an Emblem of War here on his ſiniſter Cheek ; it was 
this very Sword entrench'd it; ſay to him, I live, and ob- 
ſerve his Reports of me. 

1 Lord. We (hall, noble Capt. i. 


Par. Mars doat on you for his Novices; what will ye > 
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Ber. Stay; the King. 
Par, Ule a more ſpacious Ceremony to the noble Lords, 
you have reſtrain'd your ſelf witain the Liſt of too cold an 


Adieu; be more expreſſtve to them, for they wear theme 


ſelves in the Cap of the Time, there do muſter true Gate, 
eat, ſpeak, and move under the Influence of the molt re- 
ceiv'd Star, and tho' the Devil lead the Meaſure, ſuch are 


to be follow'd : After them, and take a more dilated ſare- 
wel. 
Ber, And J will do fo, | 


Par. Worthy Fellows, and like to prove moſt ſinewy 


| Sword-men. Exeunt. 
Enter Lafeu 
Laf. Pardon, my Lord, for me and ſor my Tidings. 
King. T'll ſee thee to ſtand up. (Pardon. 


Laf. Then here's a Man ſtands that hath brought his 
I would you had kneel'd, my Lord, to ask me Mercy, 
And that at my bilding you could fo ſtand up. 

King. I would I had, ſo I had broke thy Pate, 

And ask'd thee Mercy for't. 

Lef. Gopdfaith a Croſs, but, my good Lord, tis thus; 
Will you be cur'd of your Infirmity ? 

King, No. 

Leif. O will you eat no Grapes, my Royal Fox? 

Yes, but you will, my noble Grapes, and if 

My Royal Fox could reach them : 1 have ſeen a Medicine 
That's able to break Life into a Stone, 

Quicken a Rock, and make you dance Canary 

With ſprightly Fire and Motion, whoſe ſimple Touch 

Is powerful to araiſe King Pippen, nay, 6 
To give great Charlemain a Pen in's Hand, 

And write to her a Love- line. 

King, What her is this? | 

Laf. Why Doctor She + My Lord, therc's one arriv'd, 
If you will ſee her : Now, by my Faiith and Honour, 

If ſeriouſly I may convey my Thoughts 

[In this my light Deliverance, I have ſpoke 

With one, that in her Sex, her Years, Profeſſion, 

Wiſdom and Conſtancy, hath'amaz'd me more 

Than I dare blame my Weakneſs: Will you ſee her? 

For that is her Demand, and know her Buſineſs ? 

That done, laugh, well at me, U 4 King 
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King. Now, good Lafen, 

Bring in the Admiration, that we with thee 

May ſpend our Wonder too, or take off thing 

By wondring how thou took'ſt it. 
Laf. Nay, I'Il fit you, 

And not be all Day neither, 
King. Thus he his ſpecial nothing ever Prologues, 
Laf. Nay, come your ways. : 

[Bringing in Helera 

King. This haſte hath Wings indeed. 
Laf. Nay, come your ways, 

This is his Majeſty, ſay your Mind to him; 

A Traitor you do look like, but ſuch Traitors 

His Mijeſty ſeldom fears; 1 am Creſſed's Uncle, 


That dare leave two together; fare you well. [ Exit 


King, Now, fair one, do's your Buſineſs follow us? 
Hel. Ay, my good Lord, 
Gerard de Narbon was my Father, 
In what he did profeſs, well found. 
King. I knew him. | | 
Hel. The rather will I ſpare my Praiſes towards him, 
Knowing him is enough: On's Bed of Death 
Many Receipts he gave me, namely one, 
Which as the deareſt Iſſue of his Practice, 
And of his old Experience, th* only Darling, 
He bad me ſtore up, as a Triple-E ye, 
Safer than mine own two: More dear I have fo; 
And hearing your high Majeſty is touch'd 
With that malignant Cauſe, wherein the Honour 
Of my dear Father's Gift ſtands chief in Power, 
come to tender it, and my Appliance, 
With all bound Humblenefs, 
King. We thank you, Maiden; 
But may not be ſo credulous of Cure, | 
When our moſt learned Doctors leave us, and 
The congregated Colledge have concluded, 
That labouring At can never ranſome Nature 
From her unaidable Eſtate: I ſay, we muſt not 
So ſtain our Judgmeut, or corrupt our Hope, 
To proſtitute our paſt-cure Malady 
To Empericke, or to diſſever ſo 


Out 
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Our great ſelf and our Credit, to eſteem 
4 ſenſeleſs help, when help paſt ſenſe we deem. 

Hel. My Duty then fhall pay me for my pains; 
I will no 1aore enforce my Office on you, 
Humbly intreating from your Royal Thoughts, 

A modeſt one to bear me back again. 

King. 1 cannot give thee leſs, to be call'd grateful; 
Thou thought'ſt to help me, and ſuch Thanks I give, 
As one near Death to thoſe that wiſh him live; 

But what at full I know, thou know'ſt no part, 
I knowing all my Peril, thou no Art. 

Hel. What I can do, can do no hurt to try, 
Siace you {et up your Relt 'gainſt Remedy: 
He that of greateſt Woiks is finiſher, 

Ott doe: them by the weakeſt Miniſter: 

So h ly Writ, in Babes, bath Judgment ſhown, 
Wh. Judges have beea Babes, Great Floods have flown 
From {imple Sources; and great Seas nave dried, 

When Miracles have by the great'ſt been denied, 

Oft Expect: tion fails, and moſt oft there | 

Where moſt it promiſes: And oft it hits, 

Where Hope is coldeſt, and Deſpair moſt ſhifts. 

King, I muſt not hear thee; fare thee well, kind Maid, 
Thy pairs not us'd, muſt by thy ſelf be paid, 
Proffers not took, reap Thanks for their Reward, 

Hel. Inſpired Merit ſo by Breath is bar'd : 

It is not ſo with him that all things knows 

As tis with us, that ſquare our Gueſs by ſhows : 
But moſt it is Preſumption in us, when 

The help of Heav'p, we count the act of Men. 
Dear Sir, to my Endeavours give conſent, 

Of Heav'n, net me, make an Experiment, 

I am not an Impoſtor, that proclaim 

My ſelf againſt the level of mine aim, 

But know, I think, and think 1 know moſt ſure, 
My Art is not paſt Power, nor you paſt Cure. 

Kirg. Art thou fo confident ? within what ſpace 
Hop'ſt thou my Cure? 8 ] 

Hel, The Greatelt lending Grace, 

E'er twice the Hoſes of the Sun ſhall bring 
Their fiery Torcher his diurnal Ring. 


E'er 
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F'er twice in Murk and Occidental Damp, 
Moiſt Heſperus hath quench'd his fleepy Lamp; 


. Or four and twenty times the Pilot's Glaſs 


Hath told the thieviſh Minutes how they paſs, 
What is infirm, from your ſound Parts ſhall fly, 
Health ſhall live free, and Sickneſs freely die. 

King. Upon thy Certainty and Confidence, 
What's dar'ſt thou venture? 

Hel, Tax of Impudence, 

A Strumpet's boldneſs, a divulged Shame 

Traduc'd by odious Ballads: My Maiden's Name 
Sear'd otherwiſe, no worſe of worſt extended, 
With vileſt Torture let my Life be ended. 

King. Methinks in thee-fome bleſſed Spirit doth ſpeak 
His powerful Sound, within an Organ weak; 
And what Impoſſibility would lay 
In common Senſe, Senſe ſaves another way. 

Thy Life is dear, for all that Life can rate 
Worth name of Life, in thee hath eſtimate: 


' Youth, Beauty, Wiſdom, Courage, all 


That Happineſs and Prime can happy call; 
Thou this to hazard, needs muſt intimate 
Skull infinite, or monſtrous deſperate; 
Sweet Practiſer, thy Phyſick I will try, 
That miniſters thine own Death if I die. 
Hel. If I break Time, or flinch in Property 
Of what I ſpoke, unpitied let me die, 
And well deſerv'd: Not helping, Death's my Fee; 
But if I help, what do you promiſe me? 
King. Make thy Demand. 
Fel. But will you make it even? 
King. Ay, by my Scepter, and my hopes of help. 
Hel. Then ſhalt thou give me, with thy kindly hand, 
What Husband in thy Power I will command. 
Exempted be from me the Arrogance 
To chuſe from forth the Royal Blood of Fraxce, 
My low and humble Name to propagate 


With ary Branch or Image of thy State: 


Bur ſuch a one thy Vaſſal, whom I know 
Is free for me to ask, thee to beſtow, 
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King. Here is my hand, the Premiſes obſerv'd, 
Thy Will by my Performance ſhall be ſerv'd: 

To make the choice of thine own time, for I, 

Thy reſolv'd Patient, on thee ſtill rely; 

More ſhould I queftion thee, and more I muſt, 
Tho' more to know, could not be more to truſt : 
From whence thau cam'ſt, how tended on, but reſt 
Unqueſtion'd welcome, and undoubted bleſt. 

Give me ſome help here hoa ! if thou prong 

As high as word, my Deed ſhall match thy Deed. 
Exeunt. 


Enter Counteſs and Clown, 

Count, Come on, Sir, I ſhall now put you to the height 
of your breeding. : 

Clown, I will ſhew my ſelf highly fed, and lowly taught; 
I know my Buſineſs is but to the Court. 

Count, To the Court, why what place make you ſpe- 
cial, when you put off that with ſuch Contempt ; but to 
the Court? 

Clo, Truly, Madam, if God have lent a Man any Man- 
ders, he may eaſily put it off at Court: He that cannot 
mike a Leg, put off's Cap, kiſs his Hand, and fay nothing, 
has neither Leg, Hands, Lip, nor Cip; and indeed ſuch a 
Fellow, to ſay preciſely, were not for the Court but for 
me, I have an Anſwer will ſerve all Men, 

a Count, Marry that's a bountiful Anſwer that fits all Que- 
ions. 

Co. It is like a Barber's Chair, that fits all Buttocks, the 
pin Buttock, the q atch Butrock, the brawn, Buttock, or 
my Battock. 

Cent, Will your Anſwer ſerve fit to all Queſtions? 

Clo, As fit as ten Groats is for the Hand of any Attorney, 
your French Crown for your Taffaty Punk, as Tib's 
Ruſh for Tom's Fore-finger, as a Pancake for Shrovetueſdlay, 
Morris for May day, as the Nail to his hole, the Cuckold 
to his Horn, as a ſcolding Quean to a wrangling Knave, as 
al Lip to the Friar's Mouth, nay, as the Pudding 
to his Skin, 


Count, Have you, I ſay, an Anſwer of ſuch fitneſs for all 
Queſtions ? 
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Clo. From below your Duke, to beneath your Conſtable, 
it will fit any Queſtion. 

Count, It muſt be an anſwer of moſt monſtrous ſize, that 
muſt fir all demands. . 

Clo. But a Trifle neither in good faith, if the Learned 
ſhould ſpeak truth of it: Here it is, and all that belongs 
to't, Ask me if I ama Courtier, it ſhall do you no ham 
to learn, | 

Count. To be young again, if we could: I will bea 
Fool inqueſtion, hoping to be the wiſer by your anſwer, 
I pray you, Sir, are you a Courtier? 

Clo. O Lord, Sir there's a ſimple putting off: More, 
more, a hundred of them, 

Count. Sir, I am a poor Friend of yout's, that loves you, 

Clo. O Lord, Sir——thick, thick, ſpare not me, 

Count. I think, Sir, you can eat none of this home!y 
Meat. 

Clo. O Lord, Sir——nay put me tc't, I warrant you, 

Count. You were lately whip'd, Sir, as I think. 

Clo, O Lord, Sir=—— ſpare not me. 

Count. Do you cry, O Lord, Sir, at your whipping, 2nd 
ſpare not me? Indeed, your O Lord Sir, is very ſequent to 
your whipping: You would anſwer very well to a whip- 
ping if you were but bound to't, 

Clo. I ne'er had worſe luck in my Life, in my, O Lord 
Sir; I ſee things may ſerve long, and not ſerve ever, 

Count. I play the noble Huſwite with the time, to ertcr- 
tain it ſo merrily with a Fool, 

Co. O Lord, Sir why there't ſerves well again. 

Count. An end, Sir, to your Buſineſs: Give Hellen this, 
And urge her to a preſent anſwer back, 

Commend me to my Kinſmen, and my Son: 
This is not much. 

C/o. Not much Commendation to them. 

Count. Not much Imployment for you, you underſtand 
me. 

Clo. Moſt fruitfully, I am there before my Legs. 

Count. Haſte thou again. [ Excut. 

| Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles, 

Laf. They ſay Miracles are paſt, and we have our Philo 


ſophica! Perſon, to make modern and familiar things . 
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natural and cauſeleſs. Hence is it, that we make Trifles of 
Terrors, enſconſing our ſelves into ſeeming Knowledge, 
when we ſhould ſubmit our ſelves to an unknown Fear. 
Par. Why *cis the rareſt Argument of Wonder, that hath F. 
ſhot out in our latter times. | f 
Ber. And ſo tis. Wo 
La. To be relinquiſh'd of the Artiſts. 
Par. So I ſay, both of Galen and Paracelſus. 1 
Laf. Of all the learned and authentick Fellows, 4 
Par. Right, ſo I ſay. j 
Laf. That gave him out incurable, 


Par, Why there 'tis, fo ſay I too. | 
Laf. Not to be belp'd. 9 
Par. Right, as twere a Man aſſur'd of zn a 
Laf. Uncertain Life, and ſure Death. 
Par. Juſt, you ſay well: So would I have ſaid. i 
Laf. I may truly ſay, it is a Novelty to the World. 9 
Par. It is indeed, if you will have it in the ſhe wing, you M 
ſhall read it in what do you call there. # 
Laf. A ſhewing of a heav'nly Effect in an earthly Actor. (1 


Par. That's it, I would have ſaid the very ſame. 

Laf. Why your Dolphia is not luſtier: For me, I ſpeak 10 
in reſpect . 

Par. Nay, tis ſtrange, tis very ſtrange, that is the brief 
and the tedious of it, and he's of a moſt facinerious Spirit, N 
that will not acknowledge it to be the — 1 

Laf. Very band of Heav'n, 1 

Par. Ay, ſo I ſay. . 

Laf. In a moſt weak —— 

Par, And debile Miniſter, great Power, great Tranſcen- 
dence, which ſhould indeed give us a further uſe to be made, 
than only the recov'ry of the King, as to be 

Laf. Generally thankful. 

Enter King, Helena, and Attendants. 

Par, I would have ſaid it, you ſaid well: Here comes 
the King. 

Laf. Luſtick, as the Dutchman ſays: I'll like a Maid the 
better while I have a Tooth in my Head: Why he's able to 
lead her a Corrarto. 

Par, Mor du Vinaigre, is not this Hellen? 

Laf. Fore God I think ſo. 

King. 
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' King, Go call before me all the Lords in Court. 
Sit, my Preſerver, by thy Patient's fide, 
And with this healthful Hand, whoſe baniſh'd ſenſe 
Thou haſt repeal'd, a ſecond time receive 
The confirmation of my promis'd Gift, 
Which but attends thy naming. 
Enter three or four Lordi. 
Fair Maid, ſend forth thine Eye; this youthful parcel 
Of Noble Batchelors, ftand at my beſtowirg, 
O'er whom both Sovereign Power, and Father's Voice 
I have to uſe; thy frarck Election make, 
Thou haſt power to chuſe, and they none to forſake. 
Hel. To each of you, one fair and virtuous Miſtreſs 


Fall, when Love pleaſe: marry, to each, but one. 


Laf. I'd give Bay Curtal, and his Furniture, 
My Mouth no more were broken than theſe Boys, 
And writ as little Beard. 
King, Peruſe them well: 
Not one of thoſe, but had a noble Father. 
She Adareſſes her ſelf to 4 Lord. 
Hel. Gentlemen, Heav'n hath, through me, reſtor'd the 
King to Health. . 
All. We underſtand it, and thank Heav'n for you. 
Hel. I am a ſimple Maid, and therein wealthieſt, 
That I proteſt, 1 ſimply am a Maid 
Pleaſe it your Majeſty, I have done already: 
The Bluſhes in my Cheeks thus whiſper me. 
We bluſh that thou ſhould'ſt chuſe but be refuſed ; 
Let the white Death fit on thy Cheeks for ever, 
We'll ne'er come there again, 
King. Make choice and ſee, 
Who ſhuns thy Love, ſhuns all his Love in me. 
Del. Now Dian from thy Altar do I fly, 
And to impartial Fove, that God moſt high 
Do my fighs ſtrezm: Sir, will you hear my Suit? 
1 Lord. And grant it. 
Hel, Thanks, Sir, all the reſt is mute. 
Laf. I had rather be in this Choi ce, than throw 
A Deaux-ace for my Life, f 
Hel. The Honour, Sir, that flames in your ſair Eyes, 


Before I ſpeak, too threatningly replies: I'S 
| ov 
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Love make your Fortunes twenty times above 

Her that ſo wiſhes, and her humble Love, 

2 Lord. No better, f you pleaſe. 

Hol. My wiſh receive, 

Which great Jove grant, and ſo I take my leave. 

Laf. Do all they deny her? And they were Sons of mine, 
I'd have them whip'd, or I would ſend them to the Turk 
to make Eunuchs of. 

Hel. Be not afraid that T your hand ſhould take, 

I'll never do you wrong for your own fake: 

Bleſſing upon your Vows, and in your Bed, 

Find fairer Fortune, if you ever wed. 

Laf. Theſe Boys are Boys of Ice, they'll none of her: 
Sure they are Baſtards to the Exgl:/v, the French neer got 
em. 

Hel. Yeu are too young, too happy, and too good 
To make your ſelf 2 = of my Blood. 

4 Lord. Fair one, I think not fo. 

Lof. There's one Grape yet, I zm ſure my Father 
drunk Wine; but if thou be'ſt not an Aſs, I am a Youth of 
fourteen: I have known thee already. 

Hel. I dare not ſay I take you, but I give 
Me and my Service, ever whilſt I live, 

Into your guiding Power: This is the Man. | To Bertram. 
King, Why then young Bertram take her, ſhe's thy Wife. 
Ber, My Wife, my Liege? I ſhall beſeech your Highneſs 

In ſuch a Buſineſs, give me leave to uſe 

The help of mine own Eyes. 

King. Know'ſt thou not, Bertram, what ſhe hath done 

or me ? 


Ber, Yes, my good Lord, but never hope to know why 
I ſhould marry her. 


d _ Thou know'ſt ſhe has rais d me from my ſickly 
ed, 
Ber, But follows it, my Lord, to bring me down 
Muſt anſwer for your raiſing: I know her well? 
She had her breeding at my Father's Charge : 
A poor Phyſician's Daughter my Wife? Diſdain 
athcr corrupt me ever, 
King. Tis only Title thou diſdaio'ſt in her, the which 
[ can build up: Strange is it that our Bloods ö 


Of 
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Of colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together, 
Would quite confound diſtinQion; yet ſtands off 
In differences of mighty. If ſhe be 

All that is virtuous, ſave what thou. diſlik'ſt, 

A podr Phyſician's Daughter, thou diffik'ſt 

Of Virtue for the Name: But do not ſo, 

From loweſt place, whence virtuous things proceed, 
The Place is dignify'd by th' Doer's Deed, 

Where great Addition ſwells, and Virtue none, 

It is a dropſied Honour; Good alone, 


/ 


Is good without a Name, Vileneſs is ſo: 


The Property by what it is, ſhoud go, 
Not by the Title. She is young, wiſe, fair, 
In theſe, to Nature ſhe's immediate Heir; 
And theſe breed Honour: That is Honour's ſcorn, 
Which challenges it ſelf as Honours born, 
And is not like the Sice. Honours belt thrive, 
When rather from our Acts we them derive 
Than our Fore-goers: The meer word's a ſlave 
Deboſh'd on every Tomb, on every Grave ; 
A lying Trophy, and as oft is dumb, 
Where Duſt, and damn'd Oblivion is the Tomb. 
Of honour'd Bones indeed, what ſhould be ſaid ? 
If thou canſt like this Creature as a Maid, 
T can create the reſt : Virtue and ſhe 
Is her own Dower ; Honour and Wealth from me. 
Cer. I cannot love her, nor will {irive to do't. 
King. Thou wrong'ſt thy ſelf, if thou ſhould'ſt ſtrive to 
chufe, : 
Hel. That you are well reſtor'd, my Lord, I'm glad: 
Let the reſt go. 
King. My Honour's at the ſtake, which to defeat 
I muſt produce my Power. Here, take her Hand, 
Proud ſcornful Boy, unworthy this good Gift, 
That doſt in vile Miſpriſion ſhackle up 
My Love, and her Deſert; that canſt pot dream, 
We poizing us in her defective Scale, 
Shall weigh thee to the Beam; that wilt not krow, 
It is in us to plant thine Honour, where 
We pleaſe to have it grow, Check thy Contempt: 


Qbey our Will, which travels in thy good, | 
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Believe not thy Diſdain, but preſently”. . 
Do thine own Fortunes that obedient right 
Which both thy Duty owes, and our Power claims: 
Or I wil! throw thee from my cares for ever, 
Into the Staggers and the careleſs Lapſe 
Ot Youth and Ignorance ; both my Revenge and Hate 
Looſing upon thee in the Name of Juſtice, 
Without all terms of pity. Speak thine anſwer, 
Ber. Pardon, my gracious Lord; for I ſubmit 
My Fancy to your Eyes, When I conſider 
What great Creation, and what dole of Honour 
Flies where you bid: I find that ſhe which late 
Was in my nobler Thoughts moſt baſe, is now 
The praiſed of the King; who ſo encbled, 
Is as cwere born fo. 
King, Take her by the hand. 
And tell her ſhe is thine: To whom I promiſe 
A Counterpoize ; if not in thy Eſtate, 
A Ballance more repleat. 
Ber, I take her hand. 
King, Good Fortune, and the Favour of the King 
Smile upon the Contract; whoſe Ceremony 
Saall ſeem expedient on the now-born Brief, 
And be perform'd to Night; the ſolemn Feaſt 
Shall more attend upon the coming ſpace, 
ExpeRing abſent Friends. As thou lov'ſt her, 
Thy Love's to me religious ; elſe do's err. [ Exennt, 
Manent Parolles and Lafeu. 
Laf. Do you hear, Monſieur? a word with you. 
Par, Your pleaſure, Sir. 
Laf. Your Lord and Maſter did well to make his Recan- 
tation, | 
Par, Recantation? my Lord? my Maſter? 
Laf. Ay, is it not a Language I ſpeak? 
Par, A moſt harſh one, and not to be underſtood with- 
out bloody ſucceeding. My Maſter? 
Laf. Are you Companion to the Count Roſſilion ? 
Par. To any Count? to all Counts; to what is Man. 
Laf. To what is Count's Man; Eount's Maſter is of an- 
other stile. 
Vo l. II. X Par. 
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Par. You are too old, Sir; let it fatisfie you, you ar 


too old, | 
Laf. I muſt tell thee, Sirrah, I write Men; to uhich 


title Age cannot bring thee, 

Par, What I dare too well do, I dare not do, 

Laf. I did think thee fir two Ordinaries to be a prety 
wiſe Fellow. If thou didit make tolerable vent of thy Tre 
vel, it might paſs; yct the Scarfs and the Banners about 
thee, did maritoldly diſſuade me from believing thee a Veſſe 
of too great a Burthen, I have now fourd thee; when [ 
loſe thee again, I care not: Yet art thou good for nothing 
but tak ng up, and that thou'rt ſcarce worth. 

Wer Hadit thou not the Privilege of Antiquity uper 
thee —— 

Laf. Do not plunge thy ſelf too far in Anger, leſt they 
haſten thy trial; which is, Lord have Mercy on thce for 
Hen; ſo, my good Window of Lattice, fare th:e well, thy 
Caſement I need not open, I look through the. Given: 
thy Hand. 

Par. My Lord, you give molt egregious InCignity, 

Laf. Ay, withal my Heart, ard thou art worthy of it 

Par. I have not, my Lord, di {crv'd it. 

Laf. Yes, good faith, ev'ry dram of it; and I will ot 
bate thee a ſcruple. 

Par, Well, I ſhall be wiſer ——- 


Laf. Ev'n as ſoon as thou can'ſt, for thou haſt to pull a Pe: 
a ſmack a' ch' contrary. If ever thou beeſt bound in thy let it! 
Scarf and beaten, thou ſhalt find what it is to be proud «© Bey 
thy Bondage. I have a defire to hold my Acquaintarc Pay 
with thee, or rather my Knowledge, that I may lay in i- Ber 
default, he is a Man I know. will 1 
Par. My Lord, you do me moſt in ſupportable Vor Par 
tion. | Bor. 
Laf. I would it were Hell Pains for thy ſake, ard m Il to; 
poor doing eternal: For doing 1 am paſt, 2s I will by dhe, par 
in what Moticn Age will give me leave. Eu The 5 
Par. Well, thou haſt a Son ſhall take this Diſgrace © Ber 
me; ſcurvy, old, filthy, ſcurvy Lord: Well, 1 muſt be p? ie I kr 
tient, there is no fettering of Authority, I'll beat him, 0 Par 
my Life, if I can meet him with any convenience, 20 , othW 


were double and double a Lord, I'll have no more py 


P11 beat him, and if 1 


his Age than I would have of 
could but meet him again. 
Enter Lafeu. 

Laf. Sirrab, your Lord and Maſter's married, there's 
News for you: You have a new Miſtreſ*, 

Par. I moſt unfeignedly beſeech your Lordſhip to make 
ſome Reſervation of your Wrongs. He is my good Lord, 
whom I ſerve above is my Maſter, 
| Laf. Who? God? 

Par. Ay, Sir. ; | 

Laf. The Devil it is, that's thy Maſter, Why doft thou 
garter up thy Arms a this faſhion? Doſt mike Hoſe of thy 
Sleeves? Do other Servants ſo? Thou wert beſt ſet thy 
lower Part where thy Noſe ſtands. By mine Honour, if [ 
were but two hours younger, I'd beat thee: Methink'ſt 
thou art a general Offence, and every Man ſhould beatthee, 
Foun thou waſt created for M-n to breath themſelves up- 
on thee, 

Par. This is hard and undeſerved meaſure, my Lord. 

Laf. Go to, Sir; you were beaten in Italy for picking a 
Kernel out of a Pomegranat; you are a Vagabond, and no 
true Traveller: You are more fawcy with Lords and ho- 
nourable Perſonages, than the commiſſion of your Birth and 
Virtue gives you Heraldry, You are not worth another 
wocd, elſe I'd call you Knave. I leave you. Exit. 

Enter Bertram. 


Par. Good, very good, it is ſo then. Good, very good, 


let it be conceal'd a while. 
Ber. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever. 
Par. What is the Matter, ſweet Heart? | 
Ber, Although before the folemn Prieſt I have ſworn, I 
will not bed her. | | 
Par, What? what, ſweet Heart ? 
Ber. O my Parolles, they have married me: 
I'll to the Tuſcan Wars, and never bed her. 
Par. France is a Dog-hole, and it no more merits 
The tread of a Man's Foot: To th' Wars. 


Ber, There's Letters from my Mother: What th' import 


5, I know not yet. 


Par. Ay, that would be known: To th' Wars my Boy; 
othWars. . 
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He wears his Honour in a Box unſcen, 

That hugs his kickſy wickſy here at home, 
Spending his manly Marrow in her Arms 

Which ſhould ſuttain the bound and high curvet 
Of Mars's fiery Steed: To other Regions, 

France is a Stable, we that dwell in't Jades, 
Therefore to th* War. 

Ber. It ſhall be fo, I'll fend her to my Houſe, 
Acquaint my Mother with my hate to her, 

And wherefore I am fled. Write to the King 
That which I durſt not ſpeak. His preſent Gift 
all furniſh me to thoſe Italian Fields 

here noble Fellow+ ſtrike, War is no ſtrife 
the dark Houſe, and the deteſted Wife. 

Par, Will this Capricio hold in thee, art ſurc? 

Ber, Go with me to my Chamber, and adviſe me. 
III tend her ſtraight away: To morrow 
I'll to the Wars, ſhe to her fingle Sorrow. 

Par, Why theſe Balls bound, there's noiſe in it, *Tis had 
A young Man married, is a Man that's mart'd: 
Therefore away, and leave her bravely ;: go, 

The King has done you wrong: but huſh, tis ſo. | Excun, 
| Enter Helena and Clown. 

Hel. My Mother greets me kindly, is ſhe well ? 

Clo, She is not well, but yet ſhe has her Health; (hc: very 
merry, but yet ſhe is not well: But thanks be given {he's 
very well, and want's nothing i'th* World; but yer ſhe 1 
not well. 

Hel. If ſhe be very well, what does ſhe ail, that ſhe's 
not very well? | 

Co. Truly he's very well, indeed, but for two thigs, 

Hel. What two things? 1 

Clo. One, that the is not in Heav'n, Whither Cod 1:9 
her quickly; the other, that ſhe's in Eaith, from whe! 
God ſend her quickly, 

Enter Parolles. 

Par. Bleſs you, my fortunate Lady, | 

Hel. I hope, Sir, I have your good will to have mg 
own good Fortune, 
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Par, You had my Prayers to lead them on, and to keep 
them on, have them ſtill, O my Knave, how does my old 
Lady? ; 
Clo. So that you had her Wrinkles and I her Mony, 
would ſhe did as you ſaid. 
Par, Why I ſay nothing. 
Clo, Marry you are the wiſer Mz"; for many a Man's 
Tongue ſhakes out his Maſter's undoing: To fay nothing, 
to do nothing, to know nothing, and to have nothing, is to 
be a great part of your Title, which is within a very little 
of nothing. 
Par, Away, thou'rt a Knave. 
Cle. You ſhould have faid, Sir, before a Knave, th'art a 
Knave, that's before me th'art a Knave: This had been 
truth, Sir. 
Par. Go to, thou art a witty Fool, I have found thee. 
Clo. Did you find me in your ſelf, Sir? or were you 
taught to find me? The ſearch, Sir, was profitable, and 
and much Fool may you find in you, even to the World's Plea- 
ſure, and cncreaſe of Laughter, 

Par, A good Knave i'faith and well fed, 

Madam, my Lord will go awey to Night, 

A very {erious Buſineis calls on him. 

Ihe great Prerogative and Rite of Love, 

Which as your due Time claims, he does acknowledge, 
But puts it off by a compell'd reſtraint: 

Whoſe want, * whoſe delay, is ſtrew'd with Sweets 
Which they diſtil now in the curbed time, 

To make the coming hour o'e:flaw with joy 

And Pleaſure drown the brim, | 

Hel. What's his will clfe ? 

Par, That you will take your inſtant leave o'th' King, 
And make this haſte as your own good proceeding, 
dtrengthned with what Apology you think 
May make it probable necd. 

Hel, What more commands he? 

Par, That having this obtain'd, you preſcntly 

| Arterd his further pleaſure, 

Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will, 

Par, I ſhall report it fo. | Exit Par. 
Hel, I pray you come, Sirrah. Exit. 
X 3 Enter 
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Enter Lafeu and Bertram, 
5 But I hope your Lordſhip thinks not him a Sol. 
er. 

Ber. Ves, my Lord, and of very valiant approof. 

Laf. You have it from his own deliverance. 

Ber. And by other warrantable Teſtimony, 

Laf. Then my Dial goes not true, I took this Lark for 
a Bunting. 

Ber. I do aſſure yov, my Lord, he is very great in Know- 
ledge, and accordingly Valiant, 

Laf. I have then ſinned agaigſt his Experience, and trauſ- 
greſs'd againſt his Valour, and my State that way is dange- 
rous, fince I cannot find in my Heart to repert: Here 
he comes, I pray you make us Friends, I will purſue the 
Amity, 

| Enter Parolles. 

Par. Theſe things ſhall be done, Sir, 

Laf. I pray you, Sir, who's his Taylor? 

Par. Sir ? 

Lof. Ol know him well, I, Sir, he Sir's a good Work- 
man, a very good Taylor. 

Ber. Is the gone to the King? 

Par, She 15s. 

Ber, Will ſhe away to night? 

Par. As you'll have her. 

Ber, J have writ my Letters, casketed my Treaſure, 
Given order for our Horſe, and to Night, 

When! ſhould take Poſſeſſion of the Bride _—_ 
And e'er 1 do begin 

Laf. A good Traveller is ſomething at the latter end of 
a Dinner; but if on t lat he lyes three thirds, and uſes a known 
Trauth to paſ. a thouſ:nd Nothings with, he ſhould be once 
heard, and thi ice beaten God ſave you Ceptain, 

Ber. Is there my Uakindneſs between my Lord and you, 
Monfieur ? 

Par. I know not how I have deſerved to run into my 
Lord's Diſplcaſure, | 

| Laf. You have made fhift to run intot, Boots and Spurs 
and all, like him that lcaps into the Ciſtard 3 and out of 1 
you'll run again, rat ner than ſuffzr Queſtion for your Re- 


$dencc. 1 


[ Aſide to Parolles, 


Bey. 


ol 


K. 


wel, Monſieur, 1 have ſpoken better of you, than you 


Spoke with the King, and have procured his leave 
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Ber. It may be you have miſtaken him, my Lord, b 
Laf. And ſhall do ſo for ever, tho' I took him at's Prayers. j 
Fare you well, my Lord, and believe this of me, there can i 
be no Kernel in this light Nut : The Soul of this Man is his 
Clothes. Truſt him not in matter of heavy Conſequence : 1 
I have kept of them tame, and know their Natures. Fare- 


have or will deſerve at my Hands, but we muſt do good 
29 inſt evil. [ Exit, 

Par. An idle Lord, I ſwear. 

Ber. I think ſo, 

Par, Why do you not know him ? 

Ber, Yes, I do know him well, and common Speech 
Gives him a worthy paſs. Here comes my Clog. 

Euter Helena, 
Hel. J have, Sir, as I was commanded from you, 


For preſent parting, only he deſires 
Some private Speech with you. 
Ber. I ſhall obey his will. 
You muſt not marvel, Helen, at my Courſe, 
Which holds not colour with the time, nor does, 
The Miniſtration, and required Office 
On my particular. Prepar'd I was not 
For ſuch a Buſineſs; and therefore am I found 
8 much unſetled : This drives me to intreat you, 
That preſently you take your way for home, 
And rather muſe than ask why I intreat you, 
For my Reſpects are better than they ſeem, 
And my Aptointments have in them a need 
Greater thin ſhews it ſelf at the firſt view, 
To you that know them not. This to my Mother, 
[ Giving 4 Letter, 
Twill be two days e'er I ſhall ſee you, fo 
I leave you to your Wiſdom. 
Hel. Sir, I can nothing ſay, 


Put that I am your moſt obedient Servant, { 
Ber. Come, no more of that. q 
Hel. And ever ſhall 9 


With true obſervance ſeek to eke out that 
Wherein toward me my hem:ly Stars have fail'd 
To equal my grea: Fortune. X 4 Ber, 
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Ber. Let that go: my haſte is very great. Farewel : Hie 
home. 

Hel. Pray, Sir, your pardon, 

Ber. Well, what would you ſay? 

Hel. I am not worthy of the Wealth I owe, 

Nor dare I fay 'tis mine: And yet it 15, 
But, like a timorous Thief, moſt fain would ſteal 
What Law does vouch mine own, 

Ber. What would you have ? 

Hel. Something, and ſcarce fo much — Nothing ir— 
deed——TI would not tell you what I would, my Lord 
Faith yes Strangers and Foes do ſunder, and not kils, 

Ber. I pray you ſtay not, but in haſte to Horle, 

Hel. I ſhall not break your bidding, good my Lord: 
Where are my ot ier Men? Monſieur, farewel. Exit. 
Ber. Go thou toward bome, where I will never come. 

Whilſt I can ſhake my Sword, or hear the Drum: 
Away, and for our flight. 
Par. Bravely, Couragio. 


[ Exeunt, 


— 


i SOTENE l. 


Enter the Duke of Florence, two French Lords, 
with Soldiers. 


Flouri ſb. 


W that from point to point, now have you heard 
The fundamental R eaſons of this War, 
W hole great deciſion hath much Blood let forth, 
And more thirſts after. 
1 Lord, Holy ſeems the Quarrel 
Upon your Grace's part ; black and fearful 
Oa the Oppoſer. 
Dube. Therefore we marvel much, our Couſin France, 
Would, in ſo juſt a Buſineſs, ſhut his Boſom, 
Againſt our borrowing Prayers. 
2 Lord, Good my Lord, 
The reaſons of our State we cannot yield, 
Bur like a common and an outward Man, 
That the great Figure of a Couneil frames, 
By ſ{clf-unable motior, therefore dare not 
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e Siy what I think of it, ſince I have found 
My ſelf in my incertain grounds to fail 
As otten as I gueſt. 

Dube. Be it his pleaſure, 

2 Lord. But I am ſure the younger of our Nation, 
That ſurfeit on their eaſe, will day by day 
Come here for Phyſick. 

Dube. Welcome ſhall they be: 

Ard all the Horours that can fly from us, 

Shall on them ſettle. You know your places well, 

When better fall, for your avaiis they fell, 

To morrow to the Field, [ Exeunt, 
Enter Counteſs and Clown, 

Count. It hath happe d as I would have had it, fave that 
he comes not along with her, 

Clo, By my troth, I take my young Lord to be a very 
melancholy Man. 

Count. By what obſervance, I pray you? 

Clo, Why he will look upon his Boot, and fing ; mend 
his Ruff, and ſing; ask Queſtions, and ſing; pick his Teeth 
and ſing: I knew a Man that had his Trick of Melancholy, 
lold a goodly Manor for a Song. 

Count, Let me ſee what he writes, and when he means to 
ds, come, 

Clo, I have no mind to Zsbel fince I was at Court. Our 

d Lind, and our 7sbe/'s o'th* Country, are nothing like 1 

ard your old Ling, and your Ebel o'th' Court: The Brains of | 
my Cypid's knock'd out, and I begin to love, as an old Man 

loves Mony, with no Stomach. | 

Count, What have we here ? 

Clo, In that you have there, [ Exit. 


l 
: 
A Letter, 


I have ſent you 4 Dawghter-in-Law : She hath recovered 

| the King, and undone me. I have wedded her, Not bedded 
her, and ſworn to make the Not eternal. You ſhall hear I am 
un 4way; know it before the Report come, if there be breadth 
enough in the World, I will hold a long diſtance, My Daiy 


Io Jou. 


it. 


Act, 


Your unfortunate Son, 
Bertram. 


This 
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This is not well, raſh and unbridled Boy, 
To fly the Favours of fo good a King, 
To plubk his Indignation on thy Head, 
By the miſpriſing of a Maid, roo vutuous 
For the Contempt of Empire. 

Enter Clown. 


Clo. O Madam, yonder is heavy News within between 


two Soldiers and my young Lady, 

Count. What is the matter? 

Clo, Nay, there is ſome comfort in the News, ſome con- 
fort, your Son will not be kill'd ſo ſoon as I thought be 
would, 

Count. Why ſhould he be kill'd 2 

Cle. So ſay I, Madam, if he run away, as 1 hear h 
does, the danger is ia ſtanding tot; that's the loſs of "ico, 
though it be the getting ot Children, Here they com: 
will tell you mote. For my part, I only hear your 50% 
Was run away. h 

Enter Helena and two Gentlemen. 

Gen. Save you, good Madam. 

Hel. Madam, my Lord is gone, for ever gone. 

2 Gen. Do not ſay ſo, 

 Comat, Think upon Patience: Pray you, Gentlemen, 

J have felt ſo many quiiks of Joy ard Grief, 

That the firſt face of neither on the ſtar: 

Can Woman mc unto't, Where is my Son, I pray 10"! 

2 Gen, Midem, he's gone to ſcrve the Duke of Florerc 
We met lim thitherward, from thence we came; 

And, aftcr ſome diſpatch in hand at Court, 
Thither we bind again. 
Ilel. Lock on this Letter, Madam, here's my Paſpo! 


Ihen thou canſt get the Ring upon my Finger, wl ich n en 
ſpall come off, and ſhew me a Child begotten of thy Bech ''* 
I am Father 10, then call me Husband : But in ſuch 1 
T write a | Nevcr. | 
This is a dreadful Sentence. 

Count. Brought you this Letter, Gentlemen? 


i Gen. Ay, Madam, and, for the Contents ſalie, are fu 
for our Paius. 


Cos 
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Count. I prethee, Lady, have a better Cheer, 
If thou engroſſeſt all the Griefs as thine, 
Thou robb'ſt me of a Moiety : He was my Son, 
But I do waſh his Name out cf my Blood, 
Ard thou art all my Child, Towards Florexce is he? 
2 Gen. Ay, Madam. 
cn Count. And to be a Soldier! 
2 Gen. Such is his noble purpoſe, and believer 
The Duke will lay upon him all the Honour 
m. WF That good convenience claims, 
ls Count, Return you thither ? 
1 Gen, Ay, Madam, with the ſwifteſt Wing of Specd. 
Hel. Till I have no Wife, I have nothing in France. 
h! WT Tis bitter. | Reading. 
Count. Find you that there? 
Hel. Yes, Madam. 
1 Gen. Tis but the boldneſs of his hand happily, which 
his Heart was not conſerting to. 
Count. Nothing in Fance until he have no Wife: 
There's nothing here that is too good for him 
But only ſhe, and ſhe deſerves a Lord, 
That twenty ſuch rude Boys might tend upon, 
And call her hourly Miſtreſs. Who was with him? 
1 Gen, A Servant only, and a Gentleman which I have 
ſometimes known. 
Count. Parolles, was it not? 
1 Gen, Ay, my good Lady, he. 
Count, A very tainted Fellow, and full of Wickedneſs, 
My Son corrupts a well derived Nature 
With his inducement. 


800 I Gen, Indeed, good Lady, che Fellow has a deal of that, 
E too much, which holds him much to have. 

2 Count, Ware welcome, Gentlemen, I will intreat yov; 

py when you ſee my Son, to tell him that his Soul can never 


win the Honour that he loſes : More I'll intreat you writ» 
ten to bear along, | 


thieſt Affairs. 
Count. Not ſo, but as we change our Courteſies, 


2 Gen. We ſerve you, Madam, in that, and all your wor- 


Will you draw near? | Exit Count, and Gentlemen. 


Hel. 
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Hel. Till I have no Wife, I have nothing in France. 7 
Nothing in France until he has no Wife! Ani 
Thou ſhalt have none, Koſſilion, none in France, As 
Then haſt thou all again. Poor Lord ! ist I 
That chaſe thee from thy Country, and expoſe Gr, 
Thoſe tender Limbs of thine, to the event Mal 
Of the none ſparing War ? And is it I, | 41 
That drives thee from the ſportive Court, where thou 
Wiſt ſhot at with fair Eyes, to be the mark | ( 
Of ſmoaky Muſquets? O you leaden Meſſengers, Mi 
That ride upon the violent ſpeed of Fire, By 


Fly with falſe aim, move the ſtill piercing Air 
That ſtings with piercing, do not touch my Lord: 


Whoever ſhoots at him, I ſet him there. 1 
Whoever charges on his forward Breaſt, 

I am the Caitiff that do hold him to it, 7 
And tho' I kill him not, I am the cauſe 

His Death was ſo effected. Better 'twere, } 
I. met the raving Lion when he roar'd 

With ſherp conſtraint of Hunger: Better twere B 
That all the Miſeries which Niture owes 

Were mine at once, No, come thou home, Roſſilion, 1 
Whence Honour but of danger wins a Scar, 

As oft it loſes all, I will be gone: 7 
My being here it is, that holds thee hence, 

Shall I ſtay here to do't ? No, no, although / 
The Air of Paradiſe did fan the Houſe y 


And Angels offic'd all; I will be gone, 
That pitiful Rumour may report my flight | 
To conſolate thine Ear, Come Night and Day, | 
For with.the Dark, poor Thief, I'll ſteal away. [ Exit, 
Flouriſh. Enter the Duke of Florence, Bertram, Drum and 
Trumpets, Soldiers, Parolles. 

Dube. The General of our Horſe thou art, and we 
Great in our hope, lay our beſt Love and Credence 
Upon thy promiſing Fortune. 

„ 
A charge tao heavy for my Strength, but 
Well ſtrive to bear it for your worthy ſake, 


To th'extream edge of hazard, 
Duke. 
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Dube. Then go thou forth, 
And Fortune play upon thy proſperous Helm, 
As thy auſpicious Miſtreſs, 
Ber. This very day, 
Great Mars, I put my elf into thy File, 
Make me but like my Thoughts, and 1 ſhall prove 
A lover of thy Drum ; hater of Love. | | Exennt. 
Enter Counteſs and Steward. 
Count. Alas! and would you take the Letter of her? 
Might you not know ſhe would do, as ſhe has done, 
By ſending me a Letter. Read it again. 


LES EEK 


I am St. Jaques Pilgrim, thither gone 
Ambitions Love bath ſo in me offended, 
That barefoot plod I the cold Ground upon, 

With ſainted Vow my Faults to have amended, 
Write, write, that from the bloody courſe of War, 
My deareſt Maſter, your dear Son, may hie; 

Bleſs him at home in Peace, whilſt I from far, 
His Name with zealous Fervour ſanctiſie. 
His taken Labours bid him me forgive; 
I his deſpightful Juno ſent him forth 
From conrily Friends, with camping Foes to live, 
Where Death and Danger dog the Heels of Worth, 
He is too good and fair for Death and me, 
Whom I my ſelf embrace, to ſet him free. 


Ah what ſharp Stings are in her mildeſt words? 
| Rynaldo, you did never lack advice ſo much, 
xit, As letting her paſs ſo; had I ſpoke with her, 
and I could have well diverted her intents, 
Which thus ſhe hath prevented. 
Stew. Pardon me, Madam, 
If Thad given you this over night, 
She might have been o'er ta en; and yet ſhe writes 
Purſuit would be but vain, 
Count, What Angcl ſhall 
Bleſs this unworthy Husband? He cannot thrive, 
Ualefs h-r Prayers, whom Heav'n delights to hear, 
the, And loves to grant, reprieve him from the Wrath ; 
O 


Grief would have Tears, and Sorrow bids me ſpeak. 


7582 All's well that Ends well. 


Of greateſt Juſtice. Write, write, Rynaldo, 

To this unworthy Husband of his Wife, 

Let every word weigh heavy of her worth, 

That he does weigh too light: My greateſt Grief, 
Tho! little he do feel it, ſet down ſharply. 
Diſpatch the moſt convenient Meſlepger ; 

When haply he does hear that ſhe is gone, 

He will return, and hope I may that ſhe, 
Hearing ſo much, will ſpeed her Foot again, 
Led hither by pure Love. Which of them both 
Is deareſt to me, I have no Skill in Senſe 

To make diſtinction; Provide this Meſſenger; 
My Heart is heavy, and mine Age is weak, 


[ Exennt, 
A Tucket afar off. 

Enter au old Widow of Florence, Diana, Violenta, and 
5 Mariava, with other Citizens 

Mi. Nay come, 

For if they do approach the City, 

We ſhall loſe all the ſight. 
Dia. They ſay, the French Count has done 


Moſt honourable Service. 


Mid. It is reported, 
That he has ta'en their greateſt Commander, 
And that with his own Hand he ſlew 
The Duke's Brother. We have loſt our labour, 
They are gone a contrary way : Hark, 
You may know by their Trumpets, 
Mar. Come let's return again, 
And ſuffice our ſelves with the Report of it. 
Well, Diana, take heed of this French Earl, 
The Honour of a Maid is in her Name, 
And no Legacy is ſo rich 
As Honeſty, 
Md. I have told my Neighbour 
How you have been ſollicited by a Gentleman 
His Companion. | 
Mar. I know that Knave, hang him, one Parolles, ? 7 
thy Officer he is in thoſe 8Suggeſtions for the young Ex! 
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Hel. His Name, I pray you? 
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Oaths, and Tokens, and all the Engines of Luſt, are not 
the things they gFunder; many a Maid hath been ſeduced 
by them, and the Miſery is Example, that fo terrible ſhews 
in the wreck of Maiden-hood, cannot for all that diſſuade 
Succeſſion,” but that they are limed with the Twigs that 
threatens them. I hope I need not to adviſe you further, 
but I hope your own Grace will keep you where you are, 
tho! there were no further danger known, but the Modeſty 
which is ſo loſt. 

Dia. You ſhall not necd to fear me. 

Ester Helena diſguiſed like a Pilgrim. 

Nad. T hope ſo; look here comes a Pilgrim; I know 
ſhe will lye at my Houſe; thither they ſend one another; 
I'll \ her; God ſave you Pilgrim, whither are you 
bound, 

Hel, To S. Faques le grand. 

Where do the Palmers lodge, I do beſeech you? 

Mid. At the St. Frances here beſide the Port. 

Hel. Is this the way ? | 4 March afar off. 

Mid. Ay marry ist, Hark you, they come this way: 
If you will tarry, holy Pilgrim, | 
But 'till the Troops come by, 

I will Conduct you where you ſhall be lodg'd; 
The rather, for I think I know your Hoſteſs 
As ample as my ſelf. 

Hel. Is it your felf. 

Md. If you ſhall pleaſe fo, Pilgrim. 

Hel. I thank you, and will ſtay upon your leiſure, 

Wid. You came, I thick, from France? 

Hel. I did ſo. 

Wid. Here you ſhall ſee a Country-man of yours, 

That has done worthy Service. 


Dia. The Count Roſſilion: Know you ſuch a one? 
Hel. Butby the Ear that hears moſt nobly of him. 
His Face know not. | 
Dia, Whatſoe er he is, 
He's bravely taken here. He ſtole from France, 
As tis reported; for the King had married him 
Againſt his liking. Think you it is ſo? 
Hel, Ay ſurely, meer the Truth, I know bi: Zady. 
_ Dia. 
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A ſhrew'd turn, if ſhe pleas'd. 


Dia. There is a Gentleman that ſerves the Count, 


Reports but courſely of her. | 
Hel. What's his Name? ; 
Dia. Monſieur Parolles. 
Hel. Oh I believe with him, 

In Argument of Praiſe, or to the Worth 

Of the great Count himſelf, ſhe is too mean 

To have her Name repeated; all her deſerving 

Is a reſerved Honeſty, and that 

I have not heard examin'd. 

Dia. Alas, poor Lady! 

Tis a hard Bondage to become the Wife 

Of a deteſting Lord, | | | 
mid. Ah! right good Creature! whereſoc'er ſhe is, 

Her Heart weighs ſadly; this young Maid might do her 


Hel. How do you mean; 
May be, the amorous Count ſollicites her 
In the unlawful purpoſe. 

Mid. He does indeed, | 
And brokes with all that can, in ſuch a Suit, 
Corrupt the tender Honour of a Maid: 

But ſhe is arm'd for him, and keeps her Guard 
In honeſteſt Defence. | 
Drum and Colours. | 

Enter Bertram, Parolles, Officers and Soldiers attending. 

Mar. The Gods forbid elle. 

Mid. So, now they come: 

That is Antonio, the Duke's eldeſt Son, 


That Eſcalus. | ro on 
Hel. Which is the Frenchman ? ment, 
Dia. He, 2 L 

That with the Plume, 'tis a moſt gallant Fellow, his Vi 

I would he lov'd his Wife: If he were honeſter truſty 

He were much goodlier. Ist nota handſome Gentleman? Ber. 
Hel. Llike him well. bim. 
Dia. Tis pity be is not honeſt: Yond's that ſame Knave 2 

That leads him to theſe places; were I bis Lady, vhich 

I would poiſon that vile Raſcal. 1 J. 

prize h 


Hel. Which is he? 5 
Dia. That Jack-an-apes with Scarſs. Why is he * from tl 


choly? 
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Hel. Perchance he's hurt i'th' Battel. 


Par, Loſ our Drum! Well. : 
Mar. He's ſhrewdly vex'd at ſomething. Look he has 


ſpied us, F 

p Mad. Marry hang you. [ Exeunt Ber. and Par. ce. 

Mar. And your Courteſie, for a Ring- carrier. 

Mid. The Troop is paſt: Come Pilgrim, I will bring 
You, where you ſhall hoſt: Of injoyn'd Penitents 
There's four or five, to great St. Jaques bound, — 
Already at my Houſe. tha 

Hel. I humbly thank you: RE 
Pleaſe it this Matron, and this gentle Maid 
To eat with us to Night, the Charge and Thanking 
Shall be for me; and to requite you further. 

I will beſtow ſome Precepts on this Virgin, 
Worthy the Note. 
Both, We'll take your offer kindly. [ Exennt. 
Enter Bertram and the two French Lords. vg 

1 Ld. Nay; good my Lord, put him to't: Let him 
have his way. 

2 Ld, If your Lordſhip find him not a Hilding, hold 
me no more in your Reſpect, 

Lad. On my Life, my Lord, a Bubble. 

Ber, Do you think I am ſo far 
Deceived in him? | 

1 Ld. Believe it, my Lord, in mine own direct Knows 
ledge, without any Malice, but to ſpeak of him as my 
Kinſman; he's a moſt notable Coward, an infinite and 
endleſs Liar, an hourly Promiſe-breaker, the Owner of 
ro one good Quality worthy your Lordſhip's Entertain- 
ment. 

2 Id. It were fit you knew him, leſt repoſing too far in 
bis Virtue, which he hath not, he might at ſome great and 
truſty Buſineſs, in a main Danger, fail you. . * 

1 Ber, I would I knew in what particular Action to try 

im. 

2 Ld. None better than to let him fetch off his Drum; 
which you hear him ſo confidently undertake to do. 

104. I, with a Troop of Florextines, will ſuddenly Sur- 
Prize him; ſuch. I will have whom I am ſure he knows not 
from the Enemy: We will bind and hood - wink him fo, 
Vo 1. II. | Y | that 


2 — —— — — —_ 
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that he ſhall ſuppoſe no ether but that he is carried into 


the Leaguer of the Adverſaries, when we bring him to our 
own Tents; be but your Lordſhip preſent at his Exami. 
nation, if he do not for the promiſe of his Life, and in the ) 


higheſt Compulſion of bale Fear, offer to betray you, and 
deliver all the Intelligence in his power againſt you, and 
chat with the divine Forfeit upon his Soul upon Oath, never 
truſt my Judgment in any thing. 

2 Ld. O, for the love of Laughter, let him fetch his 
Drum; he ſays he has a Stratag em for't; when your Lord. 
ſhip ſees the bottom of his ſuccefs in't, and to what Metal 
this Counterfeit Lump of ours will be melted, if you give 
him not John Drum's Entertainment, your inclining cannot 
be removed. Here he comes, 

Enter Porolles. 
1 LA. O, for the love of Laughter, . hinder not the Ho- 
_ of his Deſign, let him fetch off his Drum in any 

Ber. How now Monfieur ? This Drum ſticks forely in 
your Diſpoſition. 

2 Ld, A Pox on't, let it go, tis but a Drum. 

Par, But a Drum! Ist but a Drum? A Drum ſo loſt! 
There was excellent Command! to charge him with our 
2 upon our own Wings, and to rend our own Sol- 

iers. 

2 Ld. That was not to be blamed in the Command of 
the Service; it was a Diſaſter of War, that Ceſar himſelf 
—_ not have prevented, if he had been there to Com- 
ma 

Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn cur Succels: 
Some Diſhonour we had in the loſs of that Drum, but it 
is not to be recover'd. 

Par. It might have been recover'd. 

Ber, It might, but it is not now. 

Par. It is to be recover'd, but that the Merit of Service 
is ſeldom attributed to the true exact Performer, I would 
have that Drum or another, or hic jacet. | 

Ber. Why, if you have Stomach to't, Monſieur; i 
you think your Myſtery in Stratagem can bring this li- 
ſtrument of Honour again into his native Quarter, be mig: 


nanimous in the Enterprize and go on, I will grace the — 
tem 
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empt for a worthy Exploit: If you ſpeed well in it, the 
Duke ſhall both ſpeak of it, and extend to you what fur- 
ther becomes his Greatneſs, even to the utmoſt Syllable of 
your Worthineſs. 

Par, By the hand of a Soldier, I will undertake it. 

Ber. But you muſt not now ſlumber in it. 

Par, I'll about it this Evening, and I will preſently pen 
down my Dilemmaes, encourage my ſeif in my certainty, 
put my felf into my mortal Preparation; and by Midnight 
look to hear further from me. 

Ber. May I be hold to acquaint his Grace you ate gone 
about it. | 

Par, I know not what the Succeſs will be, my Lord; 
but the Attempt I vow. 

Ber, I know th'art Valiant, 

And to the poſſibility of thy Soldicrſhip, 
Will ſubſcribe for thee, Farewel. 

Par. I love not many Words, [ Exit, 

1 Ld, No more than a Fiſh loves Water. Ts not this a 
ſtrange Fellow, my Lord, that ſo confidently ſeems to un- 
dertake this Buſineſs, which he knows is not to be done; 
TI himſelf to do't, and dares better be damn'd than to 

or, 

2 Ld. You do not know him, my Lord, as we do; cer- 
tain it is, that he will ſteal himſelf into a Man's Favour, 
and for a Week eſcape a great deal of diſcoveries, but when 
you find him out, you have him ever aſter, | 

Ber. Why do you think he will make no deed at all of 
this, that ſo ſeriouſly he does addreſs himſelf unto? 

2 Ld, None in the World, but return with an Inven- 
tion, and clap upon you two or three probable Lies; but 
we have almoſt imboſt him, you ſhall fee his Fall to Night; 
for indeed he is not for your Lord(ſhip's Reſpect. 

1 Ld, We'll make you ſome Sport with the Fox &er 
we Cafe him, He was firſt ſmoak'd by the old Lord Lafes; 
when his Diſguiſe and he is parted, tell me what a Sprat 
You ſhall find him, which you ihall ſee this very Night. 

2 Ld; muſt go and look my Twigs, 

He ſhall be caught. 
ber, Your Brother he ſhall go along with me. ” 
V2 . 2 Ld, 
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2 Ld. Ast pleaſe your Lordſhip, T'll leave you. 


Ber. Now will I lead you to the Houſe, and ſhew you In 

the Laſs I ſpoke of. To 

1 Cp. But you ſay ſhe's honeſt, Ho 

Ber, That's all the fault: I fpoke with her but once, / 

And found her wondrous cold; but I ſent to her, 1 

By this {ame Coxcomb that we have rib? wind, Bui 
Tokens and Letrers, which ſhe did reſend ; De: 

And this is all I have done: She's a fair Creature, In! 

Will you go ſee her? He: 

1 La. With all my Heart, my Lord. [ Exeunt. To 

: Enter Helena and Widow. * 

Hel. If you miſdoubt me that I am not ſhe, Inſt 

know not how I ſhall aſſure you further, Th: 

Bur [ ſhail loſe the Grounds I work upon. Ma 

Mid. Tho' my Eſtate be fallen, I was well born, Wi 

Nothing acquainted with theſe Bufineſl:s, To 

And would not put my Reputation now To 
| In any ſtaining Act. As 
Hel. Nor would I wiſh you, F; 

| Firſt give me truſt, the Count he is my Husbard, Let 
| And what to your ſworn Counſcl I have ſpoken, Is w 
Is ſo from word to word; and then you cannot And 

By the good aid that I of you ſhould borrow, Wh 

Err in beſto ing it, But 


Mid. 1 ſhould believe you, 
F: r you have ſhew'd me that which well approves 
Y'are great in Fortune. 
Hel. Take this Purſe of Gold, 
And let me buy your friendly help thus far, 
Which I will ovcr-pay, and pay again 
When J have ſound it, Ihe Count he wooes your Daug!.te!, 
Lays down his wanton Siege before her Beauty, 
Re ſolves to carry her; let her in fine conſent, 
As we'll direct her how *tis beſt to bear it. 
Now this importunate Blood will naugtt deny, 
That ſhe'll demand: A Ring the Count docs wear 
That downward hath ſuc:ecded in his Houſe : 


Erum Son, to Sun, ſome four or five Deſcents, 
Since 


Since 
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Since the firſt Father wore it. This Ring he holds 
In moſt rich Choice: Yet in his idle Fire, 

To buy his Will, it would not ſeem too dear, 
Howie er repented after. 

mid. Now I ſee the Bottom of your Purpoſe, 
Hel. Now fee it lawful then. It is no more, 
But that your Daughter, e' er ſhe ſeems as won, 
Deſires this Ring; appoints him an Encounter; 

In fine, delivers me to fill the Time, 
Her ſelf moſt chaſtly abſent: After this 
To marry her, I'll add three thouſand Crowns 
To what is paſt already, 

Ma. I have yielded: 
Inſtruct my Daughter how ſhe ſhall perſever, 
That Time and Place with this Deceit ſo lawful, 
May prov- coherent. Every Night he comes 
With Muſick of all ſorts, and Songs compos'd 
To her Unworthineſs: It nothing ſtands us 
To chide him from our Eeves, for he perfifls, 
As if hs Life lay on't. 

Hel. Why then to Night 
Let us aſſay our Plot, which if it ſpced, N 
Is wicked Meaning in a lawful Decd ; 
And lawful Meaning in a lawful Act, 
Where both not Sir, and yet a finful Fact. 
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But let's about it. | Excunt. 


1 
— 


erw. 8C EN 


in Ambuſh, 


Enter one of the French Lords, with five or fix Soldiers 


Lord, H E can come no cther way but by this Hedge- 

f Corverz when you ſally upon him, ſpeak what 
terrible Language you will, though you underſtand it not 
your ſelves, no matter; for we muſt not ſ:em to underſtand 
him, unleſs ſome one amongſt us, whom we muſt produce 


for an Interpreter, 
dE 


Sol, 


nn 
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Sol, Good Captzin, let me be th' Interpreter, 
Lord. Art not acquainted with him ? Knows he not thy 


Voice? I 
Sol, No, Sir, I warrant you. P 
Lord, But what Linſie-woolſie haft thou to ſpeak to us 1 

again? P 
Sol. Ev'n ſuch as you ſpeak to me. Citt 
Lord. He muſt think us ſome Band of Strangers  th' Ad- L 

. eee Entertainment. Now he hath a Smack of all neigh- P 

Houring Languages; therefore we muſt every one be a Man 2 
of his own Fancy, not to know what we ſpeak one to ano- lieve 

ther; ſo we ſeem to know, is to know ſtraight our Purpoſe: P. 

Chough's language, gabble enough, and good enough. As ſwea 

for you Interpreter, you muſt ſeem very Politick. But couch L 

hoa, here he comes, to beguile two Hours in a Sleep, and P, 

then to return and ſwear the Lies he forges, L 

Enter Parolles. A 
Par. Ten a Clock; witlintheſe three Hours 'twill be time Pa 

enough te go home. What ſhall L f:y I have done? It muſt Do r 

be a very plauſive Invention that carries it. They begin to In 

ſnoak me, and Diſgraces have of late knock d too often at my Pa 

Door; I find my Tongue is too Fool- hardy, but my Heart And 

hath the Fear of Mars before it, and of his Creatures, not If th 

daring the Reports of my Tongue. | Italia 
Lord. This is the firſt that &'er thine own Tongue was II di 
guilty of. h | [ Afide, In 
Par. What the Devil ſhould move me to undertake the thy 

Recovery of this Drum, being not ignorant of the Impoſſi- ſeven 

bility, and knowing I had no ſuch Purpoſe? I muſt giye Pa 

my ſelf ſome hurts, and ſay I gat ti em in Exploit; yet ſlight Int 
ones will not carry it, They will ſay, came you off with ſo Man 


little? And great ones I dare not give; whereſore what's 
the Inſtance? Tongue, I muſt put you into a Butter- woman's 
Muth, and buy my felf another of Bajazer's Mules, if you 
piattle me into theſe Perils. 

Lord, Is it poſſible he ſhould know what he is, and be 
that he is? | | 

Par. I would the cuttiry of my Garments would ſcrve 
the turn, or the breaking of my Spaniſh Sword. 

Lord. We Cannot afford you lo. | 


Par. 
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Par. Or the paring of my Beard, and to ſay it was in 
Stratagem. 

Lord. Twould not do. ; 

Par. Or to drown my Cloaths, and ſay I was ſtript. 

Lord, Hardly ſerve. | 

Par. Though I ſwore I leap'd from the Window of the 
Cittadel. 

Lord. How deep? 

Par. Thirty Fathom. 

Lord, Three great Oaths would ſcace make that be be · 
lieved. 

Par. I would 1 had any Drum of the Enemies, I would 
ſwear I recover'd it. | 

Lord, You ſhall hear one anon. | 

Par, A Drum now of the Enemies. [ Alarwm within. 

Lord. Throco movouſus, cargo, cargo, cargo. 

All. Cargo, cargo, villiando par corbo, cargo, 

Par, O Ranſom, Ranſom; 

Do not hide mine Eyes. [They ſeize him and blindfold him. 

Inter. Bashos thromaldo beskos. 

Par, I know you are the Mn5kos Regiment, 

And I ſhall loſe my Life for want of Language. 
If there be here German or Dane, low Dutch, 
Italian, or French, let him ſpeak to me, 

Lil diſcover that which fhall undo the Florentine. 

Inter. Baskos vanvuado, I underſtand thee, and can ſpeak 
thy Tongue Kerelybonto, Sir, betake thee to thy Faith, for 
ſeventeen Poniards are at thy Boſom. 

Par. Ob. 

Int. Oh pray, pray, pray, 

Maucha ravanc ha dulche. 

Lord. Oſceoribi dulchos volivorco. | 

Int. The General is content to ſpare thee yet, 
And, hood-winke as thou art, will lead thee on 
To gather from thee. Haply thou may'ſt inform 
Something to ſave thy Life, | 

Par. O let me live, 

And all the Secrets of our Camp I'll ſhe v; 
Their Force, their Purpoſes : Nay, I'll ſpeak that, 
Which you will wonder at. 

{nt, But wilt thou faithfully ? 

| Y 4 Par, 
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Par. If I do not, damn me. 
Int. Acordo linta. ö 
Come on, thou art granted ſpace. [ Exit 
[.4 ſhort Alarum within, 
Lord. Go, tell the Count Reſſillion and my Brother, 
We have caught the Woodcock, and will keep him mufled 
Till we do hear from them. 
Sol. Captain I will. 
Lord, He will betray us all unto our ſelves, 
Inform em that. 
Sol. So I will, Sir. | 
Lord. Till then I'il keep him dark and ſafely lockt. 
[ Exeunt, 
Enter Bertram and Diana. 
Ber. They told me that your Name was Fontibell, 
Dia. No, my good Lord, Diana. 
Ber. Titled Goddeſs, | 
And worth it with Addition; but, fair Soul, 
In your fine Frame hath Love no Quality? 
If the quick Fire of Youth light not your Mind, 
You are no Maiden, but a Monument: 
When you. are dead you ſhall be ſuch a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and ſtern ; 
And now you ſhould be as your Mother was, 
When your ſweet ſelf was got. 
Dia. She then was honeſt, 
Ber. So ſhould you be, 
Dia. No. 
My Mother did but Duty, ſuch, my Lord, 
As you owe to your Wife, 
Ber. No more o'that! 
J prethee do not ſtrive againſt my Vows: 
J was compell'd to her, but I love thee 
By Love's own ſweet Conſtraint, and will ſor ever 
Do thee all Rights of Service. 
Dia, Ay, ſo you ſerve us | 
Till we ſerve you: But when you have our Roſes, 
You barely leave our Thorns to prick our ſelves, 
And mock us with our Bareneſs. 
Ber. How have I ſworn! 


In me 
Brings 
Againſ 

Ber. 
My E 
And I 

Dia. 


Ill orc 
Now 


it, 
. 


th 


ids 
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Dia. Tis not the many Oaths that make the Truth, 
But the plain ſingle Vow, that is vow'd true; 
What is not Holy, that we ſwear not by, 
But tak: the High'ſt to witneſs: Then pray you tell me, 
If I ſhould (wear by Fove's great Attribute, 
I lov'd you dearly, would you believe my Oaths, 
When I did love you ill? This has no holding 
To ſwear by him whom I proteſt to love, 
Thar I will work againſt him. Therefore your Oaths 
Are Words and poor Conditions, but unſeal'd, 
At leaſt in my Opinion. 
Ber. Change it, change it: 
Be not ſo holy Cruel. Love is holy, 
And my Integrity ne'er knew the Crafts, 
That you do charge Men with: Stand no more off, 
Bur give thy ſelf unto my fick Deſires, 
Who then recovers, Say thou art mine, and ever 
My Love, as it begins, ſhall ſo perſever. 
Dia. I ſez that Men make Hopes in ſuch Affairs, 
That we'll forſake our ſelves. Give me that Ring. 
Ber, I'll lend it thee, my Dear, but have no Power 
To give it from me. 
Dia. Will you not, my Lord 
Ber, It is an Honour longing to our Houſe, 
B:queathed down from many Anceſtors, 
Which where the greateſt Obloquy i'th' World 
In me to loſe, | 
Dia. Mine Honour's ſuch a Ring, 
My Chaſtity's the Jewel of ouc Houſe, 
Bequeathed down from many Anceſtors, 
Which were the greateſt Obloquy i'th* World 
In me to loſe. Thus your own proper Wiſdom 
Brings in the Champion Honour on my Part, 
Againſt your vain Aſſault. 
Ber. Here, take my Ring, | 
My Houſe, my Honour, yea, my Life be thine, 
And I'll be bid by thee, 
Dia. When Midnight comes, knock at my Chamber 
f Window ; | 
I'll order take, my Mother ſhall not hear, 
Now will I charge you in the Band of Truth, 
When 
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When you have conquer'd my yet Maiden-Bed, 
Remain there but an Hour, nor ſpeak to me: 

My Reaſons are n oſt ſtrong, and you ſhall know them, 
When hack again this Ring (hall be dcliver'd 

And on your Finger, in the Night, I'll put 
Another Ring, that, what in time procecds, 

May token to the future, our paſt Deeds. - 


Adieu till then, then fail not: You have won 


A Wife of me, though there my Hape be done. 
Ber. A Heav'n on Earth I've won by wooing thee. Exit 
Dia. For which, live long to thank both Heav'n and me. 
You may fo in the end, | 
My Mother told me juſt how he would woo, 
As if ſhe ſate in's Heart, She ſays, all Men 
Have the like Q;ths ; He bad ſworn to merry me 
When his Wife's dead: Therefore L'Il lye with him 
When I am buried, Since Frenchmen are ſo braid, 
Marry that will, I'll live and die a Maid; 
Only in this Diſguiſc, I think't no Sin, 
To couſin him that would unjuſtly win, [ Exit, 


Enter the two French Lords, and two or three Soldiers. 


1 Ld. You have not given him his Mother's Letter} 

2 Ld. I have deliver d it an Hour ſince; there is ſome- 
thing in't that ſtings his Nature, for on the reading it, he 
chang'd almoſt into another Man, 

1 Ld. He has much worthy Blame laid upon him, for 
ſhaking off ſo good a Wife, and ſo ſweet a Lady. 

2 74. Eſpecially, he bath incurred the everlaſting Di: 
pleaſure of the King, wha had ever turd his Bounty to 
ſing Happineſs ta him, I will tell you a thing, but you 
ſhall let it dwell darkly with you. 

1 Ld. When you have ſpoken it, 'tis dead, and I am the 
Grave of in, 

2 L. He hath perverted a yaung Gentlewoman here in 
Florence, of a moſt chaſt Renown, and this Night he fleſhes 
his Will in the Spoil of her Honaur; he hath given her bi 
manumentel Ring, and thinks himfelf made in the unchalt 
Compaſition. 
1 Ld. Now Ged delay our Rebellion; as we are c 
ſelves, what things are we 3 3 4 
| 1 


2 L 
Courſe 
till thi 
Action 
Stream, 


I Id, 
point, re 
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2 Ld, Meerly our own Traitors; and as in the common 
Courſe of all Treaſons, we till ſee them reveal themſelves, 
till they attain to their abhorr'd Ends; ſo he that in this 
Action contrives againſt his own Nobility in his proper 
Stream, o'er-flows himfelf, 

1 Ld, Is it not meant damnable in us to be the Trum. 
perers of our unlawful Intents? We ſhall not then have his 
Company to Night? 

1 Ld, Not *till after Midnight; for he is dieted to his 
it, Hour. 

. 1 Ld. That approaches apace : I would gladly have him 
ee his Company anatomiz'd, that he might take a Meaſure 
of his own Judgments, wherein ſo ſeriouſly he had ſet his 
Counterfeit, 
2 Ld, We will not meddle with him till he come; 
For his Preſence muſt be the whip of the other. 
1 Ld, In the mean time, what hear you of thoſe Wars? 
2 Ld, I hear there is an Overture of Peace, 
1 Ld, Nay, I aſſure youa Peace ir concluded, 
ih 2 Ld, What will Count Roſſillion do then? Will he travel 
higher, or return again into France? 
1 Lg. I perceive by this Demand, you are not altogether 
of his Counſel. | 
be- 2 Ld, Let it be forbid, Sir, ſo ſhould I be a great deal of 
he chis AR, | 

1 Ld. Sir, his Wife ſame two Months ſince fled from 
his Houſe, her Pretence is a Pilgrimage to St. Jaques le 
grand; which holy Undertaking, with a moſt auſte:e Sat cti- 
mony, ſhe accompliſh'd ; and there reſiding, the Tender neſs 
of her Nature became as a Prey to her Grief ; in fine, made 
« Groan of her laſt Breath, and now ſhe fings in Heav's, 

2 Ld. How is this juſtified ? 

1 £4, The ſtronger Part of it by her own Letters, which 
makes her Story true, even to the point cf her Death ; her 
Death it ſelf, which could not be her Office to ſay, is come, 
vis faithfully confirm'd by the Rector of the Place. 

2 Lad. Hath the Count all this Intelligence? | 

1 £4, Av, and the particular Confirmaticns, point from 
Point, to the ſull arming of the Verity. | ; 
2 4. I am heattily forry that ke'll be glad of this. 

, 1 La 
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1 Ld. How mightily ſometimes we make us Comforts of 
our Loſles. 

2 Ld, And how mightily ſome other times we drown 
our Gain in Tears, the great Dignity that this Valour hah 
here 1equir'd from him, ſhall at home be encountred with 
a Shame as ample. 

1 Ld. The Web of ou Life is of a mingled Yarn, good 
and ii together: Our Virtues would be proud, if our Eau; 
whipt them not, and our Crimes would deſpair if they were 
not cheriſh'd by our Virtues, 

| Enter a Servant, 

How now? where's your Maſter? 

Ser. He met the Duke in the Street, Sir, of whom 
he hath taken a ſolemn Leave: His Lordſhip will next Mor- 
ing for France, The Duke hath offered him Letters of 
Commend tions to the King, 

2 Ld. They ſhall be no more than neediul there, if they 
were more than they can commend, 

Enter Bertram. | 

1 Ld. They cannot be to ſweet for the King's Tatt- 
neſs: Here's his Lordſhip now. How now, my Lord, i: 
not after Midnight ? | 

Ber. I have to Night diſpatch'd ſixteen Buſineſſes, 2 MW answer 
Moaths length a Piece, by an Abſtract of Succeſs; I have - Par 


congied with the Duke, done my Adieu with his ncareft; In. 
buried a Wife, mourn'd for her; writ to my Lady Mother, ſtrong 
I am 1cturning; entertain'd my Convoy, and between theſe Par 


main Parcels of diſpatch, eſſected many nicer Needs; the WW dle; t 


laſt was the greateſt, but that I have not ended yet. poor | 
2 Ld. If the Buſineſs be of any Difficulty, and thi hope te 
Morning your departure hence, it requires haſte of your Lord. Int. 
ſhip. Par, 
= I mean the Buſineſs is not ended, as fearing to hear 9 
of it hereafter. But ſhall we have this Dialogue between the = 
Fool and the Soldier? Come, bring forth this counterfeit 11. 
Module; has deceiv'd me, like a double meaning P. opic- the gal 
ſi r. «hol 
2 Ld. Bring him forth, h'as fate in the Stocks I Night, Paddie 
poor gallant Knave. 2 L1 
Ber. No matter, his Heels have deſerv'd it, in uſuping Sword 
his Spurs ſo long. How does he carry himſelſ? by wea 
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of 1 Ld. 1 have told your Lordſhip already: The Stocks 
carry him. But to anſwer you as you would be under- 
vn Wi ood, he weeps like a Wench that had ſhed her Milk, he 
ab WF hich confeſt himſelf to Morgan, whom he ſuppoſes to be a 
i Friar, from the time of his very Remembrance to this very 
inſtant Diſaſter of his ſetting i' th* Stocks; and what think 
od you he hath confeſt ? | 
u Ber Nothing of me, has a? 
cle 2 Ld, His Confeſſion is taken, and it ſhall be read to his 
Face; if your Lordſhip be in't, as I believe you are, you 
muſt have the Patience to hear it. 
Euter Parolles with his Interpreter. 
on Ber. A Plague upon him, muffled! he can ſay nothing 
Ni» Wh of me; huſh. 
of 1 Ld. Hoodman comes: Portotartaroſſa. 
Int. He calls for the Tortures; what, will you ſay with - 
ncy Wl out em? 
Par. 1 will confeſs what I know, without conſtraint; 
lf ye pinch me like a Paſty, I can ſay no more. 
art. Int. Botho Chimurcho. 
It 1 L4. Biblibindo Chicurmurco. 
Int, You are a merciful General : Our General bids you 
» 1 BY anſwerto what I ſhall ask you out of a Note. 
Par. And truly, as I hope to live. 

Int, Firſt demand of him, how many Horſe the Duke is 
ber, WW ſirong, What ſay you to that? 
jeſe Par, Five or A Thouſand, but very weak and unſervice- 
able; the Troops are all ſcatter'd, and the Commanders very 
| poor Rogues, upon my Reputation and Credit, and as 1 
this hope to live. 

IG Int. Shall I ſet down your Anſwer ſo? 

Par. Do, I'll take the Sacrament on't, how and which 
Way you will: All's one to me, 

Ber. What a paſt-ſaving Slave is this? 

1 £4. Yare deceiv'd, my Lord, this is Monſieur Parollet, 
the gallant Militariſt, that was his own Phraſe, that had the 
whole Theory of War in the Knot of his Scarf; and the 
Prad ice in the Chap of his Dagger. 

2L1. I will never truſt a Man again for keeping his 
Sword clean, nor believe he can have every thing in him, 
by wearing his Apparel neatly. 2 
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Let. Well, that's ſer down, 

Par. Five or fix thouſand Horſe I faid, I will ſay try 
of thereabouts ſet down, for I'll ſpeak truth. 

1 Lad, He's very near the truth in this. 

Ber. But I con him no thanks for't in the Nature he de. 
livers it. 

Par. Poor Rogues, I pray you fay. 

Int. Well, that's ſet down. 

Par. I humbly thank you, Sir, 4 Truth's a T ruth, the 
Rogues are marvellous poor. 

Int. Demand of him of what Sttength they are a Foot, 
What ſay you to that? 

Par. By my Troth, Sir, if I were to live this preſen 
Hour I will tell true. Let me ſee, Spurio a hundred a 
fiſty, Sebaſtian ſo many, Crrambns ſo many, Faques ſo ms 
ny; Guiltian, Coſmo, Lodowick and Gratii, two hundred 
each; mine own Company, Chitopher, Laumond, Bentii, two 
hundred and fifty each, ſo that the Muſter-file, rotten and 
ſound, upon my Life amounts not to fifreen thouſand Pole, 
half of the which dare not ſhake the Snow from off thei 
Coſſacks, leſt they ſhake themſelves to Pieces. 

Ber. What ſhall be done to him? 

1 Ld. Nothing, but let him have thanks. Demand cf 
_ my Conditions, and what Credit I have with the 

e. | 

Int, Well, that's ſet down, You ſhall demand of hin, 
whether one Captain Dumain be i th' Camp, a Frenchman; 
what his Reputation is with the Duke, what his Valout 
Honeſty, and Expettneſs in War; ot whether he thinks i 
were not poſſible with well weighing Sums of Gold to c 
rupt him to revolt. What fay you to this? What do yu 
know of it ? 

Par. I beſeech you let me anſwer to the particular of tht 
Interrogatories. Demand them ſingly. 8 

Int. Do you know Captain Dumadin? | 

Par. I know him, he was 4 Botchet's Prentice in Par 
from whence he was whipt for getting the Sheriff's Fo 
with Child, dumb Innocent, that could not ſay him na). 

Ber. Nay, by your leave hold your Hands, tho“ I or 
his Braid are forfeit ts the next Tile that falls. 

Int. Well, is this Captain in the Duke of Fler en 


t 
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Par, Upon my Knowledge he is, and lowſie. 

1 Ld. Nay, look not ſo upon me, we ſhall hear of you 
Lord anon. 

Int, What is his Reputation with the Duke ? 

Par. The Duke knows him for no other, but a poor Offi- 
cer of mine, and writ to me the other Day to turn him out 
oth' Band. I think I have his Letter in my Pocket. 

Int. Marry we'll ſearch, 

Par, In good Sadvels I do not know, either it is there, 
the WY or it is upon a File with the Duke's other Letters, in my 

Tent. 1 
* Int. Here tis, here's a Paper, hall I read it to you? 
Par. I do not know if it be it or no. 
Ber. Our Interpreter do's it well, 
— 1 Ld, Excellently. 
= Int. Dian, the Count 4 a Fool, and full of Gold. 


Ired Par. That is not the Duke's Letter, Sir; that is an Adver- 
„ tiſement to a proper Maid in Florence, one Diana, to take 
5 heed of the Allurement of one Count Kaſſillion, a fooliſh 
dei idle Boy, but for all that very ruttiſh. I pray you, Sir, 
der put it up again. : 

Int, Nay, I'll read it firſt, by your favour, 
| f Par. My meaning in't, I proteſt, was very honeſt in the 


behalf of the Maid; for I knew the young Count to be a 

dangerous and laſcivious Boy, who is a Whale to Virginity, 

and devours up all the Fry it finds, ; 
Ber. Damnable ! both ſides Rogue. 


Inter. Reads the Letter. 


When he ſwears Oaths, bid him drop Gold, and take it. 
After he ſcores, be never pays the Score : 

Half won is Match well made, match and well make it: 
He ne'tr pays after-Debrs, take it before. 

And ſay a Soldier (Dian) told thee this: 

Men are to mell with, Boys are not to kiſ;. 


ri, Wi Fer count of this, the Comnt's a Fool, I know it, 
Foo Wha pays before, but not when he does owe it. 
1. Thine, as he vow'd to thee in thine Ear, 
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Ber. He ſhall be whipt through the Army with this Rin: 
in his Forehcad. 

2 Ld. This is your devoted Friend, Sir, the manifo!{ 
Linguiſt, and the Army-potent Soldier. 

Ber. I could endure any thing before, but a Cat, any 
he's a Cat to me. 

Int. I perceive, Sir, by the General's Looks, we ſhall be 
fain to hang you, 
| Par. My Life, Sir, in any caſe; not that I am afraid to 
| die, but that my Offences being many, I would repent out 
| the Remainder of Nature. Let me live, Sir, in a Dungeon, 
| i' th' Stocks, any where, ſo I may live. 
| Int. We'll ſee what may be done, ſo you confeſs freely; 
therefore once more to this Captain Dumain: You have an- 


| ſwer'd to his Reputation with the Duke, and to his Valour, 
| W hat is his Honeſty? 
| Par, He will ſteal, Sir, an Egg out of a Cloiſter: For 
| Rapes and Raviſhments he parallels Neſſus. He profeſſes not 
keeping of Oatks; breaking them he is ſtronger than Hoe. 
" cules. He will lie, Sir, with ſuch volub ility, that you would 
' think Truth were a Fool: Drunkenneſs is his beſt Virtue, 
[| for he will be Swine-drunk, and in his Sleep he does lite 
[i harm, ſave to his Bed-cloaths about him; but they know his 
Conditions, and lay him in Straw. I have but little mor? 
to ſay, Sir, of his Honeſty, he has every thing that an ho. 
neſt Man ſhould not have; what an honeſt Man ſhould 
| have, he has nothing, 
| 1 Ld. I begin to love him for this. 
| Ber. For this Deſc: iption of thine Honeſty? A Pox upon 
him for me, h'as more and more a Cat. 
Int. What ſay you to his Expertneſs in War. 

Par. Faith, Sir, h'zs led the Drum before the EAI 
Tragedians: To belie him I will not, and more of his 80 
| dierſhip I know nor, except in that Country, he had tie 
| Honour to be the Officer at a Place there ca'l'd Mile end. © 
| 3: ſtruct for the doubling of Files. I would do the Man wha! 
| H:nour I can, but of this I am rot certain. : 

1 Ld, He hath out-villan'd Villany ſo far, that the Rat!) 
redeems him. 
IF Ber. A Pox on him, he's a Cat ſtill, 


| In, His Qualities bcing at this poor Price, I need 8” (0 
ar. 


ark vor, if Gold will ccr;upt bim to revolt. 


on 
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Par. Sir, for a Cradecue he will ſell the Fee-ſimple of his 
Salvation, the Inheritance of it, and cut th' Intail from all 
Remainders, and perpetual Succeſſion for it perpetually, 

Int, What's his Brother, the other Captain Dumain ? 

2 Ld, Why do's he ask him of me? 

Int. What's he? 

Par, E'en a Crow o th ſame Neſt; not altogether fo great 
25 the firſt in Goodneſs, but greater a great deal in Evil. 


He excells his Brother for a Coward, yet his Brother is re- 


puted one of the beſt that is. In a Retreat he out · runs any 
Lackey; marry in coming on ke has the Cramp. 

Int, If your Life be ſaved, will you undertake to betray 
the Florentine? | 

Par. Ay, and the Captain of his Horſe, Count Roffilliow. 

Int. I'll whiſper with the General, and know his Plea- 
ſure, 

Par. I'll no more drummirg, a Plague of all Drume, on- 


ly to ſeem to deſerve well, and to beguile the Suppofition 


of that Iaſcfbious young Boy the Court, have I run into 
Danger; yet who would have ſuſpected an Ambuſh where 
I was taken? 

Int. There is no Remedy, Sir, but you muſt die; the 
General ſays, you that have fo ure diſcovered the 
Secrets of your Army, and made ſuch peſtiferous Reports 
of Men very nobly held, can ſerve the World for no ho- 
neſt Uſe; therefore you muſt die. Come, Heads-man, off 
with his Head. | 

Par. O Lord, Sir, let me live, or let me ſee my Death. 

Int. That ſhall you, and take your leave of all your 
Friends : [ Unbinding him. 
do look about you; know you any here? 

Count, Good Morrow, noble Captain, 

2 Ld, God bleſs you, Captain Parolles, 

I £4, God fave you, noble Captain, 0 

2 Ld. Captain, what greeting will you to my Lord La- 
fen? 1 am for France, 

I Ld. Good Captain, will you give me a Copy of that 
lame Sonnet you writ to Diana in Behalf of the Count Ro/* 
Allos and I were not a very Coward, I'd compel it of you; 
but fare you well, [ Exennt, 

Vo I. II. 2 Int. 
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Int. You are undone, Captain, all but your Scarf, thi 
has a Kaot on't yet. 
Par, Who cannot be cruſh'd with a Plot ? 
Int. If you could find out a Country where but Won 
were that had receiv'd ſo much Shame, you might begin 


an impudent Nation, Fare you well, Sir, I am for Fraxce tor, — 
we ſhall ſpeak of you there. [ Exit 
Par. Vet am I thankful : If my Heart were great, But 
'Twould burſt at this. Captain, I'll be no more, on 
But I will eat and drink, and ſleep as ſoft _ 
As Captain fhall. Simply the thing I am af 
Shall make me live: Wno knows himſelf a Braggatt, Un 
Let him fear this; for it will come to paſs, 2 

That every Braggart ſhall be found an Afs. B 
Ruſt Sword, cool Bluſhes, and Parolles live Wh, 
Safeſt in Shame; being fool'd, by Fool'ry thrive; A 4 

There's Place and Means for every Man alive. _ 
Ill after them. | [ Exit Alt, 
Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana. Wha 

Hel. That you may well perceivel have not wrong'd you, 

One of the greatcſt in the Chriſtian World La 
Shall be my Surety ; *fore whoſe Throne tis needſul, fta F 
E'er I can perfect mine Intents, to kneel, | all eh 
Time was I did him a deſired Office, Your 
Dear almoſt as his Life, which gratitude Son he 
Through flinty Tartars Boſom would peep forth, "_ 
1 


And anſwer Thanks. I duly am inform'd, 
His Grace is at Marſellies, to which Place 


We have convenient Convoy; you meſt know Praiſe 
I am ſuppoſed dead, the Army breaking, coſt m 
My Husband hies him home, where Heav'n aiding, owed | 
And by the Leave of my good Lord the King, A. 
We'll be before our Welcome. pick at 
Md. Gentle Madam, | X Clo, 
You never had a Servant to whoſe truſt aller, 
Your Buſineſs was more welcome. * 2 
Hel. Nor you, Miſtreſs, | my 
Ever a Friend, whoſe Thoughts more truly Labour Skin : | 


To recompence your Love: Doubt not but Heay'n 
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Hath brought me up to be your Daughter's Dowre, 
As it hath fated her to be my Motive 

And helper to a Husband. But, O ſtrange Men! 
That can ſuch ſweet Uſe make of what they bate, 
When ſawcy truſting of the cozen'd Thoughts 
Dekiles the pitchy Night, ſo Luſt doth play 

With what it loaths, for that which is away. 

But more of this hereafter. You Diana, 

Under my poor Inſtructions yet muſt ſuffer 
Something in my behalf. 

Dia. Let Death and Honeſty 
Go with your Impoſitions, I am yours 
Upon your Will to ſuffer. 

Hel. Yet I pray you: | 
But with the Word the Time will bring on Summer, 
When Briars ſhall have Leaves as well as Thorns, 
And be as ſweet as ſharp: We mult away, 

Our Waggon is prepar'd, and Time revives us; 

All's well that ** well, ſtill, that finds the Crown; 
What &er the Curſe, the End is the Renown, | Exennr, 
Enter Counteſs, Lafeu, and Clown. 

Laf. No, no, no, your Son was miſs-led with a ſnipt taf- | 
fata Fellow there, whoſe villanous Saffron would have made | 
all the unbak'd and dow Youth of a Nation in his Colour, k 
Your Daughter-in-law had been alive at this Hour, and your | j | 
Son here at home, more advanc'd by the King than by that | 
red-taild Humble-Bee I ſpeak of. 

Count. I would I had not known him, it was the Death 
ef the moſt virtuous Gentleweman that ever Nature had 
Praiſe for Creating; if ſhe had partaken of my Fleſh, and 
colt me the deareſt Groans of a Mother, I could not have 
owed her a more rooted Love. 

 Laf. 'Twas a good Lady, twas a good Lady, We may 
pick a thouſand Sallers &er we light on ſich another Herb, 

Clo, Indecd, Sir, ſhe was the ſweet Marjoram of the 
Saller, or rather the Herb of Grace. 

Laf. They are not Sallet-Herbs, you Knave, they, are 
Noſe-herbs. 


Clo, lam n Nebuchadnezzar, Sir, I 
Skill in N great Nebuchadnezzar, Sir, I haye not much 


Exit, 
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; = Whether doſt thou profeſs thy ſelf, a Knave or, 

ool ? | 

3 A Fool, Sir, at a Woman's Service, and a Knave at: 
an's. 


Laf. Your Diſtinction? Ls 
Clo, I would cozen the Man of his Wife, and do his Se. tell y 
vice. my L 
Laf. So you were a Knave at his Service indeed. th: K 
Clo, And I would give his Wife my Bauble, Sir, to do he WM vhich 
Service. a ſelf. 
La. I will ſubſcribe for thee, thou art both Knave and MR bath 
Fool. he hat 
Clo, At your Service. ter. 
Laf. No, no, no. Cou 
Clo, Why, Si, if I cannot ſerve you, I can ſerve as rea it hap 
a Prince as you are, Lif. 
Laf. Who's that, a Frenchman ? © 2 Bod 
Cle. Faith, Sir, a has an Engliſh Name, but this Phiſnomyis Morro 
more h:trcr in France than here. hath ſe 
Laf. What Prince is that ? Coun 
Clio. The black Princc, Sir, alias the Prince of Dabu, I have 
alias the Devil. beſcech 
Lif. Hold thee, there's my Purſe, I give thee not thi togethe 
to luggeſt thee fiom thy Maſter thou tall'ſt of, ſervehin ff E. 
8 ſafely by 
Clo. I am a woodland Fellow, Sir, that always lov'd: Count 
great Fire, and the Maſter I ſpeak of ever keeps a good Firs Laf. 
bur ſure he is the Prince of the World, let his Nobility thank 
remain in's Court, I am for the Houſe with the narrov 
Gate, which I take too be to» little for Pomp to enter: & Clo. ( 
that humble themſelves may, but the many will be too chi! of Velv 
and tender, and they'll be for the flowry Way that leads the Vel 
the broad Gate, and the great Fire. eft Che 
Laf. Go thy ways, I begin to be aweary of thee, ad Cheek i 
tell thee {> before, becauſe I would not fall out with tt Count, 
Go thy ways, let my Horſes be well lock'd to, wit boa Or a nal 
any Tricks. oo belike 
Cle. It I put any Tricks upon m, they (13/1 be . — 


Tricks, which are their own Riz h: by the Law of \ 
t. e. | Ex 
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Count, So he is. My Lord, that's gone, made himſelf much 
Sport out of him; by his Authority he remains here, which 
he: thinks is a Patent for his Saucineſs, and indeed he has no 


4 


at 2 | - 
Pace, but he runs where he will. 

Lf. I like him well, *tis not amiſs ; and I was about to 

zu. cl yon, fince I heard of the good Lady's Death, and that 


my Lord your Son was upon his Return home, I mov'd 


th: King my Maſter to ſpeak in the Behalf of my Daughter; 


her BY which in the Minority of them both, his Majeſty, out of 
2 ſelf gracious Remembrance, did firſt propoſe ; his Highneſs 
ud bath promis'd me to do it, and to ſtop up the Diſpleaſure 
he hath conceiv'd againſt your Son, there is no fitter Mat- 
ter, How do's your Ladyſhip like it. 
Count. With very much Content, my Lord, and I wiſh 
it happily effected. 
IL. His Highneſs comes Poſt from Marſellies, of as able 
2 Body as when he numbred thirty, and will be here to 
Morrow ; or I am deceiv'd by him, that in ſuch Intelligence 


rea! 


"WY bach ſeldom feird. 
Count. It rejoices me that I hope I ſhall ſee him e er I die, 
geh he Letters that my Son will be here ro Night: I ſhall 


beſcech your Lordſhip to remain with me 'till they mect 
his WM together, 
ha LH. Madam, I was thinking with what Manners I mighe 
ſafely be admitted. 

oY Count, You necd but plead your honourable Privilege. 
Eire, Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold Charter; but I 
lit thank my God it holds yet. 
roy Enter Clown. 
* Co, O Madam, yonders my Lord your Son with a Patch 
chilli of Velvet on's Face; whether there be a Scar under't or not 
uf che Velvet knows, bur 'ris a goodly Patch of Velvet; his 
left Cheek is a Check of two Pile and a half, but his righe 
Cheek is worn bare. 

Count, A Scar nobly got, 
Or 2 noble Scar, is a good Livery of Honour. 
So belike is that. 

Clo. But it is your carbinado'd Face. 

Laf, Let us go ſee 
Your SN, I pray you: I long to talk 
With the young noble Soldier. 

23 Ne. 
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Clo, Faith there's a dozen of em, with delicate fine Hy 


and moſt courteous Featners, which bow the Head, ard 
nod at every Man, [Exeun. 
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ACT v. SCENT L 


Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana, with two Attendants, 


Hel. B UT this exceeding poſting Day and Night, 
Muſt wear your Spirits low, we cannot help ir, 
But fince you have made the Days and Nights as one, 
To wear your gentle Limbs in my Affairs, 
Be bold you do ſo grow in my requital, 
As nothing can unreot you. In happy time. 
Enter a Gentleman, 
This Man may help me to his Majeſty's Ear, 
If he would ſpend his Power, God ſave you, Sir. 
Gent. And you. 
Hel. Sir, I have ſcen you in the Court of France. 
Gent, | have been ſometimes there. 
- Hel, I do preſume, Sir, that you are not fallen 
From the Report that goes upon your Goodneſs ; 
And therefore goaded with moſt ſharp Occaſions, 
Which lay nice Manners by, I put you to 
The uſe of your own Virtues, for the which 
T. ſhall continue thankful, | 
Gent. What's your Will ? 
Hel, That it will pleaſe you 
To give this poor Petition to the King, b 
And aid me with that ſtore of Power you have, 
To come into his Piefence, 
Gent. The King's not here. 
Hel. Not here, Sir? > 
Gent. Not indeed. 


He hence remov'd laſt Night, and with more haſte | 


Than is his uſe. 
WWid. Lord, how we loſe our Pains. 
Hel. All's well that Ends well yet, 


Tho Time ſeem fo adverſe, and means unfit: 10 
| | | N 


provi 


Pa 
ter; I 
I ha: 
now, 
ſtrong 


Clo 
ſmell 
Fiſh « 
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Ido beſeech you, whither is he gone? 

Gent. Marry, as I take it, to Roſſilion, 

Whither I am going. 

Hel. I do beſcech you, Sir, 

Since you are like to fee the King before me, 
Commend the Paper to his gracious Hand, 
Which, I preſume, ſhall render you no blame, 
But rather make you thank your Pains for it. 
| will come after you with what good ſpeed 
Our means will make us means. 

Gent, This III do for you. 

Hel, And you ſhall find your ſelf to he well thank d, 
what e'er falls more. We muſt to Horſe again. Go, go, 
provide. ; [ Exeant. 

Enten Clown and Parolless 

Par. Good Mr. Levatch, give my Lord Lafes this Let- 
ter; | have e'er now, Sir, been better known to you, when 
[ have held familiarity with freſher Cloaths ; but I am 
now, Sir, muddied in Fortune's Mood, and ſmell ſomewhat 
ſtrong of her ſtrong Diſpleaſure. 

Clo. Truly Fortune's Diſpleaſure is but fluttiſh, if it 
{mell fo ſtrongly zs thou ſpeak'ſt of: I will henceforth eat no 
Fiſh of Fortune's butt'ring. Prethee, allow the Wind, 

Par. Nay, you need not to ſtop your Noſe, Sir; I ſpeak 
but a Mctaphor, 

Co, Indeed, Sir, if your Metaphor ſtink, I will top my 
yas or againſt any Man's Metaphor. Prethee get thee 
arther. 

Par. Pray you, Sir, deliver me this Paper. 

Clo. Foh ! prethee ſtand away ; a Paper from Fortune's 
Fra 2s to giveto a Nobleman, Look here he comes 

imſelf. — 


| 807 


Enter Lafcu. 
Clo, Here is a pur of Fortune's, Sir, or of Forrune's Cat, 
but not a Muſcat ; that hath falbn into the unclean Fiſh«= 


Pond of her Diſpleaſure, and, 2s he ſays, muddied withal, 


Pray you, Sir, uſe the Carp as you may, for he looks like 
2 Paor, decayed, ingenious, fooliſh, raſcally Knave. I do 
pity his Diſtreſs in my Smiles of Comfort, and leave him 
to your Lordſhip. 


2 4 Par. 
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| 
I 
| 
| 


fo Al; all ther Bids well. 


Par. My Lord, I am a Man whom Fortune hath cruelly 
ſcratchd. 

Laf. And what would you have me to do? 'Tis too 
Jate to pare her Nails now. Wherein have you play'd the 
Koave with Fortune, that ſhe ſhould ſcratch you, who of 
her ſelf is a good Lady, and would not have Knaves thrive 
long under her? There's a Cardecue for you: Let the [u- 
ſtices makg you and Fortune Friends; I am for other Bu- 
ſineſs. | 

Par. I beſeech your Honour, to hear me one fingle 
word, | 

Laf. You beg a ſingle Peny more: Come, you hall 
ha't, (ave your word. | 

Par. My Name, my good Lord, is Parolles. 

Laf. You beg more than one word then. Cox my Paſ- 
ſion, g.ve me your Hand: How does your Drum? 

Par. O my good Lord, you were the firſt that ſound 
me. 

Laf. Was I, inſooth ? Ard I was the firſt that loſt thee, 
Par. I lyes in you, my Lord, to bring me in ſome Grace, 
for you did bring me out. 

Laf. Out upon the Krave, doſt thon put upon me at 
once, both the Office of God and Devil; one brings thee 
in Grace, and the other brings thee out, The King's com- 
ing, I know by his Trumpets. Sirrah, enquire further after 
me, I had talk of you laſt Night; tho' you are a Fool and 
a Knave, you ſhall cat, go to, follow. 

Par. | praiſe God for you. | Exeunt, 


Flonriſh. Futer King, Counteſs, Lafeu, rhe two French 
Lords with Attendants. 


King. We loſt a Jewel of her and our Eſteem 
Was made much poorer by it ; but your Son, 
As mad in Folly, lack'd the Senſe to know 
Her Eſtimation home. | 

Count. *Tis paſt, my Liege; 
And I beſeech your Mzjeſty to make it 
Natural Rebellior, done i'th' blade of Youth, 
When Oil and Fire, too ſtiong for Reaſon's force, 
Oerbears it, and burns on, 


All's well that Ends well. 


King. My honour'd Lady, 
I have forgiven and forgotten all, | 
Tho' my Revenges were high bent upon him, 
And watch'd the time to ſhoot. 

Laf. This I muſt ſay, 
But firſt I beg my pardon; the young Lord 
Did to his Majeſty, his Mother, and his Lady, 
Offence of mighty Note; but to himſelf 
The greateſt my of all, He loſt a Wife, 
Whoſe Beauty did aſtoniſh the ſurvey 
Of richeſt Eyes ; whoſe Words all Ears took captive; 
Whoſe deep Perfe&tion, Hearts that ſcorn'd to ſerve, 
Humbly call'd Miſtreſs, 

King. Praifing what is loft, 
Makes the Remembrance dear. Well——<call him hirher, 
We are reconcil'd, and the farſt View ſhall kill 
All Repetition: Let him pot ask our Pardon, 
The nature of his great Offence is dead, 
And deeper than Oblivion, we do bury 
Th' incenſing Relicks of it. Let him approach 
A Stranger, no Offender ; and inform him 
So 'tis our Will he ſhould 

Gent, I ſhal', my Liege. 

King. What ſays he to your Daughter? 
Have you ſpoke ? 

Laf. All that he is, hath refcrence to your Highneſs. 

King, Then ſhall we have a Match. I have Letters ſent 
me, that ſet him high in Fame. 

Enter Bertram. 

Laf. He lock's well on't. 

King. I am not a Day of Seaſon, 
For thou maiſt ſee a Sunſhine, and a Hail 
In me at once; but to the brighteſt Beams 
Diſtracted Clouds give way, ſo ſtand thou forth, 
The Time is fair again. 

Ber. My high repented Blames, 
Dear Sovereign, pardon me. 

King, All is whole, 
Not one word more of the conſumed Time, 
Let's take the Inſtant by the forward Top; 
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For we are old, and on our quick'ſt Decrees 
Ti" inaudible and noiſeleſs Foot of Time 
Seals, cer we can effe&t them. You remember 
The Daughter of this Lord? 

Ber, Admiringly, my Liege. At firſt 
I fuck my Choice upon her, &er my Heart 
Durſt make too bold a Herald of my Tongue: 
Whece the Impreſſion of mine Eye enfixing, 
Contempt his ſcoroful PerſpeRive did lend me, 
Which warp'd the Line of every other Favour, 
Norn'd a fair Colour, or expreſy'd it ſtoll'n, 
Excended or contracted all Proportions 


Joa moſt bid:ous Object. Thence it came, 


That (he, whom all Men praisd, and whom my ſelf, 


Vice I have loſt, have lov'd ; was in mine Eye 


Ide Duſt that did offend it. 

Ving. Well excusd: 

That chou didſt love her, ſtrikes ſume Sores away 
From the great Compt; but Love that comes too late, 
Like a remorſeful Pardon flowly carried, 

Fo. the great ſender, turns a ſowre Offence, 

Cxying, that's good that's gone + Our raſh Faults 

Make trivial Price of ferious Things we have 

Not knowing them, until we know their Grave. 

Oſt our D:(pJezſures to our ſelves unjuſt, 


Peſtroy our Friends, and after weep their Duſt : 


Qur own Love waking, cries to ſee what's done, 
While ſhameful Hate ſteeps out the Afternoon. 

e this ſweet Hellen's. Knel', and now forget her. 
5 forth, your amorous Token for fair Maualiu, 
F he main Conſents are had, and here we'll ſtay 

ſee our Widower's ſecond Marriage Day: 

Which better than the farft, O dear Heav'n blels, 
Oy, e'er they meet, in me, O Nature, ceaſe. 
La Come on my Son, in whom my Houſe's Name 
Muſt be dizcſt d: Give a Favour from you 
Fo, ſpa kle in the Spirits of my Daughter, | 
het ſhe may quickly come. By my old Beard, 
And every Hair that's on't, Hellen, tha''s dead, 
Was, a {weet Creature: Such a Ring as this, 


The 
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The laſt that e' er ſhe took her leave at Court, | 
Iſi upon her Finger. | 
Ber, Hers 1t was not. A 
King. Now pray you let me ſee it. For mine Eye, 
While I was ſpeaking, oft was faſten'd to't: | 
This Ring was mine, and when I gave it Hellen, 4 
I bad her, if her Fortunes ever ſtood | | 
Neceſſited to help, that by this Token 1 
I would relieve her. Had you that craft to reave her 1 
Of wha ſhould ſtead her moſt? 
Ber. My gracious Sovereign, 
How Cer it pleaſes you to take it ſo, | 
The Kings was never hers, 
Count, Son, on my Life, 
I have ſcen her wear it, and ſhe reckon'd it 
At her Life's rate. 
Laf. I am ſure I ſaw her wear it. 
Ber. You are deceiv'd, my Lord, ſhe never ſaw it; 
In Florence was it from a Caſement thrown me, 
Wrap'd in a Paper, which contain'd the Name 
Of her that threw it : Noble ſhe was, and thought 
I ſtood engag'd, but when I had ſubſcribꝰd 
To mine own Fortune, and inform'd her fully, 
I could not anſwer in that courſe of Honour 
As ſhe had made the Overture, ſhe ceaſt 
I1 heavy Satisfaction, and would never 
Receive the Ring again. 
King, Platus himſelf, 
That knows the Tin& and multiplying Medicine, 
Hath not in Nature's Myſtery more Science, 
Than J have in this Ring. Twas mine, twas Hellew's, 
Whoever gave it you : Then if you know | 
That you are well acquainted with your ſelf, 
Confeſs 'twas bers, and by what rough Enforcement 
You got it from her. She call'd the Saints to ſurety, 
That ſhe would never put it from her Finger, | 
Unleſs ſhe gave it to your ſelf in Bed, 
(Where you have neve: come) or ſent it us 
Upon her great Diſaſter. Et 
Ber, She never ſaw it, 
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Xing. Thou ſpeak'ſt it falſly, as | love mine Honour; 


And mał'ſt conjectural Fears to come into me, c 
Which I would fain ſhut out; if it ſhould prove n 
That thou art ſo inhuman *twill not prove ſo — T 
And yet I know. not——thou didſt hate her deadly. G 
And ſhe is dead, which nothing but to cloſe | 
Her Eyes my ſelf, could win me to believe, I 
More than to ſee this Ring. Take him away, u 
| . Guards ſeize Bertrim. 
My fore-paſt proofs, howe er the matter fall, 
Shall tax my Fears of little Vanity, A 
Having vainly fear'd too little. Away with him, Y, 
We'll ſiſt this Matter further. 
Ber. If you ſhall prove 
This Ring was ever hers, you ſhall as eaſie, D 
Prove that I husbanded her Bed in Florence, M 
Wheie yet ſhe never was. | Exit Bertram guarded. Ar 
Enter a Gentleman. 
King. I am wrap'd in diſmal Thinking, Bo 
Geut. Gracious Sovereign, Ko 
Whether I have been to blame or no, I know not, 


Here's a Petition from a Florentine, | 
Who hath for four or five Removes come ſhort, Bu 
To tender it her ſelf. I undertook it, 
Varquiſh'd thereto by the fair Grace and Speech | 


Of the poor Suppliant, who by this I know b 

Is here attending : her B.fiaeſs looks in her | Yo 

With an importing Viſage, and ſhe told me | Yo 

In a ſweet verbal Brief, it did concern Yo 

Your Hi zhneſs with her ſelf. Fo: 

The Kirg reads a Letter, 4. 

Upon his many Proteſtations to marry me, when his Vi IL 1 

| was dead, I bluſh to ſay it, he won me. Now 1s the Count you 

| Roſhlicn Widow:r, his Vows are forfeited to me, and my Ho- | 

| nours paid to kim, He ſtole from Florence, taking no leaves WI 

| and I follow him to vhis Country for Fuſtice : Grant it me, C Lay 

l King, in you it beſt lyes, otherwiſe a Seducer flouriſhes, and 4 Th 

| | poor Maid is undone. | ; h 

| | Dicna Capilet. Til 

| Th 
| Lit, 


— 


— ——__O_ 
— — — N 
— — 


Go ſpeedily, and bring again the Count. 


All's well that Ends well. 


Laf. I will buy me a Son-in-Law in a Fair, and Toll him | 
for this, I'll none of him. | 

King. The Heav'ns have thought well on thee, Lafeu, 
To bring forth this diſcov'ry. Seek the Sutors: 
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| Enter Bertram, 
I am afraid the Life of Hellen (Lady) 
Was foully ſnatch'd. 

Count, Now Juſtice on the Doers. 

King. I wonder, Sir, Wives are ſo monſtrous to yon, 
And that you fly them ſoon as you ſwear them Lordſhip; 
Yet you deſire to marry. What Woman's that! 

Enter Widow, and Diana. 

Dia. I am, my Lord, a wretched Florentine, 
Derived from the ancient Capilet; 

My Suit, as I do underſtand, you know, 
And there fore know how far I may be pitied. 

id. I am her Mother, Sir, whoſe Age and Honour 
Both ſuffer under this Complaint we bring, 

And both ſhall ceaſe without your remedy. 

King, Come hither, Cou:.t, do you know theſe Women? 

Ber, My Lord, I neither can nor will deny 
But that I know them; do they charge me further? 

Dia. Why do you look ſo ſtrange upon your Wile? 

Ber. She's none of mine, my Lr d. 

Dia, If you ſhall marry 
You give away this hand, and that is mine; 

You give away Heav'ns Vows, a d thoſe are mine; 
You give away my ſelf, which is known mire; 
For I by Vow am ſo embodied yours, 

That ſhe which marries you, muſt marry me, 
Either both or none. 

Laf. Your Reputation comes too ſhort for my Daughter, 
you are no Husband for her. [ To Bertram. 

ber. My Lord, this is a fond and deſperate Creature, 
Whom ſometime I have laugh'd with: Let your Highneſs 
Lay a more noble Thought upon mine Honour, 

Than for to think that I would fink it here. 
King. Sir, for my Thoughts, you have them ill to friend, 
Till your Deeds gain them fairer : Prove your Honour, 
Then in my Thought it lyes, | 

Dia. 
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Dian, Good my Lord, | 
Ask him upon his Oath, if he does think 
He had not my Virginity. 

King. What ſay'ſt thou to her? 

Ber. She's impudent, my Lord, 

And was a common Gameſter to the Camp. 

Dia. He does me wrong, my Lord; if I were ſo 
He might have bought me at a common Price. 
Do not believe him. O behold this Ring, 

- Whole high Reſpect and rich Validity 


Did lack a Parallel: Yet for all that 
He gave it to a Commoner o'th' Camp, 


& - If I be one, 
Count. He bluſhes, and tis hit: 
| Of ſix preceeding Anceſtors, that Jem 
| Confer'd by T<&:ment to th' ſequent Iſſue 
| Hath it bcen ow'd and worn, This is his Wife, Is 
That Ring's a thouſand Proofs, = | 
| - King, M:thought you ſaid | | 
You ſaw one here in Court could witneſs it. Ne 
Dia, I did, my Lord, but loath am to produce WI 
So bad an Inſtrument; his Name's Parelles. By 
| Laf. I ſaw the Man to day, if Man he be. | 
| King. Find him, and bring him hither. ho! 
| Ber, What of him? Ge 
He's quoted for a moſt perfidious Slave, | 
With all the Spots o' th' World, tax'd and deboith'd, W 


| Which Nature ſickens with: but to ſpeak truth, | 
| Am I, or that or this, for what he'll utter, | 
| That will ſpeak any thing ? | 
| King, She hath that Ring of yours. ma 


Ber. I think ſhe has; certain it is I lik'd her, | 
And boarded her i' th* wanton way of Youth: 
She knew her diſtance, and did angle of me, | 
Madding my eagerneſs with her reſtraint, vor 


As all Impediments in Fancy's courſe | 
Are Motives of more Fancy, and in fine, | 
Her Inſuit coming with her modern Grace, | rate 
Subdu'd me to her rate? ſhe got the Ring, | 
And [ had that which any Inferior might 


At Market Price have bought. | 
a Dia. 


a. 
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Dia. 1 muſt be patient : ; | 

You that have tucn'd off a firſt ſo noble Wife, 

May juſtly Diet me. I pray you yer, 

Since you lack Virtue, I will loſe a Husband, 

Send for your Ring, I will return it home, 

And give me mine again. | 
Jer. 1 have it not. | 
King, What Ring was yours, I pray you? | 
Gia. Sir, much like the ſame upon your Finger? fi 
King. Know you this Ring, this Ring was his of late · 1 
Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a-bed. 
King. The Story then goes falſe, you threw it him 

Out of a Caſement. 


Enter Parolles. 

Ber. Ny Lord, I do confeſs the Ring was hers, 

King. You boggle ſhrewdly, every Feather arts yOA 2 
Is this the Man you ſpeak of? 

Dia. It is, my Lord. | 

King. Tell me, Sirrah, but tell me true, I charge yen, 
Not ſearing the Diſpleaſure of your Maſter; 

Which on your juſt Proceeding I'll keep off, 
By him and by this Woman here, what know you? 

Par, So pleaſe your Majeſty, my Maſter hath been zu 
honourable Gentleman. Tricks he hath had in bim, which 
Gentlemen have. : 

King. Come, come, to the purpoſe ; Did he love this 
Woman? | 

Par. *Faith, Sir, he did love her, but how ! 

King, How, I pray you ? 

Par. He did love her, Sir, as a Gentleman loves a Wes 
man. 

King, How is that? | 

Par. He lov'd her, Sir, and lov'd her not, i 

King. As thou art a Knave, and no Knave; what an quis 
vocal Companion is this? | 

Par, I am a poor Man, and at your Majeſty's command. 

Laf. He's a good Drum, my Lord, but à naughty V- 
rator, 

Dia. Do you know he promis'd me Marriage ? 

Par, *Faith, I know more than I'll ſpeak. 

King, But wilt thou not ſpeak all thou kubw'ſt 


Bar. 
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Par. Yes, ſo pleaſe your Majeſty. I did go 

them, as I ſaid; but more than his he brd her en 
indeed, he was mad for her, and talk'd of Sathan on 
of Limbo, and of Furies, and I know not what; yet 
I was in that Credit with them at that time, that I knzy 
of their going to Bed, and of other Motions, as promiſin 
her Marriage, and things that would derive me ill will 0 
ſpeak of; therefore J will not ſpeak what I know, 

King, Thou haſt ſpoken all already, unleſs thou canſt hy 
they are married; but thou art too fine in thy Evidence; 
therefore ſtand aſide. This Ring, you ſay, was yours? 

Dia, Ay, my good Lord. 

King. Where did you buy it? or who gave it you? 

Dia. It was not given me, nor did I buy it. 

King. Who lent it you? 
Dia. It was not lent me neither. 
King. Where did you find it then? 
Dia. I found it not. 
King, If it were yours by none of all theſe ways, 
How could you give It him, | 
Dia. I never gave it him. 
Laf. This Woman's an eaſie Glove, my Lord, ſhe gces 
off and on at pleaſure. 
King. This Ring was mine, I gave it his firſt Wife, 
Dia, I might be vours, or hers, for ought I know, 
King. Take her away, I do not like her now, 
To Priſon with her: And away with him. 
Unleſs thou tell'ſt me where thou hadſt this Ring, 
Thou dieſt within this Hour, 
Dia. I'll never tell you, 
King. Take her away. 
Dia. I'Il put in Bail, my Liege. 
King. I think thee now ſome common Cuſtomer. 
Dia. By Fove, if ever I krew Man, twas you. 
King, Wherefore haſt thou accus'd him all this while? 
Dia, Becauſe he's guilty, and he is not guilty; 
He knows I am no Maid, and he'll ſwear to't; 
I'll ſwear I am a Maid, and he knows not. 
Great King, I am no Strumper, by my Life; 
I am either Maid, or elſe this old Man's Wife. | Pointing to fu 
111 
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en King. She does abuſe our Ears, to Priſon with her. 
r, Dia. Good Mother, fetch my Bail. Stay, Royal Sir, 
ad The Jeweller that owes the Ring is ſent for, 
et And he ſhall ſurety me. But for this Lord, [To Bert. 
* Who hath abus'd me, as he knows himſelf, | 
"g Tho' yet he never harm'd me, here I quit him. 
to He knows himſelf my Bed he hath defil'd, 
And at that time he got his Wife with Child; 
ay Dead tho' ſhe be, ſhe feels her young one kick: 
e; So there's my Riddle, one that's dead is quick. 
And now behold the meaning. N 
Enter Helena and Widow. 


King. Is there no Exorciſt 
Beguiles the truer Office of mine Eyes? 
Ist real that I ſee ? 
Hel. No, my good Lord, 
'Tis but the ſhadow of a Wife you ſee, 
The Name, and not the Thing. 
Ber. Both, both, O pardon. | 
Hel. Oh, my good Lord, when I was like this Maid, 
I found you wondrous kind, there is your Ring, 
And look you, here's your Letter: This it ſays, 
When from my Finger you can get this Ring, 
Aud are by me with Child, & c. This is done. 
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won? 
Ber, Lf ſhe, my Liege, can make me know this clearly, + 
I'll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 
Hel, Tf it appear not plain, and prove untrue, 
Deadly Divorce ſtep between me and you. 
O, my dear Mother, do I ſee you living? | To the Counteſi. 
Laf. Mine Eyes ſmell Onions, I ſhall weep anon: 
Good Tom Drum, lend me a Handkerchief, | To Parolles, 
do, I thank thee, wait on me home, I'II make Sport with 
thee: Let thy Courteſies alone, they are ſcurvy ones. 
King, Let us from point to point this Story know, 
o make the even Truth in pleaſure flow: ; 
If thou beeſt yet a freſh uncropped Fiower, [To Diana. 
Chuſe thou thy Husband, and I'll pay thy Dower, 
For I can gueſs, that by thy honeſt aid, 
Thou keep'ſt a Wife her ſelf, thy ſelf a Maid. 
Ver, II. A 3 Of 


bes 
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Of that and all the Progreſs more and leſs, 
Reſolvedly more leiſure ſhall expres: 


All yet ſeems well, and if it end ſo meet, 
The bitter paſt, more welcome is the ſweet, Excum. 


EPILOGUE. 


HE King's a Beggar, now the Play is done: 
All is well ended, if his Suit be won, 
That you expreſs Content; which we will Pay, 
With ftrife to pleaſe you, day exceeding day; 
Ours be your Patience then, and yours our Parts, 
Tour gentle Hands lend us, and take our Hearts. 


1.116 


I 57 7 


Nes 


rw „„ „„ „„ „ „ 
_ . wy A | 


— 


- 
. 
vi 4 
* 9 * 
"DAY * 


emma 
9 * y p n = 11 20 | { | 


e nſſſeſſſſſſſſe ſſssſesfseſſſeſ sf eee ſſſſſteſſſ enen eme sn eee mmm 


o N * * 


* 


| IYVELFTH-NIGHT: 


O R. 


What you will. 


A 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Rſino, Duke of Illy ria. 
Sebaſtian, a young Gentleman, Brother to 


Viola. 
Antonio, 4 Sea-Captarn, Friend to Sebaſtian. 
8 * * Gentlemen attending on the Duke, 


Sir Toby Belch, Uncle to Olivia. 


Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, 4 fooliſh Knight, preten- 
ding to Olivia. 


A Sea-Captain, Friend to Viola. 
Fabian, Servant to Olivia. 
| Malvolio, a fantaſtical Steward to Olivia. 
; Clown, Servant to Olivia. | 


1 x". "I a Lady of great Beauty and Fortune, le- 
lov'd by the Duke. 


| 5 Viola, in love with the Duke.” 
| | Maria, Confident to Olivia. 

| 
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Prieſt, Sailors, Officers, and other Attendants. 


SCENE a City on the * 1 
_— _ - 
TH 


ww ; oe * 


—— 


IB 


. => 5 02 * 
NN TO CSI ACRE 


N SANS, SAN. SAN, SAN, ZN. SAN. 548 


. ECT 
e 
P ? 


> Wo 
TWVELFTH-NIGHT; 


O R, 


What you will. 


ACTI SCENE I. 
SCENE I. The Palace. 


Enter the Duke, Curio, and Lords. 


1 
be — 


FRF Muſick be the Food of Love, play on, 
Give me exceſs of it; that ſurfeiting 
fl The Appetite may ſicken, and ſo die. 
That Strain again, it had a dying Fall: 
Wl ©, it came o'cr my Ear, like the ſweet Wind 
= That brcaths upon a Bank of Violets, 
nts, Stealing, and giving Odour. Enough, no more ; 

Tie not ſo ſweet now, as it was before. 

O Spirit of Love, how quick and freſh art thou! 

} d That notwithſtanding thy Capacity, 

Receiyeth as the Sea; Nought enters there, 

Of what validity and pitch ſo e' er, 

But falls into Abatement, and low Price, 

Eren in a Minute; fo full of Shapes is Fancy, 
TH That it alone is high fantaſtical. 
Cer, Will you go hunt, my Lord? 
Date, What, Curio? 


4 
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Cur, The Hart. 
Dube. Why ſo I do, the nobleſt that I have: 
O when mine Eyes did ſee Olivia firſt, 
Methought ſhe purg'd the Air of Peſtilence ; 
That Inftant was I turn'd into a Hart, 
And my Deſires, like fell and cruel Hounds, 
E'er ſince purſue me. How now, what News from her? 
: Enter Valentine, 

Val. Sa pleaſe my Lord, I might not be admitted, 
But from her Hand-maid do return this Anſwer: 
The Element it ſelf, till ſeven Years heat, 

Shall not behold her Face at ample View; 

But like a Cloyſtreſs ſhe will vailed walk, 

And water once a Day her Chambers round 

With Eyc-offending Brine: All this to ſeaſon 

A Brother's dead Love, which ſhe would keep freſh 
And laſting in her ſad Remembrance. | 

Due. O ſhe that hath a Heart of this fine Frame, 
To pay this Debt of Love but to a Brother, 

How will ſhe love, when the rich golden Shafc 
Hath kill'd the Flock of all Affections elſe 

That live in her! When Liver, Brain, and Heart, 
Theſe ſoveraign Thrones, are all ſupply'd, and fill'd 
Her ſwcet PerfeRions with one ſelt- ſame King: 
Away before me, to ſweet Beds of Flowers, 


Love Thoughts lye rich, when canopy'd with Bowers. Cy 

[ Exennt, — 

"tn 

SCENE II. The Street. Who 

Enter Viola, a Captain and Sailors. Fox, 

Vio. What Country, Friends, is this? Py 

Cap. This is /!lyria, Lady. do 

Vio. And what ſhould I do in Zllyria? Till 1 

My Brother he is in Elixium. f What 

Perchance ke is not drown'd; what think you, Sailors? Cap 

Cap, It is perchance that you your ſelf were ſav'd. bed 
ie. O my poor Brother! And ſo perchance may he be. No 

yP * Rc 

Cap. Trur, Madam; and to comfoit you with Chance, 2 


Aſſure your ſelf, after our Ship did ſplit, 


When you, and thoſe poor Number ſaved with you, Hung 
| 8 | —— 
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Hung on your driving Boat: I ſaw your Brother, 
Moſt provident in Peril, bind himſelf, 
Courage and Hope both teaching him the Practice, 
To a ſtrong Maſt that liv'd upon the Sea, 
Where like Orion on the Dolphin's Back, 
I aw him hold Acquaintance with the Waves. 
89 long as I could ſee. 
Vo. For ſaying ſo, there's Gold: 
Mine own Eſcape unfoldeth to my Hope, 
Whereto thy Speech ſerves for Authority, 
The like of him. Know'ſt thou this Country? 
Cap. Ay, Madam, well; for I was bred and born 
Not three Hours Travel from this very Place. 
Vio. Who goveras here? 
Cap. A noble Duke in Nature, as in Name. 
Vio. What is his Name? 
Cp. Orſino, 
Vio. Orſino! T have heard my Father Name him, 
He was a Batchellor then. . 
Cap, And fo is now, or was ſo very late; 
For but a Month ago I went from hence, 
And then 'twas freſh in Murmur,. as you know L 
What great ones do, the leſs will prattle of, 2 
That he did ſeck the Love of fair Olivia. 
Vio. What's ſhe? | 
Cap. A virtuous Maid, the Daughter of a Count, 
. That dy'd ſome twelve Months ſince, then leaving her 
In the Protection of his Son, her Brother, 
Who ſhortly alſo dy'd; for whoſe dear Love, 
They ſay, ſhe had abjur'd the Sight 
And Company of Men. 
Vio, O that I ferv'd thit Lady, | 
And might not be deliver d to the World, 
[ill T had made mine own Occaſion mellow 
V hat my Eſtate is, | 
Cap, That were ha'd to compaſs, 
Þ cauſe ſhe will admit no kind of Suit, 
No. not the Duke's. 
Vie. There is a fair Behavior in thee, Captain; 
And tho! that Nature, with a beauteous Wall 


Doth oſt cloſe in Pollution; yet of thee, 
Aa 4 1 
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I will believe thou haſt a Mind that ſuits 
With this thy fair and outward Character. 

I prethee, and I'll pay thee bounteoully, 
Conceal me what I am, and be my Aid, 
For ſuch Diſguiſe as haply ſhall become 
The Form of my latent. I'll ſerve this Duke, 
Thou ſhalt preſent me as an Eunuch to him, 
It may be worth thy Pains; for I can ſing, 
Ard ſpeak to him in many forts of Mulick, 
That will allow me _ worth his Service. 
What elſe may hap, to Time I will commit, 
Only ſhape thou thy Silence to my Wir. 


Cap. Be ” ax his Eunuch, and your Mute I'll be, you 
When my Tongue blabs, then let mine Eyes not ſee. $ 
Vio. I thank thee; lead me on, [ Exeunt, to 
| | Dri 
SCENE III. Olivia's Houfe, not 
B49 ; Part 
Enter Sir Toby, and Maria. Fir 

Sir To. What a Plague means my Neece to take the Death 
of her Brother thus? I am ſure Care's an Enemy to Life. 8 
Mar. By my Troth, Sir Toby, you mult come in carlier S, 
a Nights ; your Couſin, my Lady, takes great Exceptionsto Si 
your ill Hours. : 4 
Sir To. yy let her except, before excepted. Si 
Mar. Ay, but you muſt conſine your ſelf within the mo- Si 
deſt Limits of Order, Si 
Sir To, Confine ? I'll confine my ſelf no finer than I am; Sh 
rheſe Clothes are good enough to drink in, and fo be thel: tance 
Boots too; and they be not, let them hang themſelves intheir M 
on Stia”'. Si 
Aar. That quaffing and drinking will undo you; I heard Sir 
my Lady talk of it Yeſterday, and of a fooliſh Knight cht her, 
you brought in one Night here, to be her Wooer ? Sir 
Sir To. Who, Sir Andrew Ag ue-cheek? this C 
Mar. Ay, he. A. 
Sir To. He's as tall a Man as any's in Illyria. Sir 
Aar. What's thit to th' Purpoſe? migh* 
Sir To. Why, he has three thouſand Ducats a Ye:r. Sir 
Aar. Ay, but he'll have but a Year in alt theſe Ducits? * # 
ools 


He's a very Fool, and a Prodigal, p 
ir 
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Sir To, Fie, that you'll ſay ſo: He plays o'th' Viol-de- 
Gambo, and ipeaks three or four Languages Word for 
Word without Book, and hath all the good Gifts of Na- 
ture, 

Mar. He hath indeed, almoſt natural; for beſides that 
he's a Fool, he'sa great Quarreller ; and but that he hath the Gift 
of a Coward to allay the Guſt he hath in Quarrelling, tis 
thought among the Prudent, he would quickly have the Gift 
of a Grave. | 

Sir To. By this Hand they are Scoundrels and Subſtractors 
that ſay ſo of him. Who are they? | 

Mar. They that add moreover, he's drunk nightly in 
your Company. | 

Sir To. With drinking Healths to my Neece : I'll drink 
to her as long as there is a Paſſage in my Throat, and 
Drink in Iihyria. He's a Coward and a Coyſtril that wall 
not drink to my Neece till his Brains turn o'th' Toe like a 
Pariſh Top. What Wench ? Caſtiliano vulgo; for here comes 
Sir Andrew Ague-face. 

Enter Sir Andrew, 

Sir And. Sir Toby Belch! How now, Sir Toby Belch | 

Sir To, Sweet Sir Andrew. 

Sir And, Bleſs you, fair Shrew. 

Har. And you too, Sir. 

Sir To. Accoſt, Sir Andrew, accoſt. 

Sir And, What's that ? 

Sir To. My Neece's Chamber-maid.. 

Sir And, Good Miſtreſs Accoſt, I defire better Acquain - 
tance, 

Mar, My Name is Mary, Sir. 

Sir And. Good Miſtreſs Mary accoſt, 

Sir To. You miſtake, Knight : Accolt is, front her, board 
her, woe her, aſſail her. 

Sir And. By my Troth, I would not undertake her in 
this Company. Is that the Meaning of Accoſt 2 

Mar, Fare you well, Gentlemen, | 

Sir To, And thou let her part ſo, Sir Audrew, would thou 
migh'ſt never draw Sword again. 

Sir And, And you part ſo, Miſtieſs, 1 would I might ne- 
ver draw Sword again. Fair Lady, do you think you have 
Fools in Hand ? 
> | Mar 


— — — —— — 
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Mar. Sir, I have not you by th* Hand. 
Sir And, Marry but you ſhall have, and here's my Hand, 
Mar. Now, Sir, Thought is free: I pray you bring your 
Hand to th' Buttery Bar, and let it driok. 
| _ And. Wherefore, ſweet Heart? What's your Mita. 
| phor ? 
Mar, It's dry, Sir. 
| Sir And. Why, I think ſo: I am not fuch an Af, but 1 
| can keep my Hand dry. But waat's your Jeſt ? 
Mar. A dry Jeſt, Sir. 
Sir And. Are you full of them ? 
Mar. Ay, Sir, I have them at my Finger Ends: Marty, 


now I let go your Hand, I am barren. [ Exit Mai, 
Sir To. 9 Knight, thou lack'ſt a Cup of Canary: When 
did I ſee thee ſo-put down? 


Sir And. Never in your Life, I think, unleſs you ſee Ca- 
nary put down: Mcthinks, ſometimes I have no more Wit 
than a Criſtian, or an ordina-y Min has; but I am a great 
Eater of Beef, and I believe that do's harm to my Wit. 

Sir To, No Queſtion, 

Sir And. And I thought that Td forſwear it. I'll rid? 
home, to Morrow, Sir Teby. 

Sir To, Pur-quoy, my dear Knight? 

Sir And, What is pur-quoy ? Do, or not do ? 1 would [ 
had beſtowed that time in the Tongues, that I have in Fen- 
eing. Dancing, and Bezr-baiting : O had I but follou'd 
the Arts. 

Dir To, Then hadft thou had an excellent Herd of Hai, 

Sir And, Why, would that have mended my Hair? 

S.r To. Paſt Qieſſi in, for thou ſecſt it will not cool my 
Nature, 

Sr And, But it becomes me well enough, dot not? 

Sir 70. Excellent, it hangs like Flax on a Diſtaff; and 
I hope to ſee 2 Houſewife take thee between her Legs, 4. 
{pin it cf. , 

Sir And. Faith I'll home to Morrow, Sir Toby, your Neece 
will not be ſen, or if ſhe be, it's four to ore hel gone 0 
me: Th: Duke tamfſclf here hard by, wooes 
Sir To. She'il none o'th' Duke, ſhe'll not match above he 
Degree, neither in Eſtate. Years, nor Wit; J have heard 
her ſwear. Tut, tacrc's Life in't, Mane 
| Sir As 


* 
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Sir And. Pllſtay a Month langer. I am a Fellow oth'ſtrangeſt 
Mind i'th* World: I delight in Masks and Revels ſome- 
times altogether, 

Sir To. Art thou good at theſe Kick-ſhaws, Knight? 

Sir And. As any Man in /!lzria, whatſoever he be, under 
the Degree of my Betters, and yet I will not compare with 
an old Man, | RY | 

Sir To. What is thy Excellence in a Galliard, Kniglit? 

Sir And, Faith, I can cut a Caper, 

Sir To. And I can cut the Mutton to't. 

Sir Aud. And I think I have the Back- trick, ſimply as 
ſtrong as any Man in /llyria, | 

Sir To, Wherefore are theſe things hid ? Wherefore have 
theſe Gifts a Curtain before *em? Are they like to rake Duſt, 
like Miſtreſs Mall. Picture? Why doſt thou not go to 
Church in a Galliard, and come home in a Carranto? My 
very Walk ſhould be a Jig! I would nat ſo much as make 
Water but in a Sink-a-pace: What doſt thou mean? Is it 
a World to hide Virtues in? I did not think, by the Excel- 
lent Conſtitution of thy Leg, it was form'd under the Star 
of a Galliard. TR 


Ser And, Ay, *tis ſtrong, and it does indifferent well in a 
dam'd-colour'd Stocken. Shall we fit about ſome Revels ? 

Sir To. What ſhall we do elſe; were we not born under 
Taurus? | 

Sir And, Taurus? That's Sides and Heart. 

Sir To. No, Sir, it is Legs and Thighs. Let me ſee thee 
Caper, Ha, higher: Ha, ha, excellent. Excunt. 


SCENE IV. The Palace. 
Enter Valentine, and Viola in Man's Attire, 


Val. If the Duke continue theſe Favours towards yon, 
Ceſario, you are like to be much advanc'd; he hath known 
you but three Das, and already you are ro Stranger. 

Vio. You either fear his Humour, or my Negligence, 
that you call in queſtion the Continuance uf his Love. Is 
e inconſtant, S r, in his Favours? 


Val. No, believe me. 4 
veer 
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Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants. 


Vio. I thank you: Here comes the Duke. 
Duke. Who ſaw Ceſario, hoa? 
Vio. On your Attendance, my Lord, here. 


Dube. Stand you a while aloef. Ceſario, th) 
Thou know'ſt no leſs, but all: I have unclaſp'd 
To thee the Book even of my ſecret Soul. * 


Therefore, good Vouth, addreſs thy Gate unto her, 

Be not deny'd Acceſs, ſtand at her Doors, 

And tell them, there thy fixed Foot ſhall grow 

*Till thou have Audience, ſa) 
Vio, Sure, my noble Lord, 

Tf ſhe be {» abandon'd to her Sorrow 


As it is ſpoke, ſhe never will admit me. 2 

Dake. Be clamorous, and leap all civil Bounds, 

Rather than make unprofited Return. th 

Vio. Say I do ſpeak with her, my Lord, what then? 

Dake. O then, unfold the Paſſion of my Love, or 
Surprize her with Diſcourſe of my dear Faith; ye 
It ſhall become thce well to act my Woes ; | | 
She will attend it better in thy Youth, fo 


Than in a Nuncio's of more grave Aſpect. 
Vio. I think not ſo, my Lord. 
Dake. Dear Lad, believe it: « 
For they ſhall ycr belie thy happy Years, 
That ſay thou art a Man: Diana's Lip 


Is not more ſmooth, and rubious; thy ſmall Pipe 8 
Is as the Maiden's Organ, ſhrill and ſound, 0 
And all is ſemblative a Woman's Part. 

I know thy Conſtellation is right apt [ 


For this Affai /: Some four or five attend him, 
All if you will; For I my ſelf am beſt 
When leaſt in Company. Proſper well in this, 
And thou ſhalt live as freely as thy Lord, 
To call his Fortunes thine, 
mo. Vil do my beſt | 
To woo your Lady; yet @barf:] Strife, | 
Who=er I woo, my {elf would be his Wiſe, | Exennt, 


SCENE 


What you will. 
SCENE V. Olivia's Houſe. 


Enter Maria, and Clown, 


Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou haſt been, or I 
will not open my Lips ſo wide as a Briſtle may enter in way of 
thy Excuſe; my Lady will hang thee for thy Abſence. 

Clo. Let her hang me; he that is well hang'd in this 
World needs fear no Colours. 

Mar. Make that good, 

Clo. He ſhall ſce none to fear. 

Mar. A good Lenten Anſwer: I can tell thee where that 
faying was born, of I fear no Colours. 

Clo, Where, good Miſtreſs Mary? 

Mar. In the Wars, and that may you be bold to ſay in 
your Foolery. 

Clo, Well, God give them Wiſdom that have it; and thoſe 
that are Fools let them uſe their Talents. 

Mar. Yet you will be hang'd for being fo long abſent, 
or to be turn'd away, it not this as good as a hanging to 

ou ? 
H Clo, Many a good Hanging prevents a bad Marriage; and 
for turning away, let Summer bear it out. 

Mar. You are reſolute then? 

Clo. Not ſo neither, but I am reſolv'd on two Points. 

Mar. That if one break the other will hold; or, if both 
break, your Gaskings fall. 

Clo. Apt in good Faith, very apt: Well, go thy way, if 
Sir Toby would leave Drinking, thou wert as witty a Piece 
of Eve's Fleſh," as any in 1llyria, 

Mar. Peace, you Rogue, no more o'that: Here comes my 
Lady; make your Excuſe wiſely you were beſt. 


Enter Olivia and Malvolio. 


Clo, Wit, and't be thy will, put me into good Fooling; 
Shoſe Wits that think they have thee, do very oft prove 
Fools; and I that am ſure I Jack thee, may paſs for a wiſe 
Man, For what ſays Quinapalus, Better a witty Fool than 
a fooliſh Wit. God bleis thee, Lady. 
1 Oli, Take the Fool away. | 
Clo, Do you not hear, Fellows, take away the Lady. 
| Oli, 
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Oli. Go to, y'are a dry Fool; I'll no more of you; be- 
ſides you grow diſhoneſt, | 

Clo, Two Faults, AMadona, that Drink and good Counſel 
will amend; for give the dry Fool Drink, then is the Fool 
not dry. Bid the diſhoneſt Man mend himſelf; if he mend, he is 
no longer diſhoneſt, if he cannot, let the Botcher mend him. 
Any thing that's mended is but patchd: Virtue that tranſ- 
greſſes is but patch'd with Sin, and Sin that amends is but 
patch'd with Virtue. If that this ſimple Sillogiſm willſerve, 
ſo; if it will not, what Remedy? as there isnotrue Cuckold 
but Calamity, fo Beauty's a Flower: The Lady bad take a- 
way the Fool, therefore I ſay again, take her away. 

Oli. Sir, I bad them take away you. 

Clo, Miſpriſion inthe higheſt Degree. Lady, Cucullus non 
facit monac hum; that as much as to ſay, as I were not mot: 
ley in my Brain: Good Madona, give me leave to prove 
you a Fool. 

Oli, Can you do it? 

Clo, Dexterouſly, good Madona. 

Oli. Make your Proof. 

Clo. I muſt catechize you fot it, adona, Good my Mouſe 


of Virtue anſwer. 


Oli. Well, Sir, for want of other Idleneſs, I'Il bide your 
Proof. 

Clo. Good Madona, why mourn'ſt thou? 

Oli. Good Fool, for my Brother's Death. 

Clo. I think his Soul is in Hell, Madona. 

Oli. I know his Soul is in Heaven, Fool. 

Clo. The more Fool you, Madona, to mourn for your 


| Brother's Soul being in Heaven: Take away the Fool, Gen- 


tlemen, | 
Oli. What think you of this Fool, Malvolio, doth he not 
mend ? 


Aal. Yes, and ſhall do, *till the Pangs of Death ſhake | 


him. Irfirmity, that decays the Wiſe, doth ever make the 
better Fool, 

Clo, God ſend you, Sir, a ſpeedy Infirmity, for the better 
increaſing your Folly : Sir Toby will be ſworn that I am no 
Fox, but he will not paſs his Word for two Pegce that you 
are no Fool, 


Oli. 
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Oli. How ſay you to that, Malvolio? . 

Mal. I marvel your Ladyſhip takes Delight in ſuch a bar- 
ren Raſcal z I ſaw him put down the other Day with an or- 
dinary Fool that has no more Brains than a Stone. Look 
you now, he's out of his Guard already ; unleſs you laugh 
and miniſter Occaſion to him, he is gagg'd. I proteſt I take 
theſe wiſe Men that crow ſo at theſe ſer kind of Fools, no 
better than the Fools Zauies. 

Oli. O you are fick of Self- love, Maluolio, and taſte with 
2 diſtemper'd Appetite, To be generous, guiltleſs, and of 
free Diſpoſition, is to take thoſe things for Bird-bolts that 
you deem Canon-Bullets: There is no Slander in an allow'd 
Fool, though he do nothing but rail; nor no railipg in a 
known diſcreet Man, though he do nothing but reprove. 

Clo. Now Mercury indue thee with learning, for thou 
ſpeak'ſt well of Fools. 

Enter Maria. 


Mar, Madzm, there is at the Gate a young Gentleman 
much deſires to ſpeak with you. 

Oli. From the Court Orſino is it? 

Mar. I know not, Madam, tis a fair young Man, and 
well attended. 

Oli. Who of my People hold him in delay? 

Mar. Sir Toby, Madam, your Kinſman. 

Oli. Fetch him off I pray you, he ſpeaks nothing but Mad- 
man: Fie on him, Go you, Malvolio; if it be a Suit from 
the Count, I am ſick, or not at home. What you will to 
diſmiſs it. Exit Malvolio. 

Now fee, Sir, how your fooling grows old, and People diſ- 
like it, 

Clo. Thou haſt ſpoke for us, Madona, as if thy eldeſt Son 
ſhould be a Fool: whoſe Scull Fove cram with Brains, for 
here he comes. | 

Enter Sir Toby. 
One of thy Kin has a moſt weak Pia mater. 

Oli. By mine Honour half drunk. What is he at the 
Gate, Couſin ? | 

Sir To, A Gentleman. 

Oli. A Gentleman? What Gentleman ? 

| Sir To. 
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Sir To. Tis a Gentleman here. A Plague o'theſe pichle 


Herring: How now, Sot? 

Clo. Good Sir Toby. 

Oli. Couſin, Couſin, how have you come ſo early by this 
Lethargy? | 

Sir To, Letchery, I defie Letchery: There's one at the 
Gate. 

Oli, Ay marry, what is he? 
dir To, Let him be the Devil and he will, I care not: 

Give me Faith, ſay I. Well, it's all one. [ Exit, 

Oli. What's a drunken Man like, Fool? 

Clo, Like a drown'd Man, a Fool, and a Madman: One 
Draught above heat makes him a Fool, the ſecond mads him, 
and a third drowns him. 

Oli. Go thou and ſeek the Coroner, and let him fit o 
my Coz; for he's in the third Degree of Drink; he's drown'd ; 


go look after him. 
Clo, He is but mad yet, Madoua, and the Fool ſhall look 


to the Madman. [Exit Clown, 
| Enter Malvolio, 

Mal. Madam, yond young Fellow ſwears he will ſpeak 
with you. I told him you were ſick, he takes on him to 
underſtand ſo much, and therefore comes to ſpeak with you. 
I told him you were aſleep, he ſeems to have a Fore-know- 
ledge of that too, and therefore comes to ſpeak with you. 
What is to be faid to him, Lady? he's fortified againſt any 
Denial. 

Oli, Tell him he ſhall not ſpeak with me. 

Mal. Ha's been told ſo; and he ſays he'll Rand at your 
Door like a Sheriff's Poſt, and be the Supporter to a Bench, 
but he'll ſpesk with you. 

Oli. What kind o' Man is he? 

Mal. Why, of Mankind. 

Oli. What manner of Man? | 

Mal. Of very ill Manners ; he'll ſpeak with you, will you 
or no. 

Oli. Of what Perſonage and Vears is he. 

Mal. Not yet old enough for a Man, nor young enough 
for a Boy; as a Squaſh is before tis a Peaſcod, or a Codling 
when 'tis almoſt an Apple: *tis with him in ſtanding Water, 


between Boy and Man. He is very well-favour'd; 7 . 
peaks 
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ſpeaks very ſhrewiſhly; one would think his Mothers Milk 


were ſcarce out of him. 
Oli. Let him approach: Call in my Gentlewoman. 
Mal. Gentlewoman, my Lady calls. Exit. 
Enter Maria. | | 
Oli, Give me my Vail: Come, throw it o'er my Face; 
We'll once more hear Orſino's Embaſſy. 
Enter Viola. 
Vio. The honourable Lady of the Houſe, which is ſhe? 
Oli. Speak to me, I ſhall anſwer for her: Your Will? 
Vio. Moſt radiant, exquiſite, and unmatchable Beauty---I 
pray you tell me if this be the Lady of the Houſe, for I 
never ſaw her. I would be loath to caſt away my Speech; 
for beſides that it is excellently well penn'd, I have taken 
great Pains to con it. Good Beauties, let me ſuſtain no 
Scorn; I am very Comptible, even to the leaſt ſiniſter Uſage. 
Oli. Whence came you, Sir? 
Vio. I can ſay little more than J have ſtudied, and that 
Queſtion's out of my Part. Good gentle one, give me mo- 


deſt Aſſurance, if you be the Lady of the Houſe, that I 


may proceed in Speech. 

Oli. Are you a Comedian? | 

Vio. No, my profound Heart; and yet, by theivery Pangs 
of Malice, I ſwear, I am not that I play. Are you the La- 
dy of the Houſe? 

Ol. If I do not uſurp my ſelf, I am. 

Vio. Moſt certain, if you are ſhe, you do uſurp your ſelf; 
for what is yours to beſtow, is not yours to reſerve; But 
this is from my Commiſſion, I will on with my Speech in 
your Praiſe, and then ſhew you the Heart of my Meſſage. 
. _ Come to what is important in't: I forgive you the 

raiſe, 


| * Alas, I took great Pains to ſtudy it, and 'tis poe- 
tical, 
Ol. It is the more like to be feign'd. I pray you keep 
tin, I heard you were ſawcy at my Gates, and allow'd 
your Approach rather to wonder at you than to hear you. 
if you be not mad, be gone; if you have Reaſon, be brief; 
1s not the time of the Moon with me, to make one in fo 
kipping a Dialogue. 

Vor, II. B b Mar. 


Hand: My Words are as full of Peace as Matter. 


done? | | Unveiling, 
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Mar. Will you hoiſt Sail, Sir, here lyes your way. 

Vio. No, good Swabber, I am to hull here a little longer, 
Some mollification for your Giant, ſwect Lady: Tell ne 
your Mind, I am a Meſſenger. 

Oli. Sure you have ſome hideous Matter to deliver, when 
the Curteſie of it is ſo fearful. Speak your Office. 

Vio. It alone concerns your Ear, I bring no Overture of 
War, no Taxations of Homage; I hold the Olive in my 


mJ OO > wy <4 uy , as 


Oli. Yet you began rudely. What are you? 
W hat would you ? 

Vio. The Rudeneſs that hath appear'd in me have I 1:arn'd W 
from my Entertainment. What I am, and what 1 would, are 
as ſecret as a Maiden-head; to your Ears, Divinity; to any 
others, Prophanation. 

Oli. Give us the Place alone. [Exit Maria, 
We will hear this Divinity. Now, Sir, what is your Text, 

Vio. Moſt ſweet Lady. 

Oli. A comfortable Doctrine, and much may be faid of 
it. Where lyes the Text? 

Vio. In Orſino's Boſom. 

Oli. In his Boſom? In what Chapter of his Boſom? 

Vio. To anſwer by the Method, in the firſt of his Hezrt, 

Oli. O, I have read it; it is Hereſy, Have you nomore 
toſay? 

Vio. Good Madam let me ſce your Face, 

Oli. Have you any Commiſſion from your Lord to neęc- 
tiate with my Face? You are now out of your Text; but 
we will draw the Curtair, and ſhew you the Picture. Lock 
you, Sir, ſuch a one I was this preſent: Is't not wel 


Vo. Excellently done, if God did all. 
8 'Tis in grain, Sir, *cwill endure Wind and Wer 
Talcr, 
Vio. * Vis Beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white, 
Nature's own ſweet and cunning Hand laid on: 
Lady, you are the cruell'ſt She alive, 
If you will lead theſe Graces to the Grave, 
And leave the World no Copy. 44 
Oli. O, Sir, I will not be ſo hard- hearted: I will give 


out divers Schedules of my Beauty. It ſhall be in ventorte0 
a 


* 
— ; ..... _ a 
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and every Particle and Utenſil label d to my Will. As; 
Item, two Lips indifferent red. Item, two giey Eyes, with 
Lids to them. Item, One Neck, one Chin, and ſo forth. 
Were you ſent hither to praiſe me? 
cher Vio. I ſee you what you are, you are too proud; 
But if you were the Devil, you are fair. 
re of My Lord and Maſter loves you: O ſuch Love 
wy Could be but recompenc'd, tho? you were crown'd 
The Non-pareil of Beauty. 
Oli, How does he love me ? 
| Vio. With Adorations, fertile Tears, | 
nd Wich Groans that thunder Love, with Sigbs of Fire. 
1, are Oli. Your Lord do's know my Mind, I cannot love him; 
NT Yet I ſuppoſe him Virtuous, know him Noble, 
Of great Eſtate, of freſh and ſtainleſs Youth; 
m. In Voices well divulg'd, free, learn'd, and valiant, 
Text And in Dimenſior, and the Shape of Nature, 
A gracious Perſon; but yet I cannot love him; 


id of WW He might have took his Anſwer long ago. 

Vio. If I did love you in my Maſter's Flame, 
: With ſuch a Suff' ring, ſuch a deadly Life: 
clear In your Denial I would find no Senſe, 


I would not underſtand it. | 
1 Oli. Why, what would you do? 

Vio. Make me a Willow Cabin at your Gate, 
And call upon my Soul within the Houle; 


1 Write loyal Cantons of contemned Love, 
0d And ſing them loud even in the Dead of Night: 


vel Hollow your Name to the reverberate Hills, 
„Aud make the babling Goſſip of the Air 


eilig Cry out, Olivia: O you ſhould not reſt 

Wer Between the Elements of Air and Earth, 
Bur you ſhould pity me. 

| Oli, You ale do much: 

5 What is your Parentage? 


Vio. Above my Fortunes, yet my State is well: 
l 2m a Gentleman. : 

Oli. Get you to your Lord; 
| cannot love him: Let him ſend no more, 


Unleſs, perchance, you come to me again, 
| Bb » 
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To tell me how he takes it; fare you well: 
I thank you for your Pains; ſpend this for me. 
Vio. I am no Fee'd-poſt, Lady; keep your Purſe : g 
My Maſter, not my ſelf, lacks Recompence. 
Love make his Heart of Flint, that you ſhall love, 
And let your Fervour like my Maſter's be, 
Plac'd in Contempt: Farewel, fair Cruelty, [ Exit, 
Oli. What is your Parentage ? 
Above my Fortunes, yet my State is well: A 
I am a Gentleman — I'll be ſworn thou att. 
Thy Tongue, thy Face, thy Limb, Actions, and Spiri, | 
Do give thee five-told Blazon not too faſt——ſofc, loft, 
Unleſs the Maſter were the Man. How now ? 
Even ſo quickly may one catch the Plague? 
Methinks I feel this Youth's Perfections, 
With an inviſible ard ſubtil Stealth 
To creep in at mine Eyes, Well, let it be—— 
What hoa, Malvolio. 


Enter Malvolio, 


Mal. Here, Madam, at your Service. 
Oli. Run after that ſame peeviſh Meſſenger, 
The Duke's Man; he left this Ring behind him; 
Would I, or not: Tell him, I'll none of it, 
Deßre him not to flatter with his Lord, 
Nor hold him up with Hopes, I am not for him: 
If that the Youth will come this way to Morrow, 
I'll give him Reaſon for't by thee, Malvolio. 
Mal. Madam, I will. | [Exit 
Oli. I do, I know not what, and fear to find 
Mire Eye too great a Elitterer for my Mind: 
Fate, ſhew thy Force, our ſelves we do not owe ; 
What is decreed muſt be; and be this fo, Exit, 


ACT 


Exit. 


A * 
+ 
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loft, 


Exits 


Exit, 
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Kern sn 
SCENE the Street. 
E nter Antonio and Schaſtian, 


Ant. W you ſtay no longer? Nor will you not that 
I go with you? 

Seb. By your Patience, no: My Stars ſhine darkly over 
me; the Malignancy of my Fate, might perhaps diſtemper 
yours; therefore I crave of you your leave, that I may bear 
my Evils alone. It were a bad recompence for your Love, 
to lay any of them on you, 

Ant, Let me yet know of you, whither you are bound. 

Seb. No ſooth, Sir, my determinate Voyage is meer ex- 
travagancy : But I perceive in you ſo excellent a Touch of 
Modeſty, that you will not extort from me what 1 2m 
willing to keep in, therefore it charges me in Manners the 
rather to expreſs my ſelf: You muſt know of me then, An- 
tonio, my Name is Sebaſtian, which I call'd Zodorigo, my 
Father was that Sebaſtian of Meſſaline, whom I know you 
have heard of, He left behind him, my ſelf, and a Siſter, 
both born in one Hour; if the Heavens had been plcas'd, 
would we had ſo ended: But you, Sir, alter'd that, for ſome 
Hours before you took me from the Breach of the Sca, was 
my Siſter drewn'd. 

Ant. Alas the Day! 

Seb. A Lady, Sir, tho' it was ſaid ſhe much reſembled 
me, was yet of many accounted beautiful; but tho' I could 
not with much eſtimable Wonder over-far believe that, yet 
thus far I will boldly publiſh her, ſhe bore a Mind that En- 
vy could not but call fair: She is drowa'd already, Sir, with 
ſalt Water, tho' I ſeem to drown her Remembaince again 
with more, 

Aut. Pardon me, Sir, your bad Entertainment. 

Seb, O good Antonio, forgive me your Trouble, 

Ant, If you will not murther me for my Love, let me 


be your Servant, 
Bo; | Seb. 


+ 
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Seb. If you will not undo what you have done, that is, 
kill him whom you have recover'd, defire it not, Fare ye 
well at once, my Boſom is full of Kindneſs, and I am yet 
ſo near the Manners of my Mother, that upon the leaſt occz. 
ſion more, mine Eyes will tell Tales of me: I am bound to 
the Duke Orſino's Court; farewel. | Exit, 

Ant. The gentleneſß of all the Gods go with thee. 

J have made Enemies in Orſinos Court, 

Elſe would I very ſhortly ſee thee there: 

But come what may, I do adore thee ſo, 

That Danger ſhall ſeem Sport, and I will go. [Exit, 


SSB. 


Enter Viola and Malvolio at ſeveral Doors. 

Mal. Were not you &en now with the Counteſs Olivia? 

Pio, Even now, Sir; on a moderate pace, I have ſince at- 
riv'd but hither, 

Mal. She returns this Ring to you, Sir; you might 
have ſaved me my Pains, to have taken it away your elf, 
She adds moreover, that you ſhould put your Lord in x 
deſperate aſſurance, ſhe will none of him, And one thing 
more, that you be never ſo hardy to come again in his Af. 
fairs, unleſs it be to report your Lord's taking of this: Re- 
eeive it ſo. 

Vio. She took the Ring of me, I'll none of it. 

Mal. Come, Sir, you peeviſhly threw it to her, and her 
will is, it ſhould be ſo return'd: If it be worth ſtooping 
for, there it lyes in your Eye; if not, be it his that finds 
It, | Exit. 
No. J leſt no Ring with her; what means this Lady ? 
Fortune forbid my outſide have not charm'd her! 

She made good view of me, indeed ſo much, 

That ſure methought her Eyes had loſt her Tongue, 

For ſhe did ſpeak in ſtarts diſtractedly: 

She loves me ſure, the cunning of her Paſſi»n 

Irvites me in this churliſh Meſſenger. 

None of my Lord's Ring? Why, he ſent her nore. 

Lam the Man If it be fo as 'tis, 
Poor Lady, ſhe were better love a Dream. 
Diſguiſe, I ſee thou art a Wickedneſs, 


Wherein 


is, 
ye 
yet 
ca · 
to 
vit. 


xit. 
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Wherein the pregnant Enemy does much, 

How eafie is it, for the proper falſe 

In Womens waxen Hearts to {ct their Forms! 

Alas, our Frailty is the cauſe, not we, 

For ſuch as we are, we are made, if ſuch we be. 
How will this fadge ? My Maſter loves her dcarly, 
Ad I, poor Monſter, fond as much on him; 

And the, miſtaken, ſeems to dote on me : 

Wat will become of this? As I am a Man, 

My State is deſperate for my Maſter's Love; 

As Lam a Woman, now alas the day, 

Vhat thriftlefs Sighs ſhall poor Olivia breathe ? 
O Time, thou muſt untangle this, not T, 

It is too hard a Knot for me t'unty. [Exit 


SCENE III. Olivia's Houſe. 


Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. 


Sir To. Approach Sir Andrew : Not to be a-bed after 
_— is to be up betimes, and Diluculo ſurgere, thou 
now'ſt. Lo . 

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not: But I know. 
to be up late, is to be up late. 

Sir To, A falſe Concluſion : J hare it as an unfill'd Can; 
to be up after Midnight, and to go to Bed then, is early; fo 
that to go to Bed aſter Midnight, is to go to Bed berimes, 
Does not our Lives confiſt of the four Elements ? 

Sir And, Faith ſo they ſay, but I think it rather conſiſls 
of Eating and Drinking, 

Sir To. Tivart a Scholar, let us therefore eat and drink, 
Marina I fay, a ſtoop of Wine. 

a Emer Clown. 

Sir And. Here comes the Fool, i'faith, 

Clo, How now my Hearts; did you never ſee the Pi- 
ture of we three? 

Sir To. Welcome Aſc, now let's have a Catch. 

Sir And. By my troth, the Pool has an excellent Breaſt. 
T had rather than forty Shillings I had ſuch a Leg, and fo 
Iweet a Breath to fing, as the Fool has. Inſooth thou waſt 
in very gracious fooling laſt Night, when thou ſpok'ſt of 
Pigrogromitus, of the Yapians paſſing the Equinoctial of 

B b 
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Queubus; *twas very good i'faith : I ſent thee ſix Pence for 
thy Lemon, hadſt it? 

Clo, I did impeticos thy gratillity ; for Malvolio's Noſe 
is no Whip-ſtock. My Lady has a white Hand, and the 
Mirmidons are no Bottle-Ale-houſes. 

Sir And, Excellent: Why this is the beſt fooling, when 
all is done, Now a Song. 

ns To. Come on, there is fix Pence for you, Let's have 
a Song. | 

Sir And, There's a Teſtril of me too; if one Knight give 
a 


Clo, Would you have a Love-ſong, or a Song of good 
Life ? 

Sir To, A Love-ſong, a Love- ſong. 
Sir And. Ay, ay, I care not for good Life. 


Clown ſings. A 


O Miſtreſs mine, where are you roming ? 
O ſtay and hear, your true Love's coming, 
That can ſing both high and low. 
Trip no further, pretty Sweating, 
"Fourneys end in Lovers meeting, 
Every wiſe Man's Son doth know. 


Sir And. Excellent good, faith. 
Sir To, Good, good. 


Clo. What is Love, tis not hereafter, 
| Preſent Mirth hath preſent Laughter : 
Waat's to come, is ſtill unſure. 
In delay there lyes no plenty, 
Then come kiſs me ſweet and rwenty : 
Touth 5 a Stuff will not endure. 


- 


Sir Aud. A mellifluous Voice, as I am a true Knight. 
Sir To. A contagious Breath. 
Sir And. Very ſweet and contagious, i'faith. 
, Sr To. To hear by the Noſe, it is Dulcet in Contagio"- 
But ſhall we make the Welkin dance indeed? Shall we rouz: 


the N ght- O in a Catch, that will draw three Souls out 


of "ne Weaver? Shall we do that ? 
lud. And you love me, let's do't: I am a Dog at 3 
Catch. Cle, 


— 
—— 
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Clo, Byr Lady, Sir, and ſome Dogs will catch well. 

Sir And. Moſt certain: Let our Catch be, Thon Knave. 

Clo, Hold thy peace, thou Knave, Knight, I ſhall be con- 
ſtrain d in't, to call thee Knave, Knight. 

Sir And, *Tis not the firſt time I have conſtrain'd one to 
call me Knave. Begin, Fool; it begins, Hold thy peace. 

Clo, I ſhall never begin, if J hold my peace. 

Sir And. Good i'faith : Come, begin. | They ſing 4 Catch. 

Enter Maria, 

Mar. What a Catterwalling do you keep here? If my 
Lady have not call'd up her Steward, Malvolio, and bid 
him rurn you out of Doors, never truſt me. 

Sir To. My Lady's a Catayan, we are Politicians, Mal- 
volio's a Peg · a- Ramſey, and Three merry Men be we, Am 
not I Conſanguinious? Am not I of her Blood ! Tilly Yalley, 
Lady! There dwelt a Man in Babylon, Lady, Lady. | Singing. 

Clo. Beſhrew me, the Knight's in admirable Fooling. 

Sir And, Ay, he does well enough if he be diſpos'd, and 
ſo do I too: he does it with a better Grace, but I do it 
more natural. 

Sir To, O Twelfth Day of December. | Singing. 

Mar. For the love o'God, peace. 

Enter Malvolio. 

Mal. My Maſters, are you mad ? Or what are you? 

Have you no Wit, Manners, nor Honeſty, but to gabble like 
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. Tinkers at this time of Night? Do ye make an Ale-houſe 


of my Lady's Houſe, that ye ſqueak out your Coziers 
Citches without any mitigation or remorſe of Voice ? ls 
there no reſpect of Place, Perſons, nor Time in you. 

Sir To, Wedid keep time, Sir, in our Catches. Sneck up. 

Mal. Sir Toby, I muſt be round with you. My Lady 
bade me tell you, that ſhe harbours yu as her Kinſman, 
ſhe's nothing ally*d to your Diſorders. If you can ſeparat 
your ſelf and your Miſdcmeanors, you are welcome to the 
Houſ? : If not, and it would pleaſe you to take leave of her, 
the is very Willing to bid you farewel. 1 

Sir To. Fate wel, dear Heart, ſince I muſt needs be gone. 

Mar. Nay, good Sir Toby. 

Co. His Eyes do ſhew his Days are almoſt done, 

Mal. Is't even o ? 


Sir To. But I will never dye. 
Co. 
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Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie. 

Mal. This is much Credit to you. 

Sir To. Shall I bid him go} 

Clo. What and if you do? 

Sir To. Shall I bid him go, and ſpare not? 

Cl, O no, no, no, you dare not. 

Sir To, Out o tune, Sir, ye lie: Art thou any more than 
a Ste ward ? Doſt thou think, becauſe thou art virtuous, there 
ſhall be no more Cakes and Ale? 

Clo, Yes, by Saint Anne ; and Ginger ſhall be hot i'th' 
Mouth too, 

Sir To. Thou'rt ith' right. Go, Sir, rub your Chain with 
Crums, A Stoop of Wine, Aaria. 

Mal. Miſtreſs Mary, if you priz'd my Lady's Favour at 
any hing more than Contempt, you would not give means 
for this uncivil Rule; ſhe ſhall know of it, by this 125 
| xit. 

Mar. Go ſhake your Ears. 

Sir Aud. Twere as good a deed as to drink when a Man's 
a hungry, to challenge him the Field, and then to brez 
Promiſe with him, and make a Fool of him. | 

Sir To. Do't, Knight, I'll write thee a Challenge: or II 
deliver thy Indignation to him by word of Mouth. 

Mar. Sweet, Sir Toby, be patient for to Night; ſince 
the Youth of the Duke's was to Day with my Lady, ſhe 1s 
much out of quiet. For Monſieur Malvolio, let me alone 
with him: If { do not gull him into a nayword, and mike 
him a common Recreation, do not think I hwe wit en-1gh 
to lye ſtraight in my Bed: I know I can do it. 

Sir To. Poſſeſs us, poſſeſs us, tell us ſomething of him. 

Mar. Marry, Sir, ſometimes he is a kind of a Puritan. 

Sir And. O, if I thought that, I'd beat him like a Doe- 

Sir To. What, for being a Puriran thy exquilite Reator, 
dear Knight. | 
Sir And. | have no exquiſite Reaſon for't, but I have 
Reaſon good enough. +: 
Mar. The Devil a Puri an that he is, or any thing cf 
ſtantly but a Tim:+plezſer, an affection'd Als, that Cons 
State without Book, and utters it by great ſwarths, The 
beft perſuaded of himfclf : So cram'd, as he thinks, with. 


Excellen cite, that it is his ground of Faith, that all that br 


[ Singing, 
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on him, love him ; and on that Vice in him will my Re- 
venge lind notable Cauſe to work. 
Sir To. What wilt thou do? 

Mar. I will drop in his way ſome obſcure Epiſtles of 
Love, wherein, by the colour of his Beard, the ſhape of his 
Leg, the manner of his Gate, the expreſſure of his Eye, 
Forehead, and Complexion, he ſhall find himſelf moſt fecl- 
ingly perſonzted. I can write very like my Lady your 
Neice, on a forgotten matter we can hardly make diſtin» 
ction of our hands. 

Sir To. Excellent, I ſmell a Device. 

Sir And. I havc't in my Noſe too. 

Sir To. He ſhall thick by the Letters that thou wilt drop 
that they come from my Neice, and that ſhe is in Love 
with him. 

Mar. My purpoſe is indeed a Horſe of that Colour. - 

Sir And. And your Horſe now would make him an Aſs. 

Mar. Als, I doubt not. 


Sir And. O *twill be admirable, 

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you: I know my Phyſick 
will work with him, I will plant you two, and let the 
Fool make a third, where he ſhall find the Letter: Obſerve 


his Conſtruction of it: for this Night to Bed, and dream 
on the Event. Farewel. | Exits 


Sir To, Good Night, Penthiſilea. 
Sir And. Before me, ſhe's a good Wench, 


Sir To, She's a Beagle, true bred, and one that adorts 
me; what o'that? 183 


Sir And. I was ador'd once too. 
Sir To, Let's: to Bed, Knight: Thou hadſt need ſend for 


more Mony. 


Sir And. If I cannot recover your Nice, I am a foul: 
way out. 


Sir To. Serd for Mony, Knight g if thou haſt her not i'th* 
erd, call me Cut. 5 


Sir And. If I do not, never truſt me, 
will. 


Sir To. Come, come, I'll go burn ſome Sack, *tis too * 
to go to Bed now: Come, Knight, come, Knight. 


| Exennt, 


SCENE 


take it how you 
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SCENE IV. The Palace. 


- Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 
Duke. Give me ſome Muſick; now good morroy, 
Fitends : 


Now good, Ceſario, but that peice of Song, 
That old and antick Song we heard laſt Night ; 
Methought it did rel:eve my Paſſion much, 
More than light Airs, and recollected Terms 
Of theſe molt brisk and giddy-pac'd Times. 
Come, but one Verſe. 
4 Cur, He is not here, ſo pleaſe your Lordſhip, that ſhould 
ng it. 
Dube. Who was it? | 
Car, Feſte the Jeſter, my Lord, a Fool that the Lady 
Olivia's Father took much delight in. He is about th: 
Houſe, 
Dale. Seck him out, and play the Tune the while. 


| [Muſh 


Come hither, Boy, if ever thou ſhalt Love, 

In the ſweet Pangs of it, remember me; 

For ſuch as I am, all true Lovers are, 

Unſtaid and $kittiſh in all Motions elſe, 

Save in the conſtant Image of the Creature 

That is belov'd. How doſt thou like this Tune? 

Vio. It gives a very Ecclio to the Seat 
Whcre Love is thron'd. 

Dake, Thou doit ſpeak maſterly. 

My Life upon't, young tho' thou art, thine Eye 
Hath ſtaid upon ſome Favour tht it loves: 
Hath it nor, Boy? 

Vio. A htrle, by your Favour, 

Duke, What kind of Woman is't? 

Vio. Of your Complexion, 

Duke. She is not worth thee then. What Years, i'faith ? 

Vio. About your Years, my Lord. 

Duke. Too old, by Heav'n; Let ſtill the Woman take 
An eldcr than her ſelf, ſo wears ſhe to him; 
$» ſways ſhe level in her Husband's Heart. 
Fo, Boy, however we do praiſe our {cl ves, 
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Our Fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 
More longing, wavering, ſooner loſt and worn, 
Than Womens are. 
Vio. I think it well, my Lord. 
Duke, Then let thy Love be younger than thy ſelf, 
Or thy Affection cannot hold the bent: 
For Women are as Roſes, whoſe fair Flower 
Being once diſplay d, doth fall the very hour. 
Vio. And ſo they are: Alas, that they are ſo. 
To dye, even when they to perfection grow. 
Enter Curio and Clown. 
Duke. O Fellow come, the Song we had laſt night. 
ould Mark it, Ceſario, it is old and plain; | 
The Spinſters and the Knitters in the Sun, 
Ard the free Maids that weave their Thread with Bones, 
Lady Do uſe to chant it: it is filly ſooth, 
the And dallies with the Innocence of Love, 
Like the old Age. 
Clo, Are you ready, Sir ? | 
ſick Dake. I prethee ſing. [Muſick. 


S. ON G. 


Come away, come away, Death, 
And in ſad Cypreſs let me be laid; 
Fly away, fiy away, Breath, 
Jam ſlain by a fair Cruel Maid. 
My Shrowd of white, ſtuck all with Yew, O prepare it, 
My part of Death no one ſo true did ſhare it. 


rrow, 


Not a Flower, not a Flower ſweet, 

On my black Coffin let there be ſtrown : 
Not a Friend, not a Friend greet 

Ay poor Corps, where my Bones ſhall be thrown. 
A thouſand thouſand Sighs to ſave, lay me O where 
Sad true Lover never find my Grave, to weep there. 


Duke. There's for thy Pains, 
. Clo, No Paine, Sir, I take pleaſure in ſinging, Sir. 
Dake, I'll pay thy Pleaſure then. ET 
3 Truly, Sir, and Pleaſure will be paid one time, or 
other. 


Dube. 
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Vit 
Duße. Give me now leave, to leave thee. But! 
Clo. Now the melancholly God protect thee, and th: Feed 
Taylor make thy Doublet of changeable Taffata, for tly And 
Mind is a very Opal. I would have Men of ſuch Conſt She | 
cy put to Sea, that their Buſineſs might be every thing, and Smil 
their intent every where, for that's it that always makes We 
good Voyage of nothing. Farewel. [Exit Our 
Duke. Let all the reſt give place. Once more, Ceſario, Mu: 
Get thee to yond ſame ſovereign Cruelty: D 
Tell her my Love, more noble than the World, 7 
Prizes not quantity of dirty Lands, Ane 
The Parts that Fortune hath beſtow d upon her, Sir, 
"Tell her I hold as giddily as Fortune : [ 
But tis that Miracle, and Queen of Jems To 
Thrax Nature pranks her in, attracts my Soul, My 
Vio. But if ſhe cannot love you, Sir. | 
Dake. It cannot be fo anſwer'd. 
Vio. Sooth but you muſt, 
Say that ſome Lady, as perhaps there is, 
Hath for your Love as great a pang of Heart 
As you have for Olivia: You cannot love her; | 
You tell her ſo; Muſt ſhe not then be anſwer'd ? ls 
Dube. There is no Woman's Sides 
Can bide the beating of fo ſtrong a Paſſion, ral 
As Love doth give my Heart: No Woman's Heart 
So big, to hold ſo much, they lack retention, of 
Alas, their Love may be call'd Appetite: 
No motion of the Liver, but the Pallat, W 
That ſuffers Surfcir, Cloyment, and Revolt; 
But mine is all as hungry as the Seca, 
And can digeſt as much; make no compare 
Between that Love a Woman can bear me, R 
And that I owe Clivia. 
Vie. Ay but I know—— n 
Duke. What doft thou know ? { 
Vio. Too well what love Women to Men do owe: b 
In faith they are as true of Heart, as we. n 
My Father had a Daughter lov'd a Man ] 
As it might be, perhaps, were I a Woman, t 


I ſhould your Lordſhip. 
Dube. And what's her Hiſtory ? k 


Jio. 
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No. A blank, my Lord: She never told her Love, 
But let Concealment, like a Worm i' th' Bud, 
Feed on her damask Check: She pin'd in thought, 
And with a green and yellow Melancholy, 

She fate like Patience on a Monument, 

Smiling at Grief, Was not this Love indeed ? 

We Men may ſay more, ſwear more, but indeed 
Our ſhews are more than will; for ſtill we prove 
Much in our Vows, but little in our Love. 

Duke, But dy'd thy Siſter of her Love, my Boy? 
Vio. I am all the Daughters of my Father's Houle, 
And all the Brothers too and yet I know not 

Sir, ſhall I to this Lady? 

Dake. Ay, that's the Theam. 
To her in haſte; give her this Jewel: Say, | 
My. Love can give no place, bid no denay. Ex eunt. 


SG EE © 


Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian, 


Sir To, Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. 

Fab. Nay, Vil come; if I loſe a ſcruple of this Sport, let 
me be boil'd to Death with Melancholly. 

Sir To. Would'ſt thou not be glad to have the niggardly 
raſcally Sheep-biter, come by ſome notabic Shame? 

Fab. 1 would exult, Man; you know he brought me out 
of Favour with my Lady, about a Bcar-baiting here. 

Sir To. To anger him we'll have the Bear again, and we 
will fool him black and blue, ſhall we not, Sir Andrew ? 

Sir And, And we do not tis pity of our Lives. 

Enter Maris. 

Sir To. Here comes the little Villain: How now, my 
Nettle of India? 

Mar. Get ye all three into the Box-treez; alvolio's co- 
ming down this Walk, he has been yonder i' th' Sun practi- 
ling Behaviour to his cwn Shadow this half hour: Obſerve 

him for the love of Mockery ; for I know this Letter will 
make a Contemplative Ideot of him. Cloſe, in the Name of 
Jeſting, lye thou there; for here comes the Trout tbat muſt 
be caught with tickling. [ Exit. 
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| Enter Malvolio. 

Mal. "Tis but Fortune, all is Fortune. Maria once told 
me ſhe did affect me, and I have heard her ſelf come thus 
near, that ſhould ſhe fancy, it ſhould be one of my Com- 
plexion. Beſides, ſhe uſes me with a more exalted Re. 
ſpect, than any one elſe that follows her. What ſhould I 
think on't? 

Sir To. Here's an over-weaning Rogue. 

Fab, Oh peace: Contemplation makes a rare Turkey- 
Cock of him; how he jets under his advanc'd Plumes. 

Sir And. Slife, I could fo beat the Rogue. 

Sir To. Peace, I ſay. 

Mal. To be Count Malvolio. 

Sir To. Ab Rogue. 

Sir And. Piſtol him, Piſtol him, 

Sir To, Peace, peace. 

Mal. There is Example for't: The Lady of the Strachy 
married the Yeoman of the Wardrobe. 

Sir And. Fie on him, Fezebel, 

Fab. O peace, now he's deeply in; look how Imagination 
blows him. | 

Mal. Having been three Months married to her, ſitting 
in my State, 

Sir To. O for a Stone-bow to hit him in the Eye. 

Mal. Calling my Officers about me, in my branch'd Vel- 
vet Gown; having come from 2 Day-bed, where I have left 
Olivia ſleeping. | | 

Sir To. Fire and Brimitone, 

Fab. O peace, peace. 

Mal. And then to have the Humour of State; and after 
a demure Travel of Regard, telling them I know my place, 
as I would they ſhould do their To ask for my Kinſ- 
man Toby 


Sir To. Bolts and Shackles. 

Fvb. Oh peace, peace, peace, now, now. 
Mal. Seven of my People with an obedient Start make 
out for him: I frown the while, and perchance wind up 
my Watch, or play with ſome rich Jewel, Toby approaches, 
Court ſies there to me, | 

Sir To. Shall this Fellow live? 


Fab, 
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ab. Tho' our ſilence be drawn from us with Cares, yet 

eaces 
; Mal. I extend my hand to him thus; quenching my fas 
miliar Smile with an auſtere regard of Controul, 

Sir To, And does not Toby take you a blow on the Lips 
then ? | | | 

Mal. Saying, Couſin Toby, my Fortunes having caſt me 
on your Neice, give me this Prerogative of Speech 

Sir To, What, what? 

Mal. You muſt amend your Drunkenneſs. 

Sir To, Our, Scab. 

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the Sinews of our Plot. 

Mal. Belides, you waſte the Treaſure of your Tune, 
with a fooliſh Knight 

Sir And, That's me, I warrant you. 

Mal, One Sir Andrew, 

Sir And, I knew 'twas I, for many do call me Fool. 

Mal. What Employment have we here? | Taking up 4 

Fab, Now is the Woodcock near the Gin, Letter. 

Sir To. Oh peace! Now the Spirit of Humours intimate 
reading aloud to him. | 

Mal. By my Life this is my Lady's hand : Theſe be her 
very Cs, her V's, and her T's, and thus makes ſhe her great 
Ps, It is iv Contempt of queſtion her Hand. 

Sir And, Her C's, her Us, and her T's; why that? 

Mal. To the unknown belov d, this, and my geod Wiſhes; 
Her very Phraſes : By your leave, Wax. Soft ! and the Im- 
dreſſure her Lucrece, with which ſhe uſes to ſeal ; tis my 
Lady : To whom ſhould this be? x 

Fab. This wins him, Liver and all. 

Mal. Jove knows 1 Love, but who, Lips do not move, no 
Man muſt know, No Man muſt know—— What follows? The 
Numbers alter d No Man muſt know—— | 
If this ſhould be thee, AMalvolio? 

dir To, Marry hang thee, Brock. 

Mal. I may command where I adore, but Silence, like 4 

Lucreſs Knife. 
With boldneſs ftroke my Heart deth gore, M. O. A. I. doth 
ſway my Life, 

Feb. A Fuſtian Riddle. 

Sir To, Excellent Wench, ſay I. 
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Mal. M. O. A. I. doth ſway my Life Nay, bu 
firſt let me ſee let me ſee | 
Fab. What a diſh of Poiſon has ſhe dreſs'd him? 
Sir To. And with what Wing the Stallion checks at it? 
Mal. I may command, where I adore, Wiy ſhe may 


command me: I ſerve her, ſhe is my Lady. Why this 1s 


evident to any formal Capacity. There is no obſtruction in 
this and the end —— what ſhould that Alphabetical 
poſition portend. If I could make that reſemble ſomething 
in me? Softly —— AM. O. A. I. 
Sir To. O. J. make up that, he is now at a cold Scent, 
Fab. Sowter will cry upon't for all this, tho' it be as rank 
28 a Fox. 
Mal. Mi—— Malvolio —— 24, —— why that begins 
my Name. 
Fab. Did not I ſay he would work it out, the Cur is en- 
cellent at Faults, | 
Mal. M. But then there is no conſonancy in the Sequel; 
that .ſuffers under Probation: A ſhould follow, but 0 
does. 
Fab. And O ſhall end, I hope. 
Sir To. Ay, or I'll cudgel him, and make him cry O. 
Mal. And then J. comes behind, 
Fab. Ay, and you had any Eye behind you, you might 
ſee more dettaction at your Heels, than Fortunes betcre 
Ou. | 
. Mal. . O. A. I, This Simulation is not as the for 
mer And yet to cruſh this a little, it would bow io me, 
for e ery one of heſe Letters are in my rame. Soft, here 
follows Proſe — If this fall into thy hand, revolve. In 
Stars I am above thee, but be not afraid of Greatueſs; ſome 
are born Great, ſome atchicve Greatneſi, and ſome have Great 
neſs put upon them. Thy Fates open their Hands, ler 4 
Blood and Spirit embrace them; and to inure thy ſelf to whit 
thou art like 10 be, caſt thy humble Slough, and appear freſb. 
Be oppoſite with a Kinſman, ſurly with Servants: Let ty 
Tougne tang Arguments of State; put thy ſelf into the Trick 
of Singularity, She thus adviſes thee, that ſighs for th. 
Remember who commended thy yellow Stuckings, and 11 f 
to ſee thee ever creſi. garter d. I ſay remember, £0 te, 


art wade, if thou deſireſt to br ſo: If not, let me ſee thee 4 
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Steward till, the Fellow of Servants, and not worthy to 
touch Fortunes Fingers. Farewel. She that would alter Ser. 
vices with thee, The fortunate and happy Day-light and 
Champian diſcovers not more: This is open. I will be 
proud, I will read politick Authors, I will baffle Sir Toby, 
I will waſh off groſs Acquaintance, I will be point devile, 
the very Man, I do now fool my ſelf, to let Imagination 
jade me; for every Reaſon excites to this, that my Lady 
loves me. She did commend my yellow Stockings of late, 
ſhe did praiſe my Leg, being croſs-garter'd, and in this ſhe 
manifeſts her felf to my Love, and with a kind of Con- 
junction drives me to theſe Habits of her liking, I thank 
my Stars, I am happy: I will be ftrange, ſtout, in yellow 
Stockings and croſs-garter'd, even with the ſwiftneſs of put- 
ting on. Fove, and my Stars be praiſed. Here is yet a Poſt- 
ſcript. Thon canſt not chuſe to know who am; if thow en- 
tertaineſt my Love, let it appear in thy ſmiling, thy Smiles be- 
come thee well. Therefore in my Preſence ſtill ſmile, Dear 
my Sweet, I prether. Jove, I thank thee, I will ſavle, I 
will do every thing that thou wilt have me, [ Exit, 

Fab. I will not give my part of this Sport for a Penſion 
of Thouſands to be paid from the Sophy. 

Sir To, I could marry this Wench for this Device. 

Sir And, So could I too. 

Sir To, And ask no other Dowry with her, but ſuch ano- 
ther Jeſt, 

Enter Maria, 

Sir And. Nor I neither. 

Fab. Here comes my noble Gull-catcher, 

Sir To. Wilt thou ſet thy Foot o'my Neck ? 

Sir And. Or o'mine either? | 

Sir To, Shall I play my Freedom at Tray- trip, and bes 
come thy Bond-ſlave? 

Sir And, T'faith, or I either? 

Sir To, Why thou haſt put him in ſuch a Dream, that 
when the Image of it leaves him, he muſt ru mad. 

Mar. Nay, but ſay true, does it work upon him? 

Sir Te. Like Aqna-vvte with a Midwife, . 
Mar, If you will then ſee the Fruits of the Sport, ma 
his firſt approach before my Lady: He will come to her in 
j:llow Stockings, and 'tis a Colour ſhe abhors? and croſs- 

| Cc 2 garter'd, 
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parter'd, a Faſhion ſhe deteſts : And he will ſmile upon 
her, which will now be ſo unſuitable to her Diſpoſition, 


being addicted to Melancholy, as ſhe is, that it cannot bur 1 

turn him into a notable Contempt : If you will ſee it, fol- Co 
low me. 

Sir To. To the Gates, Tartar, thou moſt excellent Devil as 

of Wir, ( 

Sir And. I'll make one too. [ Exeunt, il 

as I 

T4 the 
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C 

SCENE A4 Garden. gun 

Enter Viola and Clown. - 'þ 

Vio. CAVE thee, Friend, and thy Muſick: Doſt thou 7 

live by the Tabor ? Hol, 

Clo. No, Sir, I live by the Church. 2 

Vio. Art thou a Churchman ? thee 

Clo, No ſuch matter, Sir, I do live by the Church: Fer 7 

I do live at my Houſe, and my Houſe doth ſtand by the thou 

Church. with 


Dio. So thou may'ſt ſay the King lyes by a Beggar, if 3 C| 
Beggar dwell near him: Or the Church ſtands by thy Ta- V 
bor, if thy Tabor ſtand by the Church. | Cl 
 _ Clo, You have ſaid, Sir: To ſee this Age! A Sentence a Cr, 
is but a chev'ril Glove to a good Wit; how quickly the 7 


wrong fide may be turn'd outward, Cl 
Vio. Nay, that's certain; they that dally nicely with W Begg 
Words, may quickly make them wanton. | I wi 
Clo, I would therefore my Siſter had no Name, Sir. what 
Vio. Why, Man? ment 


Clo, Why, Sir, her Name's a word, and to dally with Vi 
that word, might make my Siſter wanton : But indeed, And 
Words are very Raſcals, ſince Bonds diſgrac'd them. He n 

Vio. Thy Reaſon, Man ? | The 

Cle. Troth, Sir, I can yield you none without Words, And 
and Words are grown ſo falſe, I am loath to prove Reaſon That 
with them. i As fi 

70. 


Al well that Ends well. 
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2 Vio. I warrant thou art a merry Fellow, and careſt for 
| nothing. | 
; T Clo. Not fo, Sir, I do care for ſomething ; but, in my 
o. Conſcience, Sir, I do not care for you: It that be to cue 
for nothing, Sir, I would it would make you inviſible, 
evil Vio. Art not thou the Lady Olivia's Fool? 
Clo, No indeed, Sir, the Lady Olivia has no Folly, (he 
_ will keep no Fool, Sir, *tll ſhe be married; and Fools are 
as like Husbands, as Pilchers are to Herrings, the Husband's 
Tt the bigger: I am indeed not her Foo), but her cortupter of 
Words. 
Vio. 1 ſaw thee late at the Duke Ora. 
Clo. Foolery, Sir, he does walk about the Orb like the 
Sun, it ſhines every where, I would bs ſorry, Sir, but tne 
Fool ſhould be as oft with your Maſter, as with my Miſtreſs: 
I think I ſaw your Wiſdom there, 
hou Vio. Nay, and thou paſs upon me, I'll no more with thee. 
Hold, there's Expences for thee, 
Clo, Naw Fove, in his next Commodity of Hair, ſend 
thee a Beard. 
For Vio. By my troth, I'll tel! thee, I am almoſt fick for one, 
the — I would not have it grow on my Chin. Is thy Lady 
within? 
if a Clo. Would not a pair of theſe have bred, Sir? 
Tax Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to uſe, 
Clo. I would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia, Sir, to bring 
ence a Creſſida to this Troylus. 
the Vo. 1 underſtand you, Sir, 'tis well begg'd. 
Clo. The matter I hope is not great, Sir; begging, but a 
with Beggar: Creſſida was a Beggar. My Lady is within, Sir, 
I will conſter to them whence you come, who you are, and 
x what you would is out of my Welkig, I might fay, Ele- 
ment, but the word is over-worn. | Exit, 
with Vio. This Fellow is wiſe enough to play the Fool, 
leed, And to do that well craves a kind of Wit: 
He muſt obſerve their Mood on whom he Jeſts, 
The Quality of the Perſons, and the Time; 
ords, And like the Haggard, check at every Feather 
eafon WM That comes before his Eye. This is a practice 
As full of Labour as a Wiſc-man's Art 
Vis. Ge 3 For 
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For Folly that he wiſely ſhews, is fit; 
But wiſe Mens Folly fall'n, quite taint their Wit. 
Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. 
Sir To. Save you, Gentleman. 
Vio. And you, Sir. 
Sir Aud. Dien vous guard Monſieur. 
Vio. Et vous auſi, voſtre ſervitur. 


Sir And. I hope, Sir, you are, and I am yours. Aﬀts 
Sir To. Will you encounter the Houſe, my Neice is de- 4 
ſirous you ſhould enter, if your Trade be to her. My 
Vio. I am bound to your Neice, Sir; I mean, ſhe is the Une 
Liſt of my Voyage. To 
Sir To. Taſte your Legs, Sir, put them to motion, Wh 
No. My Legs do better underſtand me, Sir, than I under- Hos 
ſtand what you mean by bidding me taſte my Legs. And 
Sir To. I mean to go, Sir, to enter. Tha 
Vis. 1 will anſwer you with Gate and Entrance, but we Ena 
are prevented. | Hid 
Euter Olivia and Maria. 7 
Moſt excellent accompliſh'd Lady, the Heav'ns rain Odouis 0 
on you. V 
Sir And, That Youth's a rare Courtier! rain Odours ! Tha 
well, 
Vio. My Matter hath no Voice, Lady, but to your own *. 
moſt pregnant and vouchſafed Ear. If o 


Sir And. Odours, pregnant and vouchſafed: I'll get em Ta 
all three ready, | 
Oli. Let the Garden Door be ſhut, and leave me to my The 


hearing. . | Exemnt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Matis. "es 
Give me your Hand, Sir. And 
io. My Duty, Madam, and moſt humble Service. You 
Oli, What is your Name ? The 
Vio. Ceſario is your Servant's Name, fair Princeſ. i 
Ol. My Servant, Sir? Twas never merry Woild, Gra 
Since lowly feigning was call'd Complement : You 
Ware Servant to the Duke Or/ino, Youth, 0 


Fio, And he is yours, and his muſt needs be yours: p 
Your Servant's Servant is your Servant, Madam. 0 
Oli. For him I think not on him: For his Thoughts, p 
Would they were Blanks, rather than fill d with me. 0 
Vio. Midim, I come to whet your gentle Thoughts 
Qa his b. alf "ON EW, 
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Oli. O, by your leave, I pray you; 
bade you never ſpeak again of him. 
But would you undertake another Suit, 
I had rather hear you to ſollicit that, 
Than Muſick from the Spheres. 
Vio. Dear Lady. 
Oli. Give me lcave, I beſeech you: I did ſend 
After the laſt Enchantment you did hear, 
A Ring in Chaſe of you. So did I abuſe 
My ſelf, my Servant, and 1 fear me, you; 
Under your hard Conſtruction muſt I fit, 
To force that on you in a ſhameful cunning, 
Which you knew none of yours, What might you think? 
Have you not ſet mine Honour at the Stake, | 
And baited it with all th'unmuzzled Thoughts, 
That tyrannous Heart can think? To one of your rec:iving 
Enough is ſhewn, a Cypreſs, not a Boſom, 
Hides my poor Heart. So let us hear you ſpeak. 
Vio. I pity you. 
Oli. That's a degree to Love. 
Vio. No not a grice : For tis a vulgar Proof 
That very oft we pity Enemies. 
Oli. Why then methinks 'tis ti me to ſmile again; 
O World, how apt the poor are to be proud? 
If one ſhould be a prey, how much berter 
To fall before the Lion, than the Wolf; 
: N [ Clock ſtrikes, 
The Clock upbraids me with the waſte of Time. 
Be not afraid, good Youth, I will not have you; 
And yet when Wit and Youth is come to harveſt, 
Your Wiſe is like to reap a proper Man : 
There lyes your way, due Weſt, 
Vio. Then Weſtward hoc: 
Grace and good Diſpoſition attend your Ladyſhip, 
You'll nothing, Madam, to my Lord by me ? 
Oli, Stay; I prethee tell me what thou thiak'ſt of me? 
Vio. That you do think you are not what you are. 
Oli, If I think fo, I think the ſame of you. | 
Vio. Then think you right: I am not what I am. 
Oh, I would you were, as I would have you be. 
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Vio. Would it be better, Madam, than I am ? 
T wiſh it might, for now I am your Fool. 
Oli. O what a deal of Scorn looks beautiful, 
In the Contempt and Anger of his Lip? 
A murderous Guilt ſhews not it ſelf more ſoon, 
Than Love that would ſeem bid: Lovc's Night is Noon, 
C:/ario, by the Roſes of the Spring, | | 
By Maid-hood, Honour, Truth, and every thing, 
I love thee fo, that maugre all thy Pride, ; 
Nor Wit, nor Reaſon, can my Paſhon hide, 
Do not extort thy Reaſons from this Clauſe, 
For that I woo, thou therefore haſt no Caule : 
But rather reaſon thus with reaſon ſetter; 
Love ſought, is good; but given unſought, is better. 
Vio. By lanocence I ſwear, and by my Vouth, 
I have one Heart, one Boſom, and one Truth, 
And that no Woman has, nor never none | 
Shall Miſtreſs be of it, ſave I alone. 
And ſo adieu, good Madam, never more. 
Will I my Maſter's Tears to you deplore. 
Oli. Yet come again; for thou perhaps may'ſt move 
That Heart, which now abhors to like his Love, 
| | "3. LIP | | Exennt, 


SCENE II. Olivia, Houſe 


Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian, 


Sir And. No faith, I'll not ſtay a jot longer, 
Sir To. Thy Reaſon, dear Venom, give thy Reſon, 
Fab. You muſt needs yield your Reaſon, Sir Andrew. 
Kir And, Marry, I ſaw your Neice do more Favours to 
the Duke's Serving. man, than ever ſhe beſtow'd upon me, 
I ſaw't i'th' Orchard. | 
8 To. Did ſhe ſee thee the while, old Boy, tell me 
a 2 | | | | 
Sir And. As plain 2s I ſee you now. 
Fab. This was a great Argument of Love in her toward 
ou. | | . 
! Sir Aud. Sight; will you make an Aſs o'me ? 
Fab, I prove it legitimate, Sir, upon the Oaths of Judg- 
ment and Reaſ.n, * 


St 
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Sir To. And they haye been grand Jury-men, ſince before 
Noah was a Sailor. | | 

Fab. She did ſhew Favour to the Youth in your Sight, 
only to exaſperate you, to awake your dormouſe Valour, to 


put Fire in your Heart, and Brimſtone in your Liver, You . 
ſhould then have accoſted her, and with ſome excellent Jeſts, 


fire-new from the Mint, you ſhould have bang'd the Youth 
into Dumbneſs. This was look'd for at your Hand, and 
this was baulke, The double gilt of this Opportunity you 
let Time waſh off, and you are now ſail'd into the North 
of my Lady's Opinion, where you will hang like an I ſickle 
on a Dutchman's Beard, unleſs you do redeem it by ſome 
Attempt, either of Valour or Policy. | 2 

Sir Anl. And't be any way, is muſt be with Valour, ſor 
Policy I hate: I had as lief be a Browniſt, as a Politician. 

Sir To. Why then build me thy Fortunes upon the Baſis 
of Valour, Challenge me the Duke's Youth to fight with 
him, hurt him in eleven Places, my Neice ſhall take Note 
of it, and aſſure thy ſelf, there is no Love-broker in the 
World can more prevail in Mens Commendation with Wo- 
men, than Report of Valour. | 

Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. 

Sir And, Will either of you bear me a Chail.nge to 
him ? 

Sir To. Go, write it in a martial Hand, be curſt and 
brief : it is no matter how witty, ſo it be eloquent, and full 
of Invention; taunt him with the Licenſe of Ink; if thou 
thou'ſt him ſome thrice, it ſhall not be amiſs; and as many 
Lies as will lye in thy Sheet of Paper, although the Sheet 


down, ahd go about it. Let there be Gall enough in thy 
= tho* thou write it with a Gooſe-Pen, no matter: A- 
ut it, 
Sir Au. Where ſhall I find you? 
Sir To. We'll call thee at the Cabiculo: Go. 
EP Exit Sir Andrew. 
Fab. This is a dear Manakin to you, Sir Toby. | 
Sir To. I have been dear to him, Lad, ſome twothouſand 
ſtrong or ſo. FR | | 
Fab, We ſhall have a rare Letter from him; but you'll 
not deliver'r, | 
Sir To. 


were big enough for the Bed of Ware in England, ſet em 
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Sir To, Never truſt me then; and by all means ſtir on the 
Youth to an Anſwer, I think Oxen and Wain-ropes cans 
not hale them together. For Andrew, if he were open'd, 
and you find ſo much Blood in his Liver as will clog the 
Foot of a Flea, I'll eat the reſt of th Anatomy. 

Fab. And his Oppoſite the Youth beats in his Viſage no 
great Preſage of Cruelty, 

Enter Maria, 

Sir To. Look where the youngeſt Wren of mine comes, 

Mar. If you defire the Spleen, and will laugh your 
ſelves into Stitches, follow me; yond gull Malvolio is turn- 
ed Heathen, avery Renegado; for there is no Chriſtian that 
means to be ſav'd by believing rightly, can ever belicve 
ſuch impoſſible Paſſages of Groſſneſs, He's in yellow Stock- 
Ings. - 

Sir To. And Croſs-garter'd? 

Mar. Moſt villanouſly; like a Pedant that keeps a School 
i'th' Church: I have dog'd him like his Murtherer. He 
does obcy every Point of the Letter that I dropt to be- 
tray him; he does ſmile his Face into more Lines than is in 
the new Map, with the Augmentation of the Iudies; you 
have not ſeen ſuch a thing as'tjs ; I can hardly forbearhur- 
ling things at him. I know my Lady will ſtrike him; if ſhe 


do, he'll ſmile, and tak't for a great Favour 


Sir To, Come, bring us, bring us where he is. 
4 [ Excunt» 


SCENE III. The Street. 


| Enter S:baſtian and Anthonio. 

Seb. I would not by my Will have troubled you, 
Bur ſince you make your Plcaſure of your Pains, 

I will no further chide you, 

Ant. I could not ſtay behind you; my Deſire, 
More ſharp than filed Stecl, did ſpur me forth, 
And nat all Love to ſce you, tho fo much 
As might have drawn one to a longer Voyage. 
But Jealouſie, what might befall your Travc}, 
Being skilleſs in theſe Parts; which to a Strange, 
Unguided and unfriended, often prey: | 

Rough 


Ant · 


ough 
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Rough and unhoſpitable, My willing Love, 

The rather by theſe Arguments of Fear 

Set forth in your Purſuit, 

Seb. My kind Anthonio, 

1 can no other Anſwer make, but Thanks: 

But were my Worth, as is my Conſcience firm, 

You ſhould find better Dealing: What's to do? 

Shall we go ſee the Relicks of this Town ? 

Ant, To Morrow, Sir, beſt firſt go ſee your Lodging. 

Seb. 1 am not weary, and 'tis long to Night, 

I pray you let us fatisfie our Eyes 

With the Memorials, and the Things of Fame 

That do renown this City. 

Ant. Would you'ld pardon me: 

I do not without Danger walk theſe Streets. 

Once in a Sea-fight *gainſt the Duke his Gallies, 

I did ſome Service, of ſuch Note indeed, 

That were I ta'en here, it would ſcarce be anſwer'd. 
Seb, Belike you ſlew great Number of his People, 
Ant, Th'Offence is not of ſuch a bloody Nature, 

Albeit the Quality of Time, and Quarrel, 

Might well have given us bloody Argument: 

It might have ſince been anſwer'd in repaying 

What we took from them, which for Traffick's ſake 

Moſt of our City did. Only my ſelf ſtood out, 

For which if I be lapſed in this place 

[ ſhall pay dear. | 
Seb. Do not then walk too open. 

Ant, It doth not fit me: Hold, Sir, here's my Purſe 
In the South Suburbs at the Elephant 
s beſt to lodge: I will beſpeak our Diet, 

Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your Knowledge 

With viewing of the Town, there ſhall you have me. 

Seb, Why I your Purſe? . 

Ant, Haply your Eye (hall light upon ſ-me Toy 
Yeu have deſire to purchaſe; and your Store | 
| think is not for idle Markets, Sir. 

Seb. III be your Purſe-bearer, and leave you 
For an Hour, 

Ani. To th' Elephant, 

Seb, I do remember. Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. Olivia's Houſe. 


Enter Olivia and Maria. 


OL, I have ſent after him; he ſays hell come. 
How ſhall I feaſt him? What beſtow of him? 
For Youth is bought more oft, than begg'd, or borrow'd, 
I ſpeak too loud; where's Malvolio, he is ſad and civil, 
And ſuits well for a Servant with my Fortunes, | 
Where is Malvolio? 

Mar, He's coming, Madam: | 
But in very ſtrange manner. He is ſure poſſeſt, Madam. 

Oli. Why, what's the matter, does he rave? 

Mar. No, Madam, he does nothing but ſmile} your La. 
dyſhip were beſt to have ſome guard about you, if he come, 
for ſure the Man is tainted in's Wits, 

Oli. Go, call him hither, 

Enter Malvalio, 

I am as mad as he, | 
If fad and merry Madneſ; equal be. 

How now, Malvolio? 

Mal. Sweet Lady, ha, ha. [Smile fantaflically, 

Oli. Smil'ſt thou? I ſent for thee upon a ſad Occaſion. 

Mal. Sad Lady, I could be ſad; 

This does make ſome Obſtruction in the Blood ; 
This croſs-gartering, but what of that? | 
If it pleaſe the Eye of one, it is with me as the very true 
Sonner is: Pleaſe one, and pleaſe all. 
CH. Why # how do'ſt thou Man? 
What is the matter with thee? 

Mal. Nor black in my Mind, though yellow in my 
Legs: It did come to his Hands, and Commands hall 
be executed. I think we do know that ſweet Roman Hand. 

Oli. Wilt thou go to Bed, 1alvolio ? 

Mal. To Bed? ay, ſweet Heart; and I'll come to thee. 

Oli. God comfort thee ; why doſt thou ſmile fo, and kiſs 
thy Hard ſo oft ? 

Mur. Hew do you, Malvolio ? 

Mal. At your Requeſt ! 

Yes, Nightingales anſwer Daws. 11 : 
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Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous Boldneſs be. 
fore my Lady? 

Mal. Be not afraid of Greatneſs; *twas well writ, 

Oh. What meaneſt thou by that, Malvelio? 

Mal. Some are born great 

Oli, Ha? 

Mal. Some atchieve Greatneſs——— 

Oli. What ſay'ſt thou? 
Mal. And ſome have Greatneſs thruſt upon them 

Oli, Heav'n reſtore thee. 

Mal. Remember who commended thy Yellow Stockings 

Oli. Thy yellow Stockings? 

Mal. Wiſh'd to ſee thee croſs-garter d—— 

Oli. Croſs-garter'd 

Mal. Go to, thou art made, if thou deſir'ſt to be foe 

Oli. Am 1 made? 

Mal. If not, let me ſee thee a Servant ſtill. 

Oh, Why this is very Midſummer Madneßs. 


Euter Servant. 


Ser. Madam, the young Gentlemen of the Duke Or/7- 
xo's is return'd, I could hardly entreat him back; he attends 
your Lady ſhip's Pleaſure, 

Oli. Vil come to him. 

Go0d Maria, let this Fellow be look'd to. Where's my 
Coulin Toby? let ſome of my People have a ſpecial Care of 
him, I would not have him miſcarry for the Half of my 
Dowry. | MY [ Exit, 

Mal. Oh, ho, do you come near me now? No worſe 
Man than Sir o to look to me! This concurs directly 
with the Letter, (he ſends him on purpoſe that I may ap- 
pear ſtubborn to him; for ſhe incites me to that in the Let» 
ter. Caſt thy humble Slough, ſays ſhe; be oppoſite with 
« Kinſman, forly with Servants, let thy Tongue tang with 
Arguments of State, put thy ſelf into the Trick of Singu- 
larity, and conſequently ſets down the manner how; as a 
lad Face, a reverend Carriage, a ſlow Tongue, in the Habit 
of ſome Sir of Note, and ſo forth. I have lim'd her, but 
it is Fove's doing, and Fove make me thankful; and when 
ſhe went 2way now, let this Fellow be look'd to: Fellow! 
Not Metvelio, nor after my Degree, but Fellow, Why 

. every 
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every thing adheres together, that no Dram of a Scruple, n» 
Scruple of a Scruple; no Obſtacle; no incredulousor unſiſ; 
Circumſtance—— What can be ſaid? Nothing that can be, cas 


come between me, and the full Proſpe&t of my Hopes 
Well ove, not I, is the Doer of this, and he is to be 


thanked, 
Enter Sir Toby, Fabian and Maria. 

Sir To. Which way is he, in the Name of Sanctity? If; 
the Devils in Hell be drawn in little, and Legion himſelf 
poſſeſt him, yet I'll ſpeak to him. 

Fab. Here he is, here he is; how is't with you, Sir? Hoy 
is't with you, Man? 

Mal. Go off, I diſcard you; let me enjoy my privacy: 
Go off. 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the Fiend ſpeaks within him; did 
_ tell you? Sir Toby, my Lady prays you to baveaCue 
of him. 

Mal. Ah ha, does ſhe ſo? 

Sir To. Go to, go to; peace, peace; we muſt deal gently 
with him; let him alone. How do you do, Malvolio? How 
ist with you? What Man, dcfie the Devil; conſider he san 
Enemy to Mankind, | 

Mal. Do you know what you ſay? 

Mar. La you! and you ſpeak ill of the Devil, how he 
takes it at Heart. Pray God he be not bewnch'd, 


Fab. Carry his Water to th' wiſe Woman, F 
Mar. Marry and it ſhall be done to Morrow Morning if 9, 
T live. My Lady would not loſe him for more than Vil Vin 
lay. | F 
Mal. How now, Miſtreſs ? 8 
Mar. O Lord. KY 
Sir To. Prethee hold thy Peace, that is rot the way: Do Jon: 
you not ſee you move him? | F 
Fab. No way but Gentleneſs, gently, gently ; the Fiend is $, 
rough, and will not be roughly us'd. thee 
Sir To. Why how now, my Havock? How doſſ thou, Chuck! F 
- Mal. Sir. | the 
Sir To. Ay Biddy, come with me. What Man, it not for 8 


Gravity to play at Cheiry-pit with Satan. Hang him foul uſes 
Collier. 
Aar. 
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Mar. Get him to ſay his Prayers, good Sir Toby, get him 
to pray. 

144 My Prayers, Minx! 

Mar. No, I warrant you, he will not hear of Godli- 
nels. 


Mal. Go, hang your ſelves all ; you are idle ſhallow 


Things, I am not of your Element, you ſhall know more 
hereafter, Exit. 

Sir To. Is't poſſible ? 

Fab. If this were plaid upon a Stage now, I could con- 
demn it as an unprofitable Fiction. | 

Sir To, His very Genius hath taken the Infection of the 
Device, Man, | 

Mar. Nay, purſue him now, leſt the Device take Air, 
and taint, 

Fab. Why we ſhall make him mad indeed. 

Mar. The Houſe will be the quieter. 

Sir To. Come, we'll have him ina dark Room and bound. 
My Neece is already in the Belief that he's mad; we may 
carry it thus for our Pleaſure and his Penance, till our very 
Paſtime tired out of Breath, prompt us to have Mercy on 
him; at which time we will bring the Device to the Bar, 
and crown thee for the Finder of Madmen; but ſee, but 
lee, 

Enter Sir Andrew, 

Fab, More Matter for a May Morning. 

Sir And, Here's the Challenge, read it: I warrant there's 
Vinegar and Pepper in't. 

Fab. Is't fo lawcy ? 

Sir Aud. Ay, is't? I warrant him: Do but read. 

Sir To, Give me. [ Sir Toby reads. 
Vonth, whatſoever thou art, thou art but a ſcurvy Fellow. 

Fab, Good and valiant. 

Sir To. Wonder not, nor admire in thy Mind why do call 
thee ſo, for I will ſhew thee no Reaſon for t. 
oy A very good Note, that ke eps you from the Blow of 
the Law. 

Sir To. Thou com'ſt to the Lady Olivia, and iu my Sight ſhe 
uſes thee kindly ; but thow lieſt in thy Throat, that is not the 
matter I challenge thee for. 

Fab. Very brief, and excecding good Senſe · leſs. 

| Sir Te. 
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Sir To. I will way-lay thee going home, where if it be thy 
Chance to kill me 

Fab. Good. 

Sir To. Thos kill ſt me like a Rogue and 4 Villain, 

Fab. Still you keep o th' windy Side of the Law: Good. 

Sir To. Fare thee well, and God have mercy upon our Souls; 
he may have mercy upon mine, but my Hope is better, and ſ- 
look to thy ſelf. Thy Friend as thou uſeſt him, and thy ſworn 
Enemy, Andrew Ague-cheek, 

Sir To. If this Letter move him not, his Legs cannot: 
Vil give't him. 

Mar. You may have very fit Occaſion fort: He is nowin 
ſome Commerce with my Lady, and will by and by depart. 

Sir To. Go, Sir Anarew, ſcout me for him at the Corner 
of the Orchard like a Bum- Baily; ſo ſoon as ever thou ſeeſt 
him, draw ; and as thoudraw'ſt, Wear horribly ; for it comes 
to paſs oft, that à terrible Oath, with a ſwaggering Accent 
ſharply twang'd off, gives Manhood more Approbation than 
ever Proof it ſelf would have earn'd him. Away. 

Sir And. Nay, let me alone for ſwearing: | Exit, 

Sir To. Now will not I deliver this Letter; for the Be- 
haviour of the young Gentlenian gives him out to be of 

ood Cipacity and 8 his Imployment between his 

Lord and my Neece, confirms no leſs; therefore, this Let- 
ter being ſo excellently ignorant, will breed no Terror in 
the Youth; he will find that it comes from a Clod- pole. 
But, Sir, I will deliver this Challenge by Word of Mouth; 
ſet upon Agwe-cheek a noble Report of Valour, and 
drive the Gentleman, as I know his Youth will aptly re- 
ceive ir, into a moſt hideous Opinion of his Rage, Skill, 
Fury, and Impetuoſity. This will ſo fright them both, 
that they will kill one another by the Look, like Cockatrices. 


Enter Olivia and Viola. 


Fab, Here he comes with your Neece, give them way 
*ll he take leave, and preſently after him. 
Sir To. I will meditate the while upon ſome horid Meſ- 
ſage for a Challenge. [ Exemmt, 
Oli. I have ſaid too much unto a Heart of Stone, 
And laid mine Honour too unchary orn't, 
There's ſomething in me that reproves my Fault; 


But 


it 


' 
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But ſuch a head-ſtrong potent Fault it is, 
That it but mocks Reproof. 
Vio. With the ſame haviour that your Paſſion bears, 


Goes on my Maſter's Grief. 


Oli. Here, wear this Jewel for me, tis my Picture; 
Refuſe it not, it hath no Tongue to vex you: 
And I beſeech you come again to Morrow. 
What ſhall you ask of me that I'll deny, 
That, Honour ſav'd, may upon asking give? 
Vio. Nothing but this, your true Love for my Maſter; 
Oli. How with mine Honour may I give him that, 
Which I have given to you? 
Vio. I will acquit you, | 
Oli. Well, come again to Morrow: Fare thee well, 
A Fiend like thee might bear my Soul to Hell, Exit, 


Ester Sir Toby and Fabian. 


Sir To. Gentleman, God ſave thee. 

Vio. And you, Sir. | 

Sir To. That Defence thou haſt, betake thee tot; of what 
Nature the Wrongs are thou haſt done him, I know not; but 
thy Intercepter full of Deſpight, bloody as the Hunter, at- 
tends thee at the Orchard End ; diſmount thy Tuck, be 
yare in thy Preparation, for thy Aſſailant is quick, $kilfu], 
and deadly. | 

Vio. You miſtake, Sir, I am ſure no Man hath any Quar- 
rel to me; my Remembrance is very free and clear from any 
Image of Offence done to any Man. 

Sir To. You'll find it otherwiſe, I aſſure you; therefore, if 
you hold your Life at any Price, betake you to your Guard, 
for your Oppoſite hath in him, what Youth, Strength, Skill, 
and Wrath can furniſh a Man withdl. 

Vio. I pray you, Sir, what is he? 

Sir To. He is Knight dubb'd with unhatch'd Rapier, and 
on Carpet Conſideration, but he is a Devil in private 
Brawl; Souls and Bodies hath he divorc'd three; and his 
Icenſement at this Moment is ſo implacable, that Satisſacti- 
on can be none but by Pangs of Death and Sepulcher: Hob, 
nod, is his Word; pive't or takt. % 

Vie, I will return again into the Houſe, and deſire ſome 
Conduct of the Lady, I am no fighter. I have heard of 

Vo f. II. "1 | ſome 
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ſome kind of Men, that put Quarrels purpoſely on others MW 1. 
to taſte their Valour : Belike this is a Man of that Quirk, vi 
Sir To. Sir, no: His Indignation drives it ſelf out of: 
very competent Injwy, therefore get you on, and give hin Sh 
his Deſire. Back you ſhall not to the Houſe, unleſs you under. WE m 
take that with me, which with as much ſafety you might 
anſwer him; therefore on, or ſtrip your Sword ſtark naked; I þ 
for meddle you muſt, that's certain, or forlwear to weir hin 
Iron about you. ; 
Vio. This is as uncivil as ſtrange. I beſeech you do me loo 


this courteous Office, as to know of the Knight what my 
Offence to him is: It is ſomething of my Negligence, no- for 


thing of my Purpoſe, Qu 
Sir To. I will do ſo, Signior Fabian, ſtay you by this Gen- the 
Veman *rill my Return. Exit Sir Toby, he 1 
No. Pray you, Sir, do you know of this matter? J 
Fab. I know the Knignt is incens'd againſt you, even to tel 
a mortal Arbitrement, but nothing of the Circumſtance more, F 
Vio. I beſeech you what manner of Man is he? 5 


Fab. Nothing of that wonderful Promiſe to read him by tlem 
hs Form, as you are like to find him in the Proof ef lis he c 
Valour. He is indeed, Sir, the moſt kilful, bloody, and f- 25 he 
tal Oppoſite that you could poſſibly have found in any pat MW Con 
of liyria: Will you walk towards him ? I will make your Si 
Peace with him it I can, 

Hs. I (hall be much bound to you for't: IT am one that 7 
had rather go with Sir Prieſt than Sir Knight: I care not 


who knows ſo much of my Mettle. Ertan. *. 
Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. it 1 n 
Sir To. Why Man, he's a very Devil, I have rot fea _ 
ſuch a Virago: I had a Paſs with him, Rapier, Scabbard ad Than 
all; and he gives me the Stuck in with ſuch a mortal M * 
tion, that it is inevitable; and on the Anſwer, he pays 0 
as ſurely as your Feet hit the Ground they ſtep on. Ih. Fu 
ſay, he has been Fencer to the Sophy. Sir 
Sir And. Pox on't, III not meddle with him. 7 
Sir To, Ay, bur he will not now be pacified, | 
Fabian can ſcarce hold him, | Sy 


Sir And. Plague or't, and I thought he had been val ok 
ant, and ſo cunning, in Fence, I'd have ſeen him dam" d | rk 
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| I'd have challeng'd him. Let him let the matter ſlip, and 


Vil give him my Horſe, grey Capilet. 


Sir To, I'll make the Motion; ſtand here, make a good 


Shew on't, this ſhall end without the Perdition of Souls; 
marry Fl ride your Horſe as well as I ride you. 

Enter Fabian and Viola. 
I have his Horſe to take up the Quarrel, I have perſuaded 
him the Youth's a Devil. [ To Fabian. 

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him; and pants and 
looks pale, as if a Bear were at his Heels. 

Sir To. There's no Remedy, Sir, he will fight with you 
for's Oath ſake: Marry he hath better bethought him of his 
Quarrel, and he finds that now ſcarce to be worth talking of; 
therefore draw for the Supportance of his Vow, he protelts 
he will not hurt you. 

Vio. Pray God defend me; a little thing would make me 
tell them how much I lack of a Man. 

Fab. Give Ground if you ſee him furious, 

Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew, there's no Remedy; the Gen- 
tleman will for his Honour's fake have one bout with you; 
he cannot by the Duello avoid it; but he has promis'd me, 
25 he is a Gentleman and a Soldier, he will not hurt you. 
Come on, to't. | They draw. 

Sir And, Pray God he keep his Oath. 

Enter Antonio. 

Vio. T do aſſure you tis againſt my Will. 

Ant, Put up your Sword; if this young Gentleman 
Have done offence, I take the Fault on me; 
If you offend him, I for him defe you. 

Sir To. You, Sir? Why, what are you? 

Ant, One, Sir, that for his Love dates yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 

Sr To, Nay, if you be an Undertaker, lam for you. | Draws, 

Enter Officers, | 

Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold; here come the Officers, 

Sir To, F'll be with you anon. 

Vio. Pray, Sir, put yeur Sword up if you pleaſe, - 

| | [ To Sir Andrew, 

Sir Aud, Marry will I, Sir; and for that I promis'd you 

I'll be as good as my Word. He will bear you eaſily, and 


reins well, 
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1 Off This is the Man, do thy Office. 


2 Off. Authonio, I arreſt thee at the Suit of Duke Oro. 


Ant. You miſtake me, Sir. 


x Off No, Sir, no Jot; I know your Favour well; 


Tho' now you have no Sea-cap on your Head. 
Take him away, he knows I krow him well. 


Ant. I muſt obey. This comes with ſeeking you; 


But there's no Remedy. I ſhall anſwer it. 
What will you do? Now my Ncceſhty 
Makes me to ask you for my Purſ-, It grieves me 
Much more; for what I cannot do for you, 
Than what befalls my ſelf: You ſtand amaz'd, 
But be of Comfort, 

2 Off. Come, Sir, away. | 

Ant. I muſt, intreat of you ſome of that Mony. 

Vio. What Mony, Sir? 
For the fair Kindneſs you have ſhew'd me here, 
And part being prompred hy your preſent Trouble, 
Out of my lean and low Ability 
I'll lend pou ſomething; my having is not much, 
I'll make Diviſion of my Preſent with you: 
Hold, there's half my Coffer. 

Ant. Will you deny me now? 
Is: poſſible, that my Deſerts to you 
Can lack Perſuaſion? Do not tempt my Miſery, 
Leſt that it make me ſo unſound a Man, 
As to upbraid you with thoſe Kindneſles 
That I have done for you, 

Vio. I know of none, 
Nor know I you by Voice, or any Feature. 
J hate Ingratitude more in a Man, 
Than Lying, Vainneſs, Babling Drunkenneſs, 
Or any Taint of Vice, whoſe ſtrong Corruption 
Inhabits our frail Blood. 

Ant. Oh Heav'ns themfelves! 

2 Cf. Come, Sir, I pray you go. 


Ant. Let me {peak a little, This Yonth that you ſce here, 


I ſnarcht one Halt out of the Jaws of Death, 
Reliev'd him with ſuch Sanctity of Love, 

And to his Image, which methought did promiſe 
Moſt venerable Worth, did I Devotion. 
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1 Of, What's that to us, the Time goes by; away. 
Ant, But oh, how vild an Idol proves this God! 
Thou haſt, Sebaſtian, done good Feature (ſhame, 
In Nature there's no Blemiſh but the Mind: 
None can be call'd Deform'd but the Unkind. 
Virtue is Beauty, but the beauteous Evil 
Are empty Trunks, o'er-flouriſh'd by the Devil. 
1 Of. The Man grows mad, away with him: 
Come, come, Sir, 
Ant, Lead me on, . Exit. 
Vio. Methinks his Words do from ſuch Paſſion fly, 
That he believes himſelf, ſo do not I: 
Prove true Imagination, oh prove true, 
That I, dear Brother, be now ta'en for you. 
Sir To. Come hither, Knight, come hither, Fabian; we'll 
whiſper o'er a Coupler or two of moſt ſage Saws. | 
Vio. He nam'd Sebaſtian; I my Brother know 
Yet living in my Glaſs; even ſuch, and fo 
Ia favour was my Brother, and he went 
Still in this Faſhion, Colour, Ornament, 
For him I imitate: Oh if it prove. 
Tempeſts are kind, and ſalt Waves freſh in Love, | Exit. 
Sir To. A very diſhoneſt paltry Boy, and more a Coward 
than a Hare; his Diſhoneſty appears in leaving his Friend 
here in Neceſſity, and denying him; and for his Coward- 
ſhip ask Fabian. 
Fab, A Coward, a moſt devout Coward, religious in 
It, | 
Sir And, Slid I'll after him again, and beat him. 
Sir To, Do, cuff him ſoundly, but never thy Sword. 
Sir And, And I do not. 
Fab, Come, let's ſee the Event, 
Sir To, I dare lay any Mony 'twill be nothing yet. 
| | Exeunt, 
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SCENE the Street, S 

S, 

Enter S:baſtian and Clou. 1 

Clo, ILL you make me believe that I am not ſent fo Can 
w you? 4 
Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a fooliſh Fellow, * 


Let me be clear of thee. 3 
Clo. Well held out i'faith: No, I do not know you, nor two 
I am not ſent to you by my Lady, to bid you come ſpeak 


with her; nor your Name is not Maſter Ceſario, nor this O 
is not my Noſe neither; nothing that is fo, is ſo. 5 
Seb. 1 prethee vent thy Folly ſome here elſe, thou know ſt . 
not me. | 
Clo, Vent my Folly! He has heard that Word of ſome Whe 
great Man, and now applies it to a Fool. Vent my Polly / I * 


am afraid this great Lubber the World will prove a Cock- 
ney: I prithee now ungird thy Strangeneſs, and tell me what 
I ſhall vent to my Lady; ſhall I vent to her that thou art 
coming? 

Seb. I prethee fooliſh Greek depart from me, there's Mony 
for thee, If you tarry longer I ſhall give worſe Pay- 
ment. 

Clo. By my Troth thou haſt an open Hand; theſe wiſe 
Men that give Fools Mony, get themſelves a good Report 
after fourteen Years Purchaſe, | 


Euter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian. 
Sir And. Now, Sir, have I met you again? There's for 


you. [ Striking Scbaſtiar, 
Seb. Why there's ſor thee, and there, ard there: Areal 
the People mad ? [ Beating Sir Al dreu. 


Sir To. Hold, Sis, or I'll throw your Dagger oer che 
Houſe. | 

Clo. This will I tell my Lady trait: I would not be 
in ſome of your Coats for wo pcuce. | Exit Clown, 


Sir 20. Come on, Sir, hold. [Hol ding Sebaſtiun. M 
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Sir And, Nay, let him alone, I'll go anether way to work 
with him; I'll have an Action of Battery againit him, if 
there be any Law in /{hria; tho? I ſtruck him firſt, 
Yet it's no matter for that, 

Seb, Let go thy Hand, | b 

Sir To. Come, Sir, I will not let you go. Come my 
young Soldier, put up your Iron; you are well fleſh'd: 
Come on. 

Seb. I will be free from thee. What would'ſt thou now? 
If thou dar'ſt tempt me further, draw thy Sword. 

Sir To. What, what ? Nay then I muſt have an Ounceor 


two of this malapert Blood from you. | They araw and; fight. 


Enter Olivia. 

Oli. Hold, Toby, on thy Lite I charge thee hold. 

Sir To. Madam. | 

Oli. Will it be ever thus? Ungracious Wretch, 
Fit for the Mountains and the baroarous Caves, 
Where Manners ne'er were preach'd : Out of my Sight, 
Be not offended, dear, Ceſario. 
Rudesby be gone, I prethee, gentle Friend, 

Exeunt Sir Toby and Sir Andrew, 

Let thy fair Wiſdom, not thy Paſſion ſway 
In this uncivil and unjuſt Extent 
Againſt thy Peace. Go with me to my Houſe, 
And hear thou there, how many fruitleſs Pranks 
This Rufhan hath botch'd up, that thou thereby 
May'ſt ſmile at this: Thou ſhall not chuſe but go: 
Do not deny, beſhrew his Soul for me, 
He ſtarted one poor Heart of mine in thee. 

Seb, What Reliſh is in this? How runs the Stream ? 
Or 1 am mad, or elſe this is a Dream. 
Let Fancy ſtill my Senſe in Lethe ſteep, 
If it be thus to dream, ſtill let me ſleep. 


O. Nay come I prethee, would thoud'ſt be rul d by me. 5 


Seb. Madam, I will. 
Oli, O ſay fo, and fo be. [LExeunt. 


SCENE II. Olivia“? Houſe, 


Enter Maria and Clown, 


Mar. Nay, I prethee put on this Gown and this Beard 
mace him believe thou art Sir[Topar the Curate; do it quickly. 
Pl call Sir 7oby the whilſt, Dd 4 C's, 
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Clo, Well, I'll put it on, and I will diſſemble my ſelf in't; 
and I would I were the fiſt that ever diſſembled in ſuch 2 
. Gown. I am not tall enough to become the Function well, 
nor lean enough to be thought a good Student; but to be 
ſaid an honeſt Man, and a good Houſckeeper, goes as fairly 
as to lay, a careful Man and a great Scholar. The Comp.- 
titors enter. 
| Enter Sir Toby, 

Sir To. Fove bleſs thee, Mr. Parſon, | 

C/o. Bonos dies, Sir Toby; for as the old Hermit of Prague, 
that never law Pen and Iuk, very wittily ſaid to a Neece of 
King Gorbodack, that that is, is; ſo I being Mr. Parſon, am 
Mr. Parſon; for what is that, but that? and is, but is? 

Sir To. To him, Sir Topas. 

Clo. What hoa, I ſay, Peace in this Priſon. 

Sir To. I he Knave counterfeits well; a good Knave, 

| [ Malvolio with in 
Mal. Who calls there ? 
Clo. Sir Topas the Curate, who comes to viſit Aalvolio the 
Lunarick, 

Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas goto my Lady, 

Clo. Out hyperbolical Fiend, how vexeſt thou this Man? 
Talkeſt thou nothing but of Ladies? 

Sir To, Well ſaid, Mr. Parſon. 

Mal. Sir Topas, never was Man thus wrong'd, good Sir 
Topas do not think I am mad; they have laid me here in 
hideous Darkneſs, + 

Clo. Fie, thou diſhoneſt Sathan; I call thee by the moſt 
modeſt Terms, for I am one of thoſe gentle ones that will 
uſe the Devil himſelf with Curtefie + Say'ſt thou that Houſe 
is dark ? 

Mal. As Hell, Sir Topas. 

Clo, Way it hath bay Windows tranſparant as Barica- 
does, and the clear Stones towards the South North, arc 35 
luſt: cus as Ebony; and yet complaineſt thau of ObſtruRion? 

AL, I am not mad, Sir Topas, 1 ſay . this Houſe 
is dark. 

Clo. Mad- man, thou erreſt; I ſay there is no Darkneſs 
but Ignorance, in which thou art more puzzel'd than the 
Egyptians in their Fogg. 4 

A 


What you will. 873 


Mal. I ſay this Houle is as dark as Tgnorance, though 
Ignorance were as dark as Hell; aud I ſay there was never 
Man thus abus'd, I am no more mad than you ae, make 
the trial of it in any conſtant Queſtion. 

Clo. What is the Opinion of Pythagoras, concerning 
Wild-foul ? 8 | 

Mal. That the Soul of our Grandam might happily in 
habit a Bird, | 

Clo. What think'ſt thou of his Opinion? 

Mal. I think nobly of the Soul, and no way approve his 
Opinion, 

Clo. Fare thee well: Remain thou till in Darkneſs, thou 
ſhalt hold th' Opinion of Pythagoras, Cer Iwill allow of thy 
Wis, and fear to kill a Woodcock, leſt thou diſpoſſeſs the 
Houſe of thy Grandam. Fare thee well. # 

Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas. 

Sir To, My moſt exquiſite Sir Topas. 

Clo. Nay, I am for all Waters. 

Mar. T hou might'ſt have done this without thy Beard 
and Gown, he ſces thee not. 
dy, Sir To, To him in thine own Voice, and bring me word 
4,2 bo thou find'ſt him: I would we were all rid of this Knave- 

ry. If he may be conveniently deliver'd, I would he were, 4 
for I am now ſo far in offence with my Neice, that I can- 
cir WI not purſue with any Safety this Sport to the upſhot. Come 


Clo, Hey Robin, jolly Robin, tell me how my Lady does. 
noſt ( Singing, . 
will Mal, Fool. 
zule Clo. My Lady is unkind, perdie. 

Mal. Fool. 


Clo. Alas, why is ſhe ſo? 
Mal. Fool, I fay. 


1C2* 
„. She loves another Who calle, ha? 
* Mal. Good Fool, as ever thou wilt deſerve well at my 


uſe hand, help me to a Cancle, and Pen, Ink, and Paper ; as I 
am 2 Gentleman, I will live to be thankful to thee fort. 


nels Clo, Mr. Malvolio! 
the Mal. Ay, good Fool, 

Cls. Alzs, Sir, how fell you beſides your five Wits ? 
Mal: Mal. Fool, there was never Man ſo notoriouſly abus'd; 


Iam as well in my Wits, Fool, as thou art. Clo, 
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Clo. But as well! then thou art mad indeed, if you beno 
better in your Wits than a Fool. | 
Mal. They have here propertied me; keep me in datk. 
neſs, ſend Miniſters to me, Aſſes, and do all they can to 
face me out of my Wits | ; Seb 
Clo. Adviſe you what you fay : The Miniſter is here, This 
Malvolio, Malvolio, thy Wits the Heav'ns reſtore: Ender And 


your thy ſelf to ſleep, and leave thy vain bibble babble, Yet * 
Mal. Sir Topas. I cou 
Clo. Maintain no Words with him, good Fellow. Yett 

Who I, Sir, not I, Sir. God buy you, good Sir Topas: That 

Marry Amen. I will, Sir, I will, Sir. His 
Mal. Fool, Fool, Fool, I ſay. For t 


Co. Alas, Sir, be patient. What ſay you, Sir, I am ſuert I That 
for ſpeaking to you. . 
Mal. Good Fool, help me to ſome Light, and ſome So fa 
Paper; I tell thee I am 2s well in my Wits, as any Man in That 
Ilhyria. And 
Clo, Well-a-day that you were, Sir. To x 
Mal. By this Hand I am: Good Fool, ſome Ink, Paper Or « 

and Light; and convey what I will ſet down to my Lady: She 
It ſhall advantage thee more, than ever the bearing of Lut- Take 


ter did. Wit] 
Clo, I will help you to't. But tell me true, are you rot ASI 
mad indeed, or do you but counterleit ? That 


Mal. Believe me, I am not, I tell thee true. 
Clo. Nay, I'll ne'er believe a Mad-man ttill I ſee his Brains. 0 


T will fetch you Light, and Paper, and Ink, Now 
Mal. Fool, I'll requite it in the higheſt degree; Into 

I prethee be gone. | | And 
Clo. I am gone, Sir, and anon, Sir, | Singing. Pligl 
['ll be with you again That 

[na trice, like to the old Vice, May 
Dur Need to ſuſtain. Whi 

Who with Dagger of Lath, in his Rage and his ral, Wh 
Cries ah, ah, to the Devil : Acce 

Like a mad Lad, pair thy Nails, Dad, Se 
Adieu, good Man Devil, Exit. 1 

That 
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Enter Sebaſtian. 


Seb. This is the Air, that is the glorious Sun, 
here. This Pearl ſhe gaveane, I do feel't and ſee t. 
de. And though 'tis wonder that en wraps me thus, 
: Yet 'tis not madneſs. Where's Anthonio then? 
I could not find him at the Elephant, 
Yet there he was, and there I found this Credit, 
p41: That he did range the Town to ſeek me out. 
His Counſel now might do me golden Service, 
For tho' my Soul diſputes well with my Senſe, 
nett That this may be ſome Error, but no Madneſs 
Yet doth this Accident and Flood of Fortune, 9 
ome So far exceed all Inſtance, all Diſcourſe, 
au in That I am ready to diſtruſt mine Eyes, 
And wrangle with my Reaſon that perſuades me 
To any other Truſt, but that 1 am mad, 
Paper WM Or elle the Lady's mad; yet if "twere fo, 
ady: She could not {way her Houſ:, command her Followers, 
Lit- WM Take, and give back Affairs, and their diſpatch, nt 
With ſuch a ſmooth, diſcreet, and ſtable-bearing x 
ret! As I perceive ſhe does: There's ſomething in't | 
That is deceivable. But here the Lady comes. 
Enter Olivia and Prieſt, 
rains, Oli. Blame not this haſte of mine: It you mean well, 
Now go with me, and with this holy Man 
Into the Chantry by; there before him, 
And underneath that conſecrated Roof, 
ins, plight me the full aſſurance of your Faith, 
That my moſt jealous and too doubtful Soul 
May live at Peace, He ſhall conceal it, 
Whiles you are willing it ſhall come to note, 
rah, Whit time we will our Celebration keep 
According to my Birth, What do you ſay? 
Seb. I'll follow this good Man, and go with you, 
Exit And having ſworn Truth, ever will be true. 
| Oli. Then lead the way, good Father, and Heav'n fo ſhine, 
That they may fairly note this Act of mine, [ Excunt. 
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Enter Clown and Fabian. | wich 

Fab. OW, as thou lov'ſt me, let me ſee this Letter, Bou 
Cr. Good Mr. Fabian, grant me another Requeſt. 7 

Fab. Any thing. gain 
Clo. Do not deſire to ſee this Letter. my « 
Fab. This is to give a Dog. and in recompence deſite WM ſay, 


my Dog again. 
Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and Lords. 
Duke. Belong you to the Lady Olivia, Friends 
Clo. Ay, Sir, we are ſome of her Trappings. 
Date. I know thee well; how doſt thou, my goed 


Fellow? 
Clo. Truly, Sir, the better for my Focs, and the worſe 


for my Friends. 

Duke. Juſt the contrary; the better for thy Friends. 

Clo. No, Sir, the worſe. 

Dube How can that be? | 

Clo. Marry, Sir, they praiſe me, and make an Aſsof me; 
now my Foes tell me plainly, I am an Als: So that by my 
Foes, Sir, I profit in the Knowledge of my ſelf, and by my 
Friends I am abuſed : So that Concluſions to be as Kiſſes, if 
your four Negatives make your two Affirmatives, why then 
the worſe for my Friends, and the better for my Foes. 

Duke. Why this is exeellent. 

Clo. By my troth, Sir, no; tho? it pleaſe you to be one 
of my Friend. 

Duke. Thou ſhall not be the worſe for me, there's Gold. 

Clo. But that it would be doublc-dealing, Sir, I would 
could make it another, 

Duke. O you give me ill Counſel. 

Clo. Put your Grace in your Pocket, Sir, for this once, 
and let your Fleth and Blood obey it. 

Duke, Well, I will be ſo much a Sinner to be a doublc- 
dcaler : There's another. 

Clo. Primo, Secunds, Tertio, is a good Play, and the old 
ſaying is, the thid pays for all: The triplex, Sir, is a good 

ripping 


r. 
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tripping Meaſure, or the Bells of St. Bennet, Sir, may put 
you in mind, one, two, three. 

Dube. You can fool no more Mony out of me at this 
throw : If you will let your Lady know I am here to ſpeak 
with her, and bring her along with you, it may awake my 
Bounty further, * 

Clo. Marry, Sir, lullaby to your Bounty till I come a- 
gain. I go, Sir, but I would not have you to think, that 
my deſire of having is the (in of Covetouſneſs; but, as you 
ſay, Sir, let your Bounty take a Nap, I will awake it anon. 

[ Exit Clown. 
Enter Antonio and Officers. 
No. Here comes the Man, Sir, that did reſcue me. 
Dake. That Face of his I do remember well; 
Yet when I ſaw it laſt, it was beſmear'd 
As black as Vulcan, in the ſmoak of War: 
A bawbling Veſſel was he Caprain of, 
For ſhallow Draught and Bulk unprizable, 
With which ſuch ſcathful Grapple did he make, 
With the moſt noble Bottom of our Fleet, 
That very Envy, and the Tongue of Loſs 
Cry'd Fame and Honour on him. What's the matter ? 

1 Offi, Orſino, this is that Antonio 
That took the Phenix and her Fraught from Candy, 
And this is he that did the Tiger board, 

When your young Nephew fins loft his Leg: 
Here in the Streets, deſperate of Shame and State, 
In private Brabble did we apprehend him. 

Vio. He did me kindneſs, Sir; drew on my fide, 
But in concluſion put ſtrange Speech upon me, 

I krow not what 'twas, but Diſtract ion. 

Dake, Notable Pirate, thou ſalt Water Thief, 
What tooliſh Boldneſs brought thee to their Mercies, 
Whom thou in Terms ſo blocdy, and ſo dear 
Haſt made thine Enemies ? 

Ant. Orſino: Noble Sir, 

Be pleas'd, that I ſhake off theſe Names you give me: 
Antonio never yet was Thicf, or Pirate; 
Though I confeſs, on baſe and groud enough, 
Or/ino's Enemy. A Witchcraft drew me hither: 
That moſt ungrateful Boy, there by your Side, 
From the rude Seas enrag'd and foawy Mouth 

| Did 
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Did I redeem; a wrack paſt Hope he was: 
His Life I gave him, and did thereto add 
My Love without Retention, or Reſtraint; 
All this in Dedication. For his Sake, 
Did I expoſe my ſelf (pure for his Love) 
Into the Danger of this adverſe Town, 
Drew to defe d him, when he was beſet ; 
Where being apprehended, his falſe Cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me in Danger) 
Taught him to face me out of his Acquaintance, 
And grew a twenty Years removed thing, 
While one would wink; deny'd me mine own Purſe, 
Which I had recommended to his uſe, 
Not half an Hour before. 
Vio. How can this be? | 
Dube. When came he to this Town ? 
Ant, To Day, my Lord; and for three Months before, 
No Interim, not a minute's Vacancy, 
Both Day and Night did we keep Company. 
Enter Olivia and dttendants. 
— Here comes the Counteſs; now Heav'n walks on 
Earth; . 
But for thee, Fellow; Fellow, thy Words are Madneſs, 
Three Moath' this Youth hath tended upon me; 
But more of that anon. Take him aſide. 
Oli. What would my Lord, but that he may not have, 
Wherein Olivia may ſ:em ſerviceable ? 
Coſario, you do not keep Promiſe with me. 
Vio. Madam. 
Duke. Gracious Olivia. 
Oli. What do you ſay, Ceſario? Good my Lord-— 
Vio. My Lord would ſpeak, my Duty huſhes me. 
Oli. If it be ought to the old Tune my Lord, 
It is as fat and fulſome to mine Ear, 
As howling ofter Muſick, 
Dake. Still fo cruel? 
Oli. Still ſo conſtant, my Lord. 
Dake. What to perverſneſs? you uncivil Lady, 
To whoſe ingrate, and unauſpicious Altars, 
My Soul the faithfull'ſt Offerings have breath'd out 


That e er Devotion tender d. What ſhall I do? * 
4 ho 


ore, 
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Oli. Even when it pleaſe my Lord, that ſhall become him. 
Duke. Why ſhould I not, had I the Heart to do it, 
Like to the Egyprias Thief, at point of Death 
Kill what I love? a ſavage Jealouſie, 
That ſomerime favours nobly ; but hear me this: 
Since you to Non-Regardance caſt my Faith, 
And that I partly know the Inſtrument 
That Terews me from my true Place in your Favour : 
Live you the Marble-breaſted Tyrant ſtill. 
But this your Minton, whom I kiow you love, 
And whom, by Heav'n, I ſwear, I tender dearly, 
Him will I tear out of that cruel Eye, 
Where he fits crowned in his Maſter's Spight. 
Come Boy with me, my Thoughts are ripe in Miſchief: 
P'llfacrifice the Lamb that I do love. 
To ſpight a Raven's Heart within a Dove, 
Vio. And I moſt jocond, apt, and willingly, 
To do you Reſt a thouſand Deaths would die. 
Oli. Where goes Ceſario? 
Lio. After him I love, 
More than I love theſe Eyes, more than my Life, 
More by all mores, than cer I ſhall love Wife, 
If I do feign, you Witneſſes above 
Puniſh my Life, for tainting of my Love, 
Oli. Ay me, deteſted, how am I bepuil'd ? 
Vio. Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong? 
Oli. Haſt thou forgot thy ſelf ? Is it fo long? 
Call for the holy Father, 
Duke, Come, away. 
Oli. Whither, my Lord? Cæſario, Husband, ſtay. 
Duke. Husband ? 
Oli. Ay, Husband; can he that deny? 
Dake. Her Husband, Sirrah ? 
Vio. No my Lord, not I. 
Oli. Alas, it is the Baſeneſs of thy Fear, 
That makes thee ſtrangle thy Propriety : 
Fear not Ceſario, take thy Fortures up, 
Be that thou know'ſt thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear ſt. 
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Enter Prieſt. 
O welcome, Father. 
Father, I charge thee by thy Reverence 
Here to unfold, tho' lately we intended 
To keep in Darkneſs, what occaſion now 

Reveals before tis ripe ; what thou doſt know 
Hath newly paſt between this Youth and me. 

Prieſt. A Contract of eternal Bond of Love, 
Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your Hands, 
Atteſted by the holy cloſe of Lips, 
Strengthned by enterchangement of your Rings, 
And all the Ceremony of this Compact 
Seal'd in my Function, by my Teſtimony: 
vince when, my Watch hath told me, toward my Grave 
I have travell'd but two Hours. 

Duke. O thou diſſembling Cub; what wilt thou be 
When Time hath ſow'd a grizzel on thy Caſe? 
Or will rot elſe thy Craft ſo quickly grow, 
That thine own Trip ſhall be thine overthrow ? 
Fare yel, and take her, but direct thy Feet, 
Where thou and I, henceforth, may. never meet. 

Vio. My Lord, I do proteſt —— 

Oli. O do not ſwear, 
How little Faith, tho? thou haſt too much Fear. 

Enter Sir Andrew with his Head broke. 


Sir And, For the Love of God a Surgeon, and one pre- 


ſently to Sir Toby. 
Oli. What's the matter? 


Sir And. H'as broke my Head a- croſe, and given Sir 7c 
a bloody Coxcomb too: For the Love of God your help, 


I had rather than forty Pound I were at home, 
Oli. Who has done this, Sir Andrew? 


Sir And. The Count's Gentlemen, one Ceſario; we took 


him fer a Coward, but he's the very Devil incarnate. 
Duke. My Gentleman Ceſario ? 


Sir And, Od's lifelings, here he is: You broke my Head 
for nothing, and that that I did, I was ſct on to dot b 


Sir Toby. 
Vie. Why do you ſpeak to me, I never hurt you: 


You drew your Sword upon me without Caule, 


But I beſpeake you fair, and hurt you not. Enter 


» pre- 


Toby 
help, 


> took 
Head 


't by 


Enie / 


me: I think you ſet nothing by a bloody Coxcomb. Here 
comes Sir Toby halting, you ſhall hear more; but if he had 


not been in drink, he would have tickled you other-gates 
than he did, 


on't; Sot, didſt thou fee Dick Surgeon, Sot ? 


What you will. 


Enter Sir Toby and Clown. 
Sir And. If a bloody Coxcomb be a hurt, you have hurt 
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Dube. How now, Gentleman ? how is't with you? 
Sir To. That's all one, ha's hurt me, and there's an end 


Clo. O he's drunk, Sir, above an hour agone; his Eyes 
were ſet at eight 'th* Morning. 

Sir To, Then he's a Rogue aſter a paſſy meaſures Pavin : 
I hate a drunken Rogue. 


f Oli. Away with him? Who hath made this havock with 
them? 


rod I'll help you, Sir Toby, becauſe we'll be dreſt 
together. 
Sir To. Will you help an Aſs-head, and a Coxcomb, and a 
Krave, a thin fac'd Knave, a Gull? [ Exe. Co. To. & And. 
Oli. Get him to Bed, and let his hurt be look'd to. 
Enter Sebaſtian. . 
Seb. I am ſorry, Madam, I have hurt your Kinſman: 
But had it been the Brother of my Blood, 
I muſt have done no leſs with Wit and Safety. 
You throw a ſtrange regard upon me, and by that 
do perceive it hath offended you; 
Pardon me, {weet one, even for the Vows 
We made each other, but fo late ago. ; 
Dube. One Face, one Voice, one Habit, and two Perſons, 
A natural Perſpective, that is, and is not. 
Seb. Antonio, O my dear Antonio! 
How have the hours rack d and tortur'd me, 
Since J have loſt thee? 
Ant, Sebaſtian are you? 
Seb. Fear'd thou that, Antonio? 
Ant. How have you made Diviſion of your felt, 
An Apple cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than theſe two Creatures, Which is Sebaſtian! 
Oli, Moſt wonderful ! 
Seb. Do I ſand there? I never had a Brother: 
Nor can there be 2 Deity in my Nature 
Vo. II. E e Of 
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Of here and every where. I had a Siſter, 
Whom the blind Waves and Surges have devour'd: 
Of Charity, what kin are you to me? [To Vioh, 
What Countryman? what Name? what Parentage ? 
Vie. Of Meſſaline; Sebaſtian was my Father, 
Such a Sebaſtian was my Brother too: 
So went he ſuited to his watery Tomb. 
If Spirits can aſſume both Form and Suit, 
You come to fright us. 

Seb. A Spirit I am indeed, 
But am in that Dimenſion groſly clad, 
Which from the Womb I did participate. 
Were you a Woman, as the reſt go even, 
T ſhould my Tears let fall upon your Cheek, 
And ſay, thrice welcome drowned Viola. 


Vio. My Father had a Moal upon his Brow. A m 
Seb. And ſo had mine. Fron 
Vio. Aud dy'd that day when Vola from her Birth How 
Had numbred thirteen Years. Cl 
Seb. O that Record is lively in my Soul, 45 Wi 
He finiſhed indeed his mortal Act to ye 
That day that made my Siſter thirteen Years. 28 4 1 
No. If nothing letts to make us happy both, wher 
But this my Maſculine uſurp'd Attire; 77 
Do not Embrace me, *till each Circumſtance C 
Of Place, Time, Fortune, do cohere and jump vers | 
That I am Viola; which to confirm, 77 
I'll bring you a Captain in this Town Cl, 
Where lye my Maiden Weeds; by whoſe gentle help Lady 
I was preſerv'd to ferve this Noble Duke, Vox. 
All the Occurrence of my Fortune ſince Ol, 
Hath been between this Lady, and this Lord. ; Cl, 
Seb. So comes i-, Lady, you have been miſtook: [To Oli. to re 
But Nature to her Bias dre in that. car, 
You would have been contracted to a Maid, Ol, 
Nor are you therein, by my Life, deceiv'd, Fa 
You are betroth'd both to a Maid and Man. the I 
Dake. Be not amaz'd, right Noble is his Blood: neſs, 
Tf this be fo, as yet the Glaſs ſeems true, | 777 
T ſhall have ſh in this moſt happy Wreck. Own J 


Boy, thou haſt ſaid to me a thouſand times, [ To keg the 1 
| U 
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Thou never ſhould'ſt love Woman like to me. 
| Vio. And all thoſe ſayings will I over-ſwear, 
a. And all thoſe ſwearings keep as true in Soul, 
As doth that orbed Continent, the Fire, 
That ſevers Day from Night. 
Dake. Give me thy Hand, 
And let me ſee thee in thy Woman's Weeds. 

Vio. The Captain that did bring me firſt on Shore, 
Hath my Maids Garments: He upon ſome Action 
Is now in Durance, at Malvolio's Suit, 

A Gentleman and Follower of my Lady's. 

Oli. He ſhall enlarge him: Fetch Aalvolio hither, 
And yet alas, now I remember me, 

They ſay, poor Gentleman, he's much diſtract, 
Enter the Clawn with a Letter, and Fabian, 

A moſt exacting Frenzy of mine own, 

From my remembrance clearly baniſh'd his. 

How does he, Sirrah ? 

Clo, Truly, Madam, he holds Belxebub at the Staves end 
a5 well as a Man in his Caſe may do: H'as here writ a Letter 
to you, I ſhould have given't you to day Morning, But 
25 a wad Man's Epiſtles are no Goſpels, ſo it skills not much 
when they are deliver'd. 

Oli. Open't and read it. i 
Clo. Look then to be well edify'd, when the Fool deli- 
vers the Mad-man By the Lord, Madam. [ Reads. 

Oli. How now, art thou mad? 

Clo, No, Madam, I do but read Madneſ.: And your 
Ladyſhip will have it as it ought to be, you muſt allow 
Vox. 

Oli. Prethee read it i'thy rights Wits. 

a Clo, So I do, Madona; but to read his right Wits, is 
Oli. to read thus: Therefore perpend, my Princeſ and give 
car, 
Oli. Read it you, Sirrah. [ To Fabian. 
Fab. [Reads.] By the Lord, Madam, you wrong me, and 
the World ſhall know it : Though you have put me into Dark= 
"eſs, and given your drunken Couſin Rule over me, yet have [ 
vecefit of my Senſes as well as your Lady ſbip. I have your 
| "wn Letter, that induced me to the (enblalb1 put on; with 
ola. the which I doubt not, but to do my ſelf much Right, or you 
hou Be 2 muc 
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much Shame: Think of me as you pleaſe: I leave my Duty 4 0 


little unt houg ht of, and ſpeak, out of my Injury. 
85 of 2 Thy ay us'd Malvolio. — 
Oli. Did he write this? And 
Clo. Ay, Madam. Firſt 
Duke. This ſavours not much of Diſtraction. And 
Oli. See him deliver'd, Fabian, bring him hither. Upo 
My Lord, fo you pleaſe, theſe things further thought on, This 
To think me as well a Siſter, as a Wife, But 
One day ſhall crown th Alliance on't, ſo pleaſe you; Tho 
Here at my Houſe, and at my proper Coſt. Of t 
Duke. Madam, I am moſt apt tembrace your offer. F, 
Your Maſter quits you; and for your Service done him, And 
So much againſt the Metal of your Sex, {To Viol. Tain 


So far beneath your ſoft and tender breeding, 
And ſince you call'd me Maſter, for ſo long: 
Here is my Hand, you ſhall from this time be 
Your Maſter's Miſtreſs. 

Oli. A Siſter, you are ſhe. 

Enter Malvolio. 

Dube. Is this the mad Man? 

Oli. Ay, my Lord, this ſame : how now Malvolio! 

Mal. Madam, you have done me wrong, 
Notorious wrong. | 

Oli. Have I, Aalvolio? No. 

Mal. Lady you have, pray peruſe you that Letter, 
You muſt not now deny it is your Hand. 
Write from it if you can, in Hand or Phraſe, 
Or ſay 'tis not your Seal, nor your Invention; 
You can ſay none of this. Well, grant it then, 
And tell me in the modeſty of Honour, 
Why you have given me ſuch clear lights of Favour, 
Bad me come ſmiling, and croſs-garter'd to you, 
To put on yellow Stockings, and to frown 
Upon Sir Toby, and the lighter People? 
And acting this in an obedient Hope, 
Why have you ſuffer'd me to be impriſon'd, 
Kept in a dark Houſe, viſited by the Prieſt, 
And make the moſt notorious Geck or Gull 
That e'er Invention plaid on? Tell me why} 


Oli. 


y 4 


lis. 
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Oli. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my Writing, 
Tho', I confeſs, much like the Character: 
But, out of queſtion, tis Marias Hand. 
And now I do bethink me, it was ſhe 
Firſt told me thou waſt mad; then cam'ſt in ſmiling, 
And in ſuch Forms, which here were preſuppos'd 
Upon thee in the Letter: Prethee be content, 
This practice hath moſt ſhrewdly paſt upon thee; 
But when we know the Grounds and Authors of it, 
Thou ſhalt be both the Plantiff and the Judge 
Of thine own Cauſe, 

Fab. Good Madam, hear me ſpeak, 
And let no Quarrel, nor no Brawl to come, 
Taint the Condition of this preſent Hour, 
Which I have wondred at. In hope it ſhall not, 
Moſt freely I confeſs my ſelf and Toby 
Set this Device againſt Malvolio here, 
Upon fome ſtubborn and uncourteous Parts 
We had conceiv'd againſt him. Maria writ 
The Letter, at Sir Toby's great importance, 
In recompence whereof he hath married her. 
How with a ſportful Malice it was follow'd, 
May rather pluck on Laughter than Revenge, 
If that the Injuries be juſtly weigh'd, 4 
That have on both ſides paſt. ' 

Oli. Alas, poor Fool! how have they baffled thee? 

Clo. Why ſome are born Great, ſome atchieve Greatnels, 
and ſome have Greatneſs thrown upon them. I was one, 
Sir, in this Interlude, one Sir Topas, Sir, but that's all one: 
By the Lord, Fool, I am not mad; but do you remember, 77 
Madam, why laugh you at ſuch a barren Raſcal? And you 47 
ſmile not he's gagg'd: And thus the Whirl-gigg of Time $4 
brines in his Revenges. 

Mal. I'll be reveng'd on the whole pack of you, ¶ Exit: 

Oli. He hath been moſt notoriouſly abus d. | 

Duke. Purſue him, and entreat him to a Peace : 
He hath not told us] of the Captain yet; 

When that is known, and golden Time convents, 
A ſolemn Combination ſhall be made 

Of our dear Souts, Mean time, ſweet Siſter, 
88 We 
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We will not part from hence. Ceſario come, 
(For ſo you ſhall be, while you are a Man ;) 
But when in other Habits you are ſeen, 
Or/ino's Miſtreſs, and his Fancy's Queen. 


Clown ſings. 


When that I was and 4 little tine Boy, 
With hey, ho, the Wind and the Rain: 
A fooliſh thing was but a Toy, 
For the Rain it raineth every day. 


But when I came to Man's Eſtate, 
With hey, ho, &c. 
*Gainſt 2 
For the Rain, &c. 


But when I came at laſt to Mie, 
With hey, ho, &c. 

By fwaggering could I never thrive, 
For the Rain, &c. 


But when I came unto my Beds, 
With hey, ho, &c. 


With Toſpots ſtill had drunken Heads, 
For the Rain, &c. 


A great while age the World begun, 
With hey, ho, &c. | 


But that's all one, our Play is done, | 
And we'll ſtrive to pleaſe you every day. 


= 


[ Exennt, 


aves and Thieves Men ſhut their Gate, 


[ Ex, 


eunt. 


2 
Exi. 


i — 


SITTTY 


; 1 
l i 
: : 
wy! — 
1 » —_— 
4 LALLY ane 
__— * 
* 
— 
7 
$44 — 2 
2225 7 
2 7 — + : \ 
+4 950 r ++ +- - — „ 
— — 27 D po 
+ + bd 4 * 
343-3: * 1 o 
- 77 
22228832. 217217 — I , 
222220 22 2222 2 [7 ö 2 
2225 1 —— 454+ — — — — . 4 
It 2424 * 4 +++ —— 4 4 ++ „ 
$4434 77 22 4 4 —kͤ— + ee N 
1222512572222 7427222 242 2 e rharcge ronotoogorce 22's. 1 
Too 4 54+ + $++44 + + 4 +00. ». ++ ++ — 0 
11H IT 27825 72 227741 —2— ++ ++ +++ — 9 * 
7 2 a nnn — + + +44 + —— 1 "WP ww 
++ 252. — 4 - 604 +++ l ak. 
——— $240 + 4+ + + +++ 03+ + +44 —— +- 4+ + 4444 — 


_ 


122220 9 227227222 2: * — 
72244 2222232 222 $ 
. + 4 
- ++ + : 
: 222: : | 
3 . 
HR HRT | 
T y 
2 5 AY | \ 
- To 
5 | 4 
— _ — — — _ 4 = : 
= = + K 4 
— —— 8 — 
== — — — == | 0 
— —— — — — — — — it ' ' 
V== — — — — — i , 
= === = — — — — 4 
— . —— —— \ : 
— — — — — — — \ , 
— — —— H—ͤ— — 
1 — = = = === 5 
; ——.— — — = — | \ 
2 — — — — — : * \ 
5 = —— == = R I! \ 
_—_ —— —.— — - 2 | 
/ — = — — — —— 
8 2 = — \ F.\\ $ 
l —_— —— _ — — —_— — 7 
- — — — — — — * 
_— _— — — — 
* — — = * \ 7 ' 
— — — — — — - 
— — - — | i 7 4 
— = — — : * 
— —— — * 
— 2 * 
1 Ill — — : 74 >" 
_ [ 14 I; - = WW 1/4 wo 
— —— ll 1 ni —— — # , \ 
— _ e 
reer = * W 
LILLE LALLEL 1 WA 
TTTTTTY TTY / : 4 LY 
| | II | | 
l l ii : L * 
. 
* K 
— een — — — —— — — — — — — —— —.— — 3 4 2 * 
u—— — — —ñ— —̈ — — — 7 5 
—— — = =_ = \ 75 
— V , _ : 
— — 8 — 7 5 


- 
, -—- 
4. - : 
+ 
* 
p lt — 
— —— — — 
— — — 
— — — gs 
— ——— ẽ ꝶũZ m — 
2 v4: ⁵——vÜ—.x —— 
— — — Rs 
—— 
——— 
of — —— v—wę 
* 
14 
= — 
— — — — — 


THE 


WINTER'S TALE 


COMEDY. 


Printed in the YEAR 1709. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Eontes, King of Sicilia. 
Polixenes, King of Bohemia. 
Mamillius, Toung Prince of Sicilia. 
Florizel, Prince of Bohemia. 
Camillo, 


Antigonus, ”_ 
Cleomines, = Lords. ; 


Dion, 

Archidamus, a Bohemian Lord. 

Old Shepherd, reputed Father of Perdita. 
Clown, his Jon. 

Autolicus, a Rogue. 


Hermione, Queen to Leontes. 
Perdita, Daughter to Leontes and Hermione. 
Paulina, Mie to Antigonus. 


Emilia, 2 Lady attending on Hermione. 
Bobble g Shepherdeſſes 


Dorcas, 


Coaler, Shepherds, Shepherdeſſes, and Attendants. 


SCENE partly in Sicilia, and partly in 


Bohemia. 
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ACTI SCENE I. 


SCENE 4 Palace. 


Enter Camillo and Archidamus. 


ARCHIDAMUS. 


F you ſhall chance, Camillo, to viſit Bohe- 
mia, on the like occaſion whereon my Ser- 
vices are now on foot, you ſhall ſee, as [ 
have ſaid, great difference betwixt our Be- 
hemia, and your Sicilia. 

Cam. I think, this common Summer, the 
King of Sicilia means to pay Bohemia the Viſitation which 
he juſtly owes him. 

Arch. Wherein our Entertainment ſhall ſhame us: We 
will be juſtified in our Loves; for indeed 

Cam, Beſecch you 

Arch, Verily I ſpeak it in the freedom of my knowledge; 
we cannot with ſuch Magnificence in ſo rare 1 
know not what to ſay We will give you ſleepy Drinks, 
that your Senſes (unintelligent of our inſufticience} may, 
tho' they cannot praiſe us, as little accuſe us. 

i on You pay a great deal too dear, for what's given 
freely. 

Arch. Believe me, I ſpeak as my Underſtanding inſtructs 
me, and as mine Honeſty puts it to utterance, 

Cam. Sicilia cannot ſhew himſelf over-kind to Bohemia; 


they were train'd together in their Childhoods; and there 
| rootcd 
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rooted betwixt them then ſuch an Affection, which cannet 
chuſe but branch now, Since their more mature Digni- 
ties, and Royal Neceſſities, made ſeparation of their Society; 
their Encounters, though not perſonal, have been royally 
attornied with enterchange of Gifts, Letters, loving Em- 
baſſies, that they have ſeem'd to be together, tho? abſent ; 
ſhook hands, as over a vaſt Sea, and embrac'd as it were 
from the ends of oppoſed Winds. The Heav'ns continue 
their Loves. 

Arch. I think there is not in the World, either Malice 
or Matter to alter it. You have an unſpeakable comfort of 
your young Prince Mamillius; it is a Gentleman of the great- 
eſt promiſe that ever came into my Note. 

Cam, I very well agree with you in the hopes of him: 
It is a gallant Child, one that, indeed, Phy ſicks the Subject, 
makes old Hearts freſh : They that went on Crutches cer he 
was born, delire yet their Life to ſee him a Man. 

Arch, Would they elſe be content to die? 

Cam. Yes, if there were no other excuſe, why they ſhould 
deſire to live. 

Arch. If the King had no Son, they would deſire to live 
on Crutches *till he had one. [ Exennt, 


dd CENE IL 


Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillius, Polixenes, and Camillo. 


Pol. Nine changes of the watry Star hath been 
The Shepherd's Note, ſince we have left our Throne 
Without a Burthen, Time as long again 
Would be fill'd up, my Brother, with our Thanks, 
And yet we ſhould, for perpetuity, 
Go hence in Debt: And therefore, like a Cypher, 
Vet ſtanding in rich place, I multiply 
With one, we thank you, many thouſands more, 
That go before it. 

Leo, Stay your Thanks a while, 
And pay them when you part. 

Pol. Sir, that's to morrow : , 
I am queſtion'd by my Fears of what may chance, 
Or breed upon our abſence, that may blow 
No ſneaping Winds at home, to make us ſay, 


This 


illo. 
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This is put forth too truly: Beſides, I have ſtay d 
To tire your Royalty. 

Leo. We are tougher, Brother, 

Than you can put us tot. 

Pol. No longer ſtay. 

Leo. One ſev'n night longer. 

Pol. Very ſooth, to morrow. 

Leo. We ll part the time between's then: and in that I'll 
no gain-ſaying. | | 

Pol. Preſs me not, *beſeech you, ſo; 

There is no Tongue that moves; none, none i'th* World 
So ſoon as yours, could win me: fo it ſhould now 
Were there neceſſity in your Requeſt, altho' 

*T were needful I deny'd it. My Affairs 

Do even drag me homeward ; which to hinder, 

Were, in your Love, a Whip to me; my ſtay, 

To you a Charge and Trouble: To fave both, 

Farewel, our Brother. 

Leo. Tongue-ty'd, our Queen? ſpeak you. 

Her. | had thought, Sir, to have held my peace, until 
You had drawn Oaths from him, not to ſtay : You, Sir, 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you are ſure 
All in Bohemia's well: This Satisfaction 
The by-gone-day proclaim'd; ſay this to him, 

He's beat from his beſt Ward. 
Leo, Well ſaid, Hermione. 
Her, To tell, he longs to ſee his Son, were ſtrong; 
But let him ſay ſo then, and let him go; 
But let him ſwear fo, and he ſhall not ſtay, 
We'll thwack him hence with Diſtaffs. 
Yet of your Royal Preſence, I'll adventure | To Polixenes. 
The borrow of a Week. When at Bohemia 
You take my Lord, I'll give him my Commiſſion, 
To let him there a Month, behind the Geſt 
Prefix'd for's parting : Yet, good heed, Leontes, 
T love thee not a jar o'th* Clock behind 
What Lady ſhe her Lord. You'll ſtay? 

Pol. No, Madam. 

Her. Nay, but you will. 

Pol. I may not verily. 


891 


Her. 


$92 The Winter's Tale. 


Her, Verily? 
You put me off with limber Vows; but I, 
Tho” you would ſeck t'unſphere the Stars with Oaths, 
Should yet ſay, Sir, no going: Verily 
You ſhall not go; a Lady's verily is 
As potent as a Lord's. Will you go yet? 
Force me to keep you as a Priſoner, 


Not like a Gueſt 2 So you ſhall pay your Fees 


When you depart, and ſave your Thanks. How ſay you? 


My Priſoner? or my Gueſt? by your dread vcrily, 
One of them you ſhall be. 
Pol. Your Gueſt then, Madam: 
To be your Priſoner, ſhould import offending ; 
Which is for me leſs eaſie to commit, 
Than you to puniſh. 
Her. Not your Goaler then, 
But your kind Hoſteſs; come, I'll queſtion you 
Of my Lord's Tricks and yours, when you were Boys: 
You were pretty Lordings then ? 
Pol, We were, fair Queen, 
Two Lads, that thought there was no more behind, 
But fuch a day to morrow, as to day, 
And to be Boy eternal. 
Her, Was not my Lord 
The verier Wag o'th' two? | 
Pol. We were as twin'd Lambs, that did frisk i'th Sun, 
And bleat the one at th' other: What we chang'a, 
Was Innocence for Innocence; we knew not 
The Doctrine of ill-doing, no nor dream'd 
That any did; Had we purſu'd that Life, 
And our weak Spirits ne er been higher rear'd 
With ſtronger Blood, we ſhould have anſwer'd Hcav'n 
Boldly, Not Guilty; the Impoſition clear'd, 
Hereditary ours. 
Her. By this we gather 
You have tript ſince. 
Pol. O my molt facred Lady, 
Temptations have ſince then been horn to's; fo 
In thoſe urflede'd days, was my Wife a Girl; 
Your precious ſ:!f had then rot croſs'd the Eyes 
Of my young Play. fellow. 


Her. 
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Her. Grace to boot: 
Of this make no Concluſion, leſt you ſay 
Your Queen and I are Devils. Yet go on, 
Th' Offences we have made you do, we'll anſwer, 
If you firſt finn'd with us, and that with us 
You did continue Fault; and that you ſlipt not 
With any but with us. 
Leo, Is he won yet? 
Her, He'll ſtay, my Lord. 
Leo. At my Requeſt he would not: 
Hermione, my deareſt, thou never ſpok'ſt 
To better Purpoſe. 
Her. Never? 
Leo. Never, but once. 
Her. What? have I twice ſaid well? When was't before? 
I prethee tell me; Cram's with Praiſe, and make's 
As fat as tame things: One good Deed, dying tongueleſs, 
Slaughters a thouſand, waiting upon thar. 
Our Praiſes are our Wages. You may ride's 
With one ſoft Kiſs a thouſand Furlongs, &er 
With Spur we heat an Acre. But to th' Goal: 
My laſt good Deed was to intreat his ſtay; 
What was my firſt? It has an elder Siſter, 
Or I miſtake you: O, would her Name were Grace, 
But once before I ſpake to th' purpoſe? when? 
Nay, let me have't; I long, 
Leo, Why, that was when 
Three crabbed Months had ſowr'd themſelves to Death, 
E'er I could make thee open thy white hand, 
And clap thy ſelf, my Love; then didſt thou utter, 
I am your's for ever, 
Her, Tis Grace indeed. 
Why lo- you now; I have ſpoke to th' purpoſe twice; 
The one for ever earn'd a Royal Husband; 
Th other, for ſome while a Friend. 
Leo. Too hot, too hot 
To mingle Friendſhip far, is mingling Bloods. 
I have Tremor Cordis on me my Heart dances, 
But not for Joy not Joy This Entertainment 
May a free Face put on; derives a Liberty 
From Heartinefs, from Bounty, fertile Boſom, 


[ Aſide, 


And 
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And well become the Agent; 't may, I grant; 
| But to be padling Palms, and pinching Fingers, 
| As now they are, and making practis'd Smiles 


As in a Looking-Glaſs—— and then to ſigh, as 'twere How 

| The Mort o'th Deer; ob, that is Entertainment | It's 1 
h My Boſom likes not, nor my Brows Mamillius, To h 
| Art thou my Boy? 7 Of n 
Mam. Ay; my good Lord. Twe 


ö Leo. I fecks! ä 
| Why that's my Bawcock ; what? has't ſmutch'd thy Noſe? ¶ Leſt 


They fay it is a Copy out of mine. Come, Captain, As C 
| We muſt be neat; not Neat, but cleanly, Captain, How 
| And yet the Steer, the Heifer, and the Calf, This 
Are all call'd Neat. Still Virginalling [ Obſerving Pe- Will 
lixenes aud Hermione, MN 
Upon his Palm How now, you wanton Calf! Li 
Art thou my Calf? Are 

Mam. Yes, if you will, my Lord. (have I Do 

Leo, Thou want'ft a rough Paſh, and the Shoots that! P. 

To be full, like me. Vet they ſay we are He's 
Almoſt as like as Eggs; Women ſay fo, Nov 

That will ſay any thing; but were they falfe, My 

As o'er-dy'd Blacks, as Winde, as Waters; falſe He 

As Dice are to be wiſh'd, by one that ſixes And 

No born *ewixt his and mine; yet were it true, The 

To ſy this Boy were like me. Come, Sir Page, [ 

Look on me with your welking Eye, ſwcet Villain, Off 

Mot deareſt, my Collop—— Can thy Dam ? may't be Anc 
Tm2gination ! thou doſt ſtab to th' Center. Ho! 

Thou doſt make poſſible things not be ſo held, Let 
Communicat'ſt with Dreams how can this be? Ne; 

With what's unreal, thou coactive art, Ap! 

And t-llow'ſt nothing. Then *tis very credent, l 

[Thou may'ſt co-join with ſomething, and thou coſt, We 
And that beyond commiſſion, and I ſind it, 

And that to the Infection of my Brains, Be 

And hardning of my Brows. Th 

Pol. What means Sicilia? 60 

Her. He ſomething ſeems unſctled. Ho 

Pol. How? my Lord? An 


Leo. What cheer? how is it with you, my beſt Brother? 
| Her, 


er. 
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Her, You look as if you held abrow of much diſtraction. 
Are you mov'd, my Lord? | 
Leo. No, in good earneſt, 
How ſometimes Nature will betrays its Folly : 
It's Tenderneſs! and make it ſelf a Paſtime 
To harder Boſoms! Looking on the Lines 
Of my Boy's Face, methoughts I did recoil 
Twenty three Years, and ſaw my ſelf unbreech'd, 
In my green Velvet Coat; my Dagger muzzel'd, 
Leſt it ſhould bite its Maſter, and ſo prove, 
As Ornaments oft do, too dangerous; 
How like, methought, I then was to this Kernel, 
This Squaſh, this Gentleman. Mine honeſt Friend, 
Will you take Eggs for Mony? 
Mam. No, my Lord, I'll fight. 
Leo. You will! why happy Man be's dole. My Brother, 
Are you ſo fond of your young Prince, as we. 
Do ſeem to be of ours? 
Pol. If at home, Sir, 
He's all Exerciſe, my Mirth, my Matter; 
Now my ſworn Friend, and then mine Enemy; 
My Paraſite, my Soldier, States-man, all; 
He makes a Fuly's day, ſhort as December, 
And with this varying Childneſs, cures in me 
Thovghrs, that ſhould thick my Blood, 
Leo. So ſtends this Squire 
Officd with me: We two will walk, my Lord, 
And leave ycu to your graver ſteps. Hermione, 
How thou loy'ſt vs, ſhew in our Brother's welcome; 
Let what is dear in Sicily be cheap: 
Next to thy ſelf, and my young Rover, he's 
Apparent to my Heart. N 
Her, If you weuld ſeck us, 
We are yours i'th' Garden: ſhall's attend you there? 
Leo. To your own bents diſpoſe you; you'd be found, 
Be you beneath the Sky : I am argling now, | 
Tho? you perceive me not how I give Line, 


Go to, go to. [ Aſide, obſerving Her. 


How ſhe holds up the Neb! the Bill to him! 
And arms her with the boldneſs of a Wife Exeunt Po- 
lix. Her, and Atterdants. M anent Leo. Mam. and Cam. 


To 
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To her allowing _Hnsband. Gone already! 
Inch thick, Knee deep; o'er Head and Ears a fork'd one.' 
Go play, Boy, play—— Thy Mother plays, and I 
Play too; but fo diſgrac'd a part, whoſe Iſſue 
Will hiſs me to my Grave: Contempt and Clamour 
Will be my Knell. Go play, Boy, play—— There have ber, 
Or I am much deceiv'd, Cuckolds e' er now; 
And many a Man there is, even at this preſent, 
Now while I ſpeak this, holds his Wife by th' Arm, 
That little thinks ſhe has been fluic'd in his abſence, 
And his Pond fiſh'd by his next Neighbour, by 
Sir Smile his Neighbour: Nay, there's comfort in't, 
Whiles other Men have Gates, and thoſe Gates open'd, 
As mine, againſt their Will. Should all deſpair 
That have revolted Wives, the tenth of Mankind 
Would hang themſelves. Phyſick for't, there's none: 
It is a bawdy Planer, that will ſtrike 
Where 'tis predominant ; and 'tis powerful: think it. 
From Eaſt, Weſt, North and South, be it concluded, 
No Barticado for a Belly. Know'r, 
It will let in and out the Enemy, 
With Bag and Baggage: Many a thouſand of's 
Have the Diſcaſe, and flel't not. How now, Boy? 
Mam. I am like you, they ſay. 
Leo. Why, that's ſome comfort. 
What? Camillo there? 
Cam. Ay, my good Lord. 
Leo. Co play, Mamillius, thou'rt an honeſt Man: 
[ Exit Mamillius, 
Camillo, this great Sir will yet ſtay longer. 
Cum. You had much ado to make his Anchor hold, 
When you caſt out, it ſtill came home, 
Leo. D.dſt note it? 
Cum. He would not ſtay at your Petitions, made 
His buſiae s more material. 
Leo. Didſt perceive it? 
They're here with me already; whiſp'ring, rounding: 
Sicilia is a ſo-forth; 'tis far gone, 
When I ſhall! guſt it laſt. How czme't, Camillo, 
That he did ſtay 3 y 
41. 
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Cam. At the good Queen's Entreaty. 
Leo. At the Queen's be't ; Good ſhould be pertinent; 
But ſo it is, it is not. Was this taken 
By any underſtanding Pate but thine? 
ber. For the Conceit is ſoaking, will draw in 
More than the common Blocks, not noted, is't, 
But of the finer Natures? By ſome Severals 
Of Head - piece extraordinary? Lower Meſſes 
Perchance are to this Buſineſs purblind? Say. 
Cam. Buſineſs, my Lord? I think moſt underſtand 
Bohemia ſtays here longer. 
Leo. Ha? | 
' Cam. Stays here longer. 
Leo. I, but why? 
Cam. To ſatis fie your Highneſs, and the Entreaties 
Of our moſt gracious Miſtreſs. | 
Leo. Satisfie? 
Th Entreaties of your Miſtreſs? Satisfie? 
Let that ſuffice. I have truſted thee, Camillo, 
With all the neareſt things to my Heart, as well 
My Chamber-Councels, wherein, Prieſt like, thou 
Haſt cleans'd my Boſom: I, from thee departed 
Thy Penitent reform'd ; but we have been. 
Deceiv'd in thy Integrity, deceiv'd 
In that which ſeems ſo. 
Cam. Be it forbid, my Lord. 
Leo, To bide upon't; thou art not honeſt; or, 
lu If thou inclin'ſt that way, thou art a Coward, / 
Which hoxcs Honeſty behind, reſtraining * 
From Courſe requir'd; or elſe thou muſt be counted 
A Servant grafted in my ſerious Truſt, 
And therein negligent; or elſe a Fool, 
That ſeeſt a Game plaid home, the rich Stake drawn, 
And tak'ſt it all for Jeſt. 
Cam, My gracious Lord, 
I may be negligent, fooliſh and fearful, 
Ia every one of theſe; no Man is free, 
But that his Negligence, his Folly, Fear, 
Amongſt the infinite Doing of the World, 
cy, metimes puts forth in your Affairs, my Lord, 


If ever I were wilful negligent, 
Vol. II. 
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It was my Folly; if induſtriouſly 
I play'd the Fool, it was my Negligence, 
Not weighing well the End; if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where I the Iſſue doubted, 
W hereof the Execution did cry out 
Againſt the Non-performance, twas a Fear 
Which oft infects the Wiſcſt: Theſe, my Lord, 
Are ſuch allow'd Infirmities, that Honeſty 
Is never free of. But beſeech your Grace 
Be plainer with me, let me know my Treſpaſs 
By its own Viſage; if I then deny it, 
*T'is none of mine. 

Leo, Ha'not you ſeen, Camillo? 
(Bur that's paſt Doubt; you have, or your Eye-glaſs 
Is thicker than a Cuckold's Horn) or heard? 
(For to a Viſion fo apparent, Rumour 
Cannot be mute) or Thought? (for Cogitation 
Reſides not in that Man, that do's not think) 
My Wife is ſlippery? If thou wilt, confeſs, 


Or e'{e be impudently Negative, 


To have nor Eyes, nor Ears, nor Thought, then ſay 
My Wife's a Holy Horſe, deſcrves a Name 
As rank as any Flax-wcnch, that puts to 
Before her Troth-plight: Say't and juſtify't. 
Cam, I would not be a Stander-by, to hear 
My Sovereign M.ſtreſs clouded ſo, without 
My preſent Vengeance taken; *(hrew my Heart, 
You never ſpoke what did become you leſs 
Than this, which to reiterate, were Sin 
As deep as that, tho' true. 
Leo. Is Whiſpering nothing? 
Is leaning Check to Cheek? Is meeting Noſcs ? 
Kiſſing with inſide Lip? Stopping the Carreer 


Of Laughter, with a Sigh ? A Note infallible 


Of breaking Honeſty : horſing Foot on Foot? 
Skulking in Corners? wiſhing Clocks more ſwift ? 
Hours Minutes? The Noon Midnight? and all Eyes 
Blind with the Pin and Web, but theirs; theirs only, 
That would unſeen be wicked? Is this nothing? 
Why then the World, and all that's in't is nothing; 
The covering Sky is nothing, Bohemia nothing, 


+ 
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My Wife is nothing, nor nothing have theſe Nothings, 


If this be nothing. 

Cam, Good my Lord, be cur'd 
Of this diſeas'd Opinion, and betimes, 
For tis moſt dangerous. 

Leo. Say it be, tis true. 

Cam. No, no, my Lord. 

Leo. It is; you lie, you lie: a 
I ſay thou lieſt, Camillo, and I hate thee, 
Pronounce thee a groſs Lowt, a mindleſs Slave, 
Or elſe a hovering Temporizer, that 
Canſt with thine Eyes at once ſee Good and Evil, 
Inclining to them both: Were my Wife's Liver 
Infected, as her Life, ſhe would not live 
The running of one Glaſs 

Cam. Who do's infect her? 


Leo. Why he that wears her like her Medal, hanging 


About his Neck, Bohemia; who, if I 
Had Servants true about me, that bear Eyes 
To ſee a like mine Honour, as their Profits, 


Their own particular Thrifts, they would do that, 


Which ſhould undo more doing : I, and thou 
His Cup-bearer, whom I from meaner Form 


Have bench'd, and rear'd to worſhip, who may'ſt ſee 
Plainly, as Heav'n ſees Earth, and Earth ſees Heav'n, 


How I am gall'd, thou might'ſt be-ſpice a Cup, 
To give mine Enemy a laſting Wink, — 
Which Draught to me were Cordial. 

Cam. Sir, my Lord, 
I could do this, and that with no raſh Potion, 
But with a lingring Dram, that ſhould not work 
Maliciouſly, like a Poiſon; But I cannot 
Believe this Crack to be in my dread Miſtreſs, 
So ſoveraignly being honourable. 
I have lov'd thee. 

Leo, Make that thy Queſtion, and go rot: 
Do'ſt think I am ſo muddy, fo unſctled, 
To appoint my ſelf in this Vexation ? 
Sully the Purity and Whiteneſs of my Sheets, 


Which to preſerve, is Sleep; which being ſpotted, 


Is Goads, Thorns, Nettles, Tails 7 Wiſps; 
Ff 2 


900 he Winter's Tale. 


Give Scandal to the Blood o'th* Prince, my Son, 
Whol do think is mine, and love as mine, 
Without ripe moving to't? Would I do this? 
Could Man fo blench? 

Cam. | muſt believe you, Sir, 

I do, and will fetch off Bohemia for't: 
Provided, that when he's remov'd, your Highneſs 
Will take again your Queen, as yours at firſt, . 
Even for your Son's ſake, and thereby for ſealing bs 
The Injury of Tongues, in Courts and Kingdoms 
Known and ally'd to yours. 
Leo. Thou doſt adviſe me, 
Even ſo as I mine own Courſe have ſet down: 
III give no Blemiſh to her Honour, none. 

Cam. My Lord, 

Go then; and with a Countenance as clear 
As Friendſhip wears at Feaſts, keep with Bohemia, 
And with your Queen: I am his Cup-bearer, 

If from me he have wholeſome Beveridge, 
Account me not your Servant. 

Leo. This is all. | 
Do't, and thou haſt the one half of my Heart ; 
Do't not, thou ſplit'ſt thine own. 

Cam. I'll do't, my Lord. 

Lee. 1 will ſeem friendly, as thou haſt advis'd me. | Exit. 

Cam. O miſerable Lady: But for me! 

What Caſe ſtand I in? I muſt be the Poiſoner 
Of good Polixenes, ind my Ground to do't, 

Is the Obedience to a Maſter, one, 

Who in Rebellion with himſelf, will have 

All that are his, ſo too, To this Deed 
Promotion follows. If I could find Example 
Of Thouſands that had ſtruck anointed Kings, 
And flouriſh'd after, Lid not do't: But ſince 
Nor Braſs, nor Stone, nor Parchment bears not one, 
Let Villany it ſelf forſwear't. I muſt 

Forſake the Court; To do't, or no, is certain 
To me a Break- neck. Happy Star, reign now. 
Hexe comes Bohemia. 


Enter 
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Enter Polixenes. 

Pol. This is ſtrange? Methinks 
My Favour here begins to warp. Not {peak ? 
Good Day, Camillo. 

Cam. Hail, moſt Royal Sir, 

Pol. What is the News i'th* Court? 

Cam. None rare, my Lord. 

Pol. The King hath on him ſach a Countenance, 
As had he loſt ſome Province, and a Region 
Lov'd, as he loves himſelf: Even now I met him 
With cuſtomary Complement, when he 
Wafting his Eyes to th* contrary, and falling 
A Lip of much Contempt, ſpeeds from me, and 
50 leaves me to conſider what is Breeding, 
That changes thus his Manners. 

Cam. I dare not know, my Lord. 

Pol. How, dare not? do not? Do you know, and dare not? 
Be intelligent to me, tis thereabouts: 
For to your ſelf, what do you know, you muſt, 
And cannot ſay, you dare not. Good Camillo, 
Your chang'd Complexions are to me a Mirror, 
Which ſhews me mine chang'd too; for I muſt be 
A Party in this Alteration, finding 
My ſelf thus alter'd with't. 

Cam, There is a Sickneſs 
Which puts ſome of us in diſtemper; but 
J cannot name the Diſeaſe, and it is caught 
Of you that yet are well, 

Pol. How caught of me ? 
Make me not ſighted like the Baſilisk. 
I have look'd on Thouſands,, who have ſped the better 
By my Regard, but kill'd none ſo: Camillo, 
As you are certainly a Gentleman, thereto 
Clerk-like expedienc'd, which no leſs Adorns 
Our Gentry, than our Parents noble Names, 
In whoſe Succeſs we are gentle: I beſeech you, 
If you know ought which do's behove my Knowledge 
Thereof to be inform'd, impriſon't not 
In ignorant Concealment. 

Cam. I may not anſwer. 
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Pol. A Sickneſs caught of me, and yet I well? 
I muſt be anſwer'd. Doſt thou hear, Camillo, 
I conjure thee by all the Parts of Man, 
Which Honour do's acknowledge, whereof the leaſt 
Is not this Suit of mine, that thou declare 
What Incidency thou doſt gueſs of Harm 
Is creeping towards me; how far off, how near, 
Which way to be prevenred, if to be; 
If not, how beſt to bear it, X 
Cam. Sir, I will tell you, 
Since I am charg'd in Honour, and by him 
That I think honourable; therefore mark my Counſel, 
Which muſt be ev'n as ſwiftly follow'd as 
I mean to utter it; or both your ſelf and me, 
Cry loſt, and ſo good Night, 
Pol. On, good Camillo? 
Cam, I am appointed to murder you. 
Pol. By whom, Camillo? 
Can. By the King. 
Pol. For what? 
Cam. He thinks, nay with all Confidence he ſwears, 
As he had ſeen't, or been an Inſtrument 
To vice you to't, that you have toucht his Queen 
Forbiddenly. 
Pol. Oh then, my beſt Blood turn 
To an infected Gelly, and my Name 
Be yoak'd with his that did betray the beſt : 
Turn then my freſheſt Reputation to 
A Savour, that may ſtrike the dulleſt Noſtril 
Where I arrive; and my Approach be ſhun'd, 
Nay hated too, worſe than the great'ſt Infection 
That &er was hia'd, or read. 
Cam, Swear his Thought over 
By each particular Star in Heav'n, and 
By all their i fl:ences; you may as well 
Forbid the Sea for to obey the Moon, 
As or by Oath remove, or Counſel ſhake 
The Fahrick of his Folly, whoſe Foundation 
Ts pyl'd upon his Faith, and will continue 
The ſtanding of his Body. 
Pol. How ſhould this grow? 0 


Cam. 
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Cam. I know not; but I am ſure tis ſaſer to 
Avoid what's grown, than queſtion how 'tis born. 
If therefore you dare truſt my Honeſty, 

That lyes incloſed in this Trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawn'd, away to Night; 

Your Followers I will whiſper to the Buſineſs, 
And will by twoes, and threes, at ſeveral Poſterns, 
Clear them o'th' City. For my ſelf, PII put 

My Foftunes to your Service, which are here 

By this Diſcovery loſt. Be not uncertain, 

For by the Honour of my Parents, I 

Have utter'd Truth; which if you ſeek to prove, 
I dare not ſtand by; nor ſhall you be ſafer 

Than one condemned by the King's own Mouth: 
Thereon his Execution ſworn. 

Pol. I do believe thce: 

I ſaw his Heart in's Face. Give me thy Hand; 
Be Pilot to me, and thy Places ſhall 

Still neighbour mine. My Ships are ready, and 
My People did expect my hence departure 

Two Days ago. This Jealouſie 

Is for a precious Creature; as ſhe's rare, 

Muſt it be great; and, as his Perſon's mighty, 
Muſt it be violent; and, as he do's conceive, 

He is diſhonour'd by a Man, which ever 
Profeſs d to him; Why his Revenges muſt 

In that be made more bitter. Fear o'er-ſhades me: 
Good Expedition be my Friend, and comfort 
The gracious Queen, part of his Theam; but nothing 
Of his ill · tane Suſpicion. Come, Camillo, 

I will reſpect thee as a Father, if 

Thou bear'ſt my Life off hence, Let us avoid, 

Cam, It is in mine Authority to command 
The Keys of all the Poſterns: Pleaſe your Highneſs 
To take the urgent Hour, Come, Sir, away. Exeunt. 


Ff 4 ACT 
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aS1i; Hl SCENE I. 


Enter Hermione, Mamillus, and Ladies. 
m_— KE the Boy to you; he ſo troubles me, : Yon 
Tis paſt enduring. | 
r Lady. Come, my gracious Lord, 


Shall I be your Play: fellow ? L 
Mam. No, I'll none of you, L 
1 Lady. Why, my ſweet Lord? daw 
Mam. You'll kiſs me hard, and ſpeak to me, as if Eve 
I were a Baby ſtill, I love you better. L 
2 Lady. And why ſo, my Lord? | In r 
Mam. Not for becauſe Ala. 
Your Brows are blacker; yet black Brows, they ſay, In b 
Become ſome Women beſt, ſo that there be not AS 
Too much Hair there, but in a Semicircle, Anc 
Or a Half-Moon made with a Pen. Is n 
2 Lady. Who taught you this? Thy 
Mam. I learn'd it out of Womens Faces: Pray now, Ho 
What Colour be your Eye-brows? Wy 


1 Lady. Blue, my Lord, 
Mam. Nay, that's a Mock: I have ſcen a Lady's Noſe Thi 


That has been blue, but not her Eye-brows. AIP 

1 Lady. Hark ye, Wh 
The Queen, your Mother, rounds apace: We ſhall He 
Preſent our Services to a fine new Prince Ret 
One of theſe Days, and then you'll wanton with us, For 
It we would have you. So 

2 Lady. She is ſpread of late 1 
Int) a goodly Bulk, good Time encounter her. WI 


Her. What Wiſdom ſtirs amongſt you? Come, Sir, now On 


I am for you again. Pray you fit by us, 4 
And tell's a Tal. | Giy 
Mam. Merry, or ſid, ſhal'c be? Th 
Her. As merry as you will, Ha 
Mam. Af.d Tale's beſt for Winter. 4 

I have one of Sprights and Goblins, Fe. 
| 4 


Her. Let's have that, good Sir, 


Come ry 
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Come on, fit down. Come on, and do your beſf, _ 
To fright me with your Sprights: You're powerful at it. 
Mam, There was a Man. 
Her. Nay, come fit down; then on; 
Mum. Dwelt by a Church-yard : I will tell it ſoftly; 
Yond Crickets ſhall not hear it. 
Her. Come on then, and giv't me in mine Ear. 
Enter Leontes, Artigonus, and Lords. i 
Leo. Was he met there? his Train? Camillo with him? 
Lord. Behind the Tuft of Pines I met them, never 
Saw I Men ſcowr ſo on their way: I ey'd them 
Even to their Ships. 
Leo, How bleſt am I | 
In my juſt Cenſure? In my true Opinion? 
Alack, for leſſer Knowledge, how accurs'd, 
In being ſo bleſt? There may be in the Cup 
A Spider ſteep'd, and one may drink; depart, 
And yet partake no Venom; for his Knowledge 
Is not infected; but if one preſent 
Th' abhorr'd Ingredient to his Eye, make known 
How he hath drunk, he cracks his Gorge, his Sides 
With violent Hefts. I have drunk, and ſeen the Spider, 
Camillo was his Help in this, his Pander: 
Joſe There is a Plot againſt my Life, my Crown; 
All's true that is miſtruſted ; that falſe Villain, 
Whom I employ'd, was pre-employ'd by him; 
He hath diſcover'd my Deſign, and I 
Remain a pinch'd Thihg; yea, a very Trick 
For them to play at will: How came the Poſterns 
So eaſily open? 
Lord. By his great Authority, 
Which often have no leſs prevail d, than ſo 
o On your Command. 
Leo, I know't too well. 
Give me the Boy, I am glad you did not nurſe him, 
Though he do's bear ſome Signs of me, yet you 
Have too much Blood in him. | 
Her. What is this? Sport? 
Leo, Bear the Boy hence, he ſhall not come about her, 


Away with him, and let her ſport her ſelf 
me - 


A 


With 
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With that ſhe's big with, for tis Polixenes 

Has made thee {well thus. 

Her. But I'd fay he had not; 

And I'll be ſworn you would believe my Saying, 
How e'er you lean to th' Nay ward. 

Leo. You, my Lords, 

Look on ker, mark her well; be but about 

To fay ſhe is a goodly Lady, and 

The Juſtice of your Hearts will thereto add, 
Tis pity ſhe's not honeſt : Honourable : | 
Praiſe her but for this her without-door Form, . 
Which on my Faith deſerves high Speech, and ſtraigh 
The Shrug, the Hum, or Ha, theſe Perty-brands 
That Calumny doth uſe: Oh I am out, 

That Mercy do's, for Calumny will ſear 

Virtue it ſelf, theſe Shrugs, theſe Hum's, and Ha's, 
When you have ſaid ſhe's goodly, come between 

E'er you can ſay ſhe's honeſt : But be't known, 


From him that has moſt Cauſe to grieve it ſhould be, 
She's an Adultreſs. 


Her. Should a Villain ſay fo, 
The moſt repleniſh'd Villain in the World, 
He were as much more Villain: You, my Lord, 
Do but miſtake. 

Leo. You have miſtook, my Lady, 
Polixenes for Leontes. O thou thing, 
Which I'll not call a Creature of thy Place, 
Leſt Barbariſm, making me the Precedent, 
Should a like Language uſe to all Degrees, 
And mannerly Diltinguiſhment leave out, 
Betwixt the Prince and Beggar. I have ſaid 
She's an Adultreſs, I have ſaid with whom: 
More; She's a Traitor, and Camillo is 
A Federaty with her, and one that knows 
What ſhe ſhould ſhame to know her ſelf, 
But with her moſt vild Principal; that ſhe's 
A Bed Swarver, even as bad as thoſe 
That Vulgar give bold'ſt Titles; ay, ard privy 
To this their late Eſcape. 

Her, No, by my Life, 
Privy to none of this: How will this grieve you, 


When 
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When you ſhall come to clearer Knowledge, that 
You thus have publiſh'd me? Gentle, my Lord, 
You ſcarce can right me throughly than to ſay 
You did miſtake, 
Leo, No, if I miſtake 
In thoſe Foundations which I build upon, 
The Center is not big enough to bear 
A School-boy's Top. Away with her, to Priſon: 
He who ſhall ſpeak with her, is afar off guilty, 
But that he ſpeaks. | 
Her. There is ſome ill Planet reigns; 
I muſt be patient, till the Heav'ns look 
With an Aſpe& more favourable. Good my Lords, 
I am not prone to weeping, as our Sex 
Commonly are, the want of which vain Dew 
Perchance ſhall dry your Pities; but I have 
That honourable Grief lodg'd here, which burns 
Worſe than Fears drown : *Beſeech you all, my Lords, 
With Thoughts fo qualified as your Charities 
Shall beſt inſtru& you, meaſure me; and fo 
The King's Will be perform'd. 
Leo, Shall I be heard? 
Her. Whois't that goes with me? Beſeech your Highnets 
My Women may be with me, for you ſee 
My Plight requires it, Do not weep, good Fools, 
There is no cauſe; when you ſhall know your Miſtreſs 
Has deſerv'd Priſor, then abound in Tears, 
As I come out; this Action I now go on, 
Is for my better Grace. Adieu, my Lord, 
I never wiſh'd to ſee you ſorry ; now C. 
T truſt I ſhall, My Women come, you have leave, 
Leo. Go, do our —_— hence, 
Lord, Beſeech your Highneſs call the Queen again, 
Ant. Be certain what you do, Sir, leſt your Juſtice 
Prove Violence, in the which three great ones ſuffer, 
Your ſelf, your Queen, your Son. 
Lord, For her, my Lord, 
I dare my Life lay down, and will do't, Sir, 
Pleaſe you t'accept it, that the Queen is ſpotleſs 
reh Eyes of Heav'n, and to you, I mean 
In this which you accuſe her, F 
. 
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Ant. If it prove 
She's otherwiſe, I'll keep my Stable where 
1 lodge my Wife, I'll go in Couples with her: 
Then when I feel, and ſee her, no further truſt her; 
For every Inch of Woman in the World, 
I, every Dram of Woman's Fleſh is falſc, 
If ſhe be. 

Leo. Hold your Peaces. 

Lord. Good my Lord. 

Ant. It is for you we ſpeak, not for our ſelves: 
You are abuſed by ſome Putter on, 
That will be damn'd for't ; would I knew the Villain, 
I would Land-damn him: Be ſhe Honour-flaw'd, 
I have three Daughters; the Eldeſt is eleven; 
The ſegond, and the third, nine; and Sons five ; 


If this prove true, they'll pay for't, By mine Honour 


Fl geld 'em all: Fourteen they ſhall not ſee 
To bring falſe Generations: They are Co-heirs, 
I had rather glib my ſelf, than they 
Should not produce fair Iſſue. 
Leo. Ceaſe, no more: 
You ſmell this Buſineſs with a Senſe as cold 
As is a dead Man's Noſe; but I do ſee't, and feel't, 
As you feel doing thus; and ſee withal 
The Inſtruments that feel. 


Ant. If it be ſo, 
We need no Grave to bury Honeſty, 
There's not a Grain of it, the Face to ſweeten 
Of the whole dungy Earth. 

Leo. What? lack I credit? 

Lord. I had rather you did lack than I, my Lord, 
Upon this Ground; and more it would content, me 
To have your Honour true, than your Suſpicion; 
Be blam'd for't how you might. 

Leo, Why what need we 
Commune with you for this ? But rather follow 
Our forceful Inſtigation? Our Prerogative 
Calls not your Counſels, but our natural Goodn2!s 
Imparts this; which, if you, or ſtupified, 

Or ſecming ſo, in skill, cannot, or will not 


Reliſh 


eliſh 
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Reliſh a Truth, like us: Inform your ſelves; 
We need no more of your Advice: The Matter, 
The Loſs, the Gain, the ord'ring on't, 
Is all properly ours. 
Ant. And I wiſh, my Liege, 
You had only in your filent Judgment try'd it, 
Without more Overture, 4 
Leo. How could that be? 
Either thou art moſt ignorant by Age; | k 
Or thou wert born a Fool. Camillo's Flight | 
Added to their Familiarity , 
(Which was as groſs as ever touch'd Conjecture, 
That lack'd Sight only, nought for Approbation, 
But only ſeeing all other Circumſtances 
Made up to th' Deed) doth puſh on this Proceeding ; 
Yet for a greater Confirmation, 
For in an Act of this Importance, twere 
Moſt pitious to be wild, I have diſpatch'd in Poſt, 
To ſacred Delphos, to Apollo's Temple, 
Cleomines and Deon, whom you know 
Of ſtuff d Sufficiency : Now, from the Oracle 
They will bring all, whoſe ſpiritual Counſel had, 
Shall ſtop, or ſpur me. Have I done well? 
Lord. Well done, my Lord. 
Leo. Tho' I am ſatisfy'd, and need no more 
Than what I know; yet ſhall the Oracle 
Give reſt to th* Minds of others; ſuch as he, 
Whoſe ignorant Credulity will not 
Come up to th' Truth, So we have thought it good 
From our free Perſon, ſhe ſhould be confin'd, 
Leſt that the Treachery of the two, fled hence, 
Be left her to perform. Come, follow us, 
We are to ſpeak in publick; for this Buſineſs 
Will raiſe us all. 
Ant. To Laughter, as I take it, 
If the good Truth were known, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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SCENE. H. 


Enter Paulina and a Gentleman. 


Paul. The Keeper of the Priſon, call to him: 
[ Exit Gent, 
Let him have the Knowledge whom I am. Good Lady, 
No Court in Europe is too good for thee ; 
What doſt thou then in Priſon 2 Now, good Sir, 
You know me, do you not? 
| Re-enter Gentleman with the] Goaler. 
Goa. For a worthy Lady, 
And one, whom much I honour. 
Pau. Pray you then, 
Conduct me to the Quee d. 
Goa. I may not, Madam, 
To the contrary I have expreſs Commandment. 
Pau. Here's a-do to lock up Honeſty and Honour from 
Th' Acceſs of gentle Viſitors! Is't lawful pray you 
To ſee the Women? Any of them? Emilia ? 
Goa. So pleaſe you, Madam, | 
To put a- part theſe your Attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 
Pau. I pray you now call her: 
Withdraw your ſelves. 
Goa. And, Madam, 
I muſt be preſent at your Conference. 
Pau. Well; be it ſo: Prethee. 
Here's ſuch a-do to make no Stain a Stain, 
As paſſes colouring. Dear Gentlewoman, 
How fares our gracious Lady ? 
Emil, As well as one fo great, and fo forlorn 
May hold together; on her Frights and Griefs, 
Which never tender Lady hath born greater, 
She is, ſomething before her Time, Elverd. 
Pau. A Boy: 
Emil. A Daughter, and a goodly Babe, 
Luſty, and like to live: The Queen receives 
Much Comfort in't. Says, my poor Priſoner, 
I am innocent as you, 
Pau. I dare be ſworn: Thee 


paler, 
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Theſe dangerous, unſafe Lunes i'th' King, beſhrew them, 
He muſt be told on't, and ſhall; the Office | 
Becomes a Woman beſt, I'll take it upon me, 
If I prove Honey-mouth'd, let my Tongue bliſter ; 
And never to my red-look'd Anger be 
The Trumpet any more. Pray you, Emilia, 
Commend my beſt Obedience to the Queen, 
If ſhe dares truſt me with her little Babe, 
[I'll ſkew't the King, and undertake to be 
Her Advocate to th'loud'ſt, We do not know 
How he may ſoften at the Sight o'th' Child : 
The Silence often of pure Innocence 
perſuades, when Speaking fails. 
Emil. Moſt worthy Madam, 
Your Honour and your Goodneſs is ſo evident, 
That your free Undertaking cannot miſs 
A thriving Iſſue : There is no Lady living 
So meet for this great Errand; pleaſe your Ladyſhip 
To viſit the next Room, I'll preſently 
Acquaint the Queen of your moſt noble Offer, 
Who but to Day hammered of this Deſign, 
But durſt not tempt a Miniſter of Honour, 
Leſt ſhe ſhould be deny'd. 
Pax. Tell her, Emilia, 
Il uſe that Tongue I have; if Wit flow from't, 
As boldneſs from my Boſom, let t not be doubted 
I ſhall do good, 
Emil. Now be you bleſt for it: 
Ill tothe Queen: Pleaſe you come ſomething nearer. 
Goa. Madam, ift plezſe the Queen to ſend the Babe, 
I know not what I ſhall incur to paſs it, 
Having no Warrant. 
Pax. You need not fear it, Sir, 
The Child was Priſoner to the Womb, and is 
By Law and Proceſs of great Nature, thence 
Freed, and enfranchis'd, not a Party to 
The Anger of the King, nor guilty of, 
If any be, the Treſpaſs of the Queen. 
Goa. I do believe it. 
Pax, Do not you fear; upon mine Honour, I 
Will Rand betwixt you and Danger. [ Exennt. 
SCENE 
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SCENE ill 


Enter Leontes, Antigonus, Lords, and other Attendants. 


Leo. Nor Night, nor Day, no reſt; it is but Weakneſs 
To bear the Matter thus; mear Weakneſs, if | 
The Cauſe were not in Being; part o'th' Cauſe, 
She, th' Adultreſs; for the Harlot-King 
Is quite beyond mine Arm ; out of the Blank 
And Level of my Brain ; Plot-proof ; but ſhe 
I can hook to me : Say that ſhe were gone, 
Given to the Fire, a Moiety of my Reſt 
Might come to me again. Who's there ? 
Enter an Attendant. 

Atten. My Lord. 

Leo. How do's the Boy? 

Atten. He took good reft to Night; *tis hop'd 
His Sickneſs is diſcharg'd. 

Leo. To ſee his Nobleneſs ! 
Conceiving the Diſhonour of his Mother, 
He ſtraight declin'd, droop'd, took it deeply, 
Faſten'd, and fix'd the Shame on't in himſelf ; 
Threw off his Spirit, his Appetite, his Sleep, 
And down-right languiſh'd. Leave me ſolely ; go, 
See how he fares. Fie, fie, no Thought of him, 
The very Thought of my Revenges that way 
Recoyl upon me; in himſelf too Mighty ; 
Until a Time may ſerve, for preſent Vengeance 
Take it on her. Camillo, and Polixenes 
Laugh at me, make their Paſtime at my Sorrow; 
They ſhould not laugh, if I could reach them, nor 
Shall ſhe, within my Power, 

| Enter .Paulina with a Child. 

Lord, You muſt not enter. 

Pau. Nay rather, good my Lords, be ſecond to me: 
Fear you his tyrannous Paſſion more, alas, 
Than the Queen's Life? A gracious innocent Soul, 
More free than he is jealous. 

Ant. That's enough. 
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Atten. Madam, he hath not flept to Night; commanded 


None ſhould come near him, 


Pau. 
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Pau. Not ſo hot, good Sir, 
come to bring him Sleep. Tis ſuch as you 
That creep like Shadows by him, and do ſigh 
At each his needleſs heavings; ſuch as you 
Nouriſh the Cauſe of his awaking, I 
Do come with words, as medicinal, as true; 
Honeſt, as either, to purge him of that Humour, 
That preſſes him from Sleep. 

Leo. What noiſe there, ho? 

Pax. No noiſe, my Lord, but needful Conference, 
About ſome Goſſips for your Highneſs. 

Leo, How? 

Away with that audacious Lady. Antigonus, 
[ charg'd thee that ſhe ſhould not come about me, 
[ knew ſhe would. 
Ant. I told her ſo, my Lord, 
On your Diſpleaſures peril and on mine, 
She ſhould not viſit you. 

Leo. What? canſt not rule her? 

Pau. From all Diſhoneſty he can; in this, 
Unleſs he take the courſe that you have done, 
Commit me, for committing Honour, truſt it, 

He ſhall not rule me. 

Ant. La-you now, you hear, 

When ſhe will take the Rein, I let her run, 
But ſhe'll not ſtumble, 

Pau, Good my Liege, I come 
And I beſeech you hear me, who profeſſes 
My ſelf your loyal Servant, your Phyſician. 

Your moſt obedient Counſellor: Vet that dares 
Leſs appear ſo, in comforting your Evils, 
Than ſuch as moſt ſeem yours. I ſay, I come 
From your good Queen. 
Leo. Good Queen? | 
Pau. Good Queen, my Lord, good Queen, 
I fay good Queen; 
And would, by Combat, make her good, were I 
A Man, the worſt about you. 

Leo. Force her hence. 

Pau. Let him that makes but Trifles of liis Eyes 
Firſt hand me: On mine own accord I'll off, 

SR But 
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But firſt, I'll do my Errand. The good Queen, 
For ſhe is good, hath brought you forth a Daughter! 
Here tis; commends it to your Bleſſing. 

[Laying down the Child, 

Leo, Out! 
A mankind Witch! Hence with her, out o'door: 
A moſt intelligencing Bawd. 

Pan. Not lo, 
I am as ignorant in that as you, 
In ſo entit'ling me; and no leſs honeſt : 
Than you are mad; which is enough, I'll warrant, 
As this World goes, to paſs for honeſt, 

Leo. Traitors ! 4 ; 
Will you not puſh her out? Give her the Baſtard. | To Ant. 
Thou Dotard, thou art Woman-tyr'd; unrooſted 
By thy Dame Partlet here. Take up the Baſtard, 
Take't up, I ſay, give't to the Croan. 

Pau. For ever N 
Unvenerable be thy Hands, if thou 
Take' ſt up the Princeſs, by that forced Baſeneſs 
Which he has put upon't. 

Leo. He dreads his Wife. 

Pau. So I would you did: then 'twere paſt all doubt 
You'ld call your Children yours. 

Leo. A Neſt of Traitors ! 

A.. Jam none, by this good Light. 

Pax, Nor I; nor any 
But one that's here; and that's himſelf. For he, 

The ſacred Honour of himſclf, his Queen's, 

His hopeful Sons, his Babes betrays to Slander, 
Whoſe Sting is ſharper than the Swords; and will not 
(For as the Caſe now ſtands, it is a Curſe 

He cannot be compell'd to'r) once remove 

The Root of his Opinion, which is rotten 

As ever Oak, or Stone was found. 

Leo. A Callat 
Of boundleſs Tongue, who late hath beat her Husband, 
And now baits me. This Brat is none of mine. 

It is the Iſſue of Polixenes. 
Hence with it, and together with the Dam, 
Commit them to the Fire, 
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Pau. It is yours; | 
And, might we lay th' old Proverb to your Charge, 
8o like you, tis the worſe. Behold, my Lords, 
Altho' the Print be little, the whole Matter 
And Copy of the Father; Eye, Noſe, Lip, 
The trick of's Frown, his Forehead, nay, the Valley, 
The pretty Dimples of his Chin, and Check, his Smiles, 
The very Mold, and frame of his Hand, Nail, Finger, 
And thou good Goddeſs Nature, which haſt made it 
So like to him that got it, if thou haſt 
The ordering of the Mind too, *mongſt all Colours 
No Yellow in't, leſt ſhe ſuſpect, as he does, 
Her Children, not her Husbands. 

Leo. A groſs Hag! 
And Lozel, thou art worthy to be hang'd, 
Thou wilt not ſtay her Tongue. 

Aut. Hang all the Husbands 
That cannot do that Feat, you'll leave your ſelf 
Hardly one Subject. 

Leo. Once more take her hence. 

Pan. A moſt unworthy and unnatural Lord 
Can do no more. 

Leo. T'll ha' thee burnt, 

Pau. I care not; 
It is an Heretick that makes the Fire, 
Not ſhe which burns in't. I'Il not call you Tyrant; 
But this moſt cruel Uſage of your Queen 
(Not able to produce more Accuſation 
Than your own weak-hing'd Fancy) ſometimes ſavours 
Of Tyranny, and will ignoble make you, 
Yea, ſcandalous to the World. 

Leo. On your Allegiance, 
Out of the Chamber with her, Were I a Tyrant, 
Where were her Life? She duyſt not call me ſo, 
If ſhe did know me one. Away with her. 

Pau. I pray you do not puſh me, I'll be gone. | 
Lock to your Babe, my Lord, tis yours; Fove ſend het 


A better guiding Spirit. What need theſe Hands? 


You that are thus ſo tender o'er his Follies, 
Will never do him good, not one of you. 


do, ſo: Farewel, we are gone. [ Exit, 
G g 2 Leo. 
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Leo. Thou, Traitor, haſt ſer on thy Wife to this. 
My Child? away with't. Even thou, that haſt 
A Heart ſo tender o'er it, take it hence, 
And ſee it inſtantly conſum'd with Fire. 
Even thou, and none but thou, Take it up ſtraight : 
Within this hour bring me word 'tis done, 
And by good Teſtimony, or I'll ſeize thy Life, 
With what thou elſe call'ſt thine: If thou refuſe, 
And wilt encounter with my Wrath, ſay ſo ; 
The Baſtard-brains with theſe my proper Hands 
Shall I daſh' out: Go take it to the Fire, 
For thou ſett'ſt on thy Wife. 
Ant. I did not, Sir: 
The Lords, my noble Fellows, if they pleaſe, 
Can clear me in't. | 
Lord. We can, my Royal Liege, 
He 1s not guilty of her coming kither. 
Leo. You're Liars all. 
Lords. *Beſcech your Highreß give us better Credit, 
We have always truly ſerv'd you, and beſeech you 
So to eſteem of us: And on our Knees we beg, 
(As Recompence of our dear Services 
Paſt, and to come) that you do change this purpoſe, 
Which being ſo horrible, ſo bloody, muſt 
Lead on to ſome foul Iſſue. We all kneel 
Leo. I am a Father for each Wind that blows : 
Shall I live on, to ſee this Baſtard kneel, 
And call me Father? better burn it now, 
Than curſe it then. But be it; let it live: 


It ſhall not neither. You Sir, come you hither; [To Ant. Mt 
You that have been fo tenderly officious From 
With Lady Margery, your Midwife there, An he 
To fave this Baſtard's Life; for *tis a Baſtard, Being 
So ſure as this Beard's grey : What will you adventure, Haſtir 
To fave this Brat's Life? Loy 

Ant. Any thing, my Lord, Hath 
That my Ability may undergo, | Leo 
Ard Nobleneſs impoſe : At leaſt thus much; They 
Il pawn the little Blood which I have left, The g 
To fave the Innocent; any thing poſſible. — t 

* umm 
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Leo. Tt ſhall be poſſible ; ſwear by this Sword 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. 
Ant. 1 will, my Lord. 
Leo. Mark and perform it; ſeeſt thou? for the fail 
Of any point in't, ſhall not only be | 
Death to thy ſelf, but to thy lewd-tongu'd Wife, 
Whom for this time we pardon, We enjpin thee, 
As thou art Liege-man to us, that thou carry 
This female Baſtard hence, and that thou bear it 
To ſome remote and deſart Place, quite out. 
Of our Dominions; and that there thou leave it; 
Without much Mercy, to its own Protection, 
And favour of the Climate; as by ſtrange Fortune 
Ir came to us, I do in Juſtice charge thee, 
On thy Soul's Peril, and thy Body's T orture, 
That thou commend it ſtrangely to ſome place, 
Where Chance may nurſe or end it, Take it up. 
Ant. I ſwear to do this; tho' a preſent Death 
Had been more merciful. Come on, poor Babe, 
Some powerful Spirit inſtru& the Kites and Ravens 
To be thy Nurſes, Wolves and Bears, they ſay, 
(Caſting their Savagenels aſide) have done 
Like offices of Pity. Sir, be proſperous 
In more than this Deed does require; and Bleſſing, 
Againſt this Cruelty, fight on thy fide, 
Poor thing condemn'd to Lofs. | Exit with the Child. 
Leo. No; I'll not rear 
Another's Iſſue. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 

Ant. Meſ. Pleaſe your Highneſs, Poſts 
From thoſe you ſent to th' Oracle, are come 
An hour ſince. Cleomines and Dion, 
Being well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landed, 
Haſting to th' Court. 

Lord. So pleaſe you, Sir, their ſpeed 
Hath been beyond Account. 

Leo, Twenty three days 
They have been abſent: tis good ipeed; foretels 
The great Apollo ſuddenly will have 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you Lords, 
Summon a Seſſion, that we may Ar:aign 
Les. Gg 3 Our 
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Our moſt diſloyal Lady; for as ſhe hath 
Been publickly accus'd, ſo ſhall ſhe have 
A juſt and open Trial. While ſhe lives 
My Heart will be a Burthen to me. Leave me, 


And think upon my Bidding. [ Exennt, 


* 


— 


een 


Enter Cleomines and Dion. 


Cleo. HE Climate's delicate, the Air moſt ſweet, 
Fertile the Iſle, the Temple much ſurpaſſing 
The common Praiſe it bears. 
Dion. I ſhall report, 
For moſt it caught me, the Celcſtia] Habits, 
Methinks I ſo ſhould term them, and the Reverence 
Of the grave Wearers. O, the Sacrifice; 
How ceremonious, ſolemn, and unearthly 
It was i'th' Offering! 
Cleo. But of all, the Burſt 
And the Ear-deafing Voice o'th' Oracle, 
Kin to Fove's Thunder, ſo ſurpris'd my Senſe, 
That I was nothing. 
Dio. If th' Event o'th* Journey 
Prove as ſucce ſful to the Queen (O be't ſo) 
As it hath been to us, rare, pleaſant, ſpeedy 
The time is worth the uſe on't. 
Cleo, Great Apollo, 
Turn all to th' beſt ! The Proclamations, 
So forcing Faults upon Hermione, 
J little like. 
Dio. The violent Carriage of it 
Will clear, or end the Buſineſt, when the Oracle, 
Thus by Apollo's great Divine ſeal'd up, 
Shall the Contents diſcover : Something rare 
Even then will ruſh to Knowledge. Go; fieſh Horſes, 
And gracious be the Iſſue. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IL 


Enter Leontes, Lords, Officers, Hermione, as to her Trial, 
with Paulina and Ladies. 

Leo. This Seſſions, to our great Grief, we pronounce, 
Even puſhes *gainſt our Heart, The Party try'd, 
The Daughtcr of a King our Wife, and one 
Of us too much belov'd, let us be clear'd 
Of being tyrannous, fince we ſo openly 
Proceed in Juſtice, which ſhall have due Courſe, 
Even to the Guilt, or the Purgation. 
Produce the Priſoner, 

Offi. It is his Highneſs Pleaſure, that the Queen 
Appear in Perſon here in Court. Silence! 

Leo. Read the Indictment. 


Off. Hermione, Queen to the worthy Leontes, King of 


Sicilia, thou art here accuſed and arraigned of High Treaſon, 


in committing Adultery with Polixenes King of Bohemia, and 
conſpiring with Camillo to take away the Life of our Sove- 
raign Lord the King, thy Royal Husband; the Pretence where- 
of Teing by Circumſtance partly laid open, thou Hermione, cen- 
trary to the Faith and Allegiance of a true Subject, didſt coun- 
ſel and aid them, for their better ſafety, to fly away by 
Night. 


Her. Since what I am to ſay, muſt be but that 
Which contradicts my Accuſation, and 
The Teſtimony on my Part, no other 
But what comes from my ſelf, it ſhall ſcarce boot me 
To ſay, Not guilty: Mine Integrity 
Being counted Falſhood, ſhall, as I expreſs it, 
Be ſo receiv'd. But thus, if Powers Divine 
Bchold our Human Actions, as they do, 
| doubt not then, but Innocence ſhall make 
Falſe Accuſations bluſh, and Tyranny 
Tremble at Patience, You, my Lord, beſt know, 
Who leaſt will ſeem to do ſo, my paſt Life 
Hath been as continent, as chaſt, and true, 
As I am now unhappy; which is more 
Than Hiſtory can pattern, tho' devis d, 


Gg 4 
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And play'd to take Spectators. For behold me, = BOY 
A Fellow of the Royal Bed, which owe And 
A Moiery of the Throne: A great King's Daughter, Wot 
The Mother to a hopeful Prince, here ſtanding L 
To prate and talk for Life, and Honour, fore Wh: 
Who pleaſe to come and hear. For Life, I prize it H 
As I weigh Grief (which I would ſpare:) For Honour, You 
Tis a derivative from me to mine, My 
And only that I ſtand for. I appeal Wh 
To your own Conſcience, Sir, before Polixenes . 
Came to your Court, how I was in your Grace, You 
How merited to be ſo; ſince he came, And 
With what encounter ſo uncurrent I (Th 
Have ſtrain'd Cappear thus; if one jot beyond Whi 
The bounds of Honour, or in act, or will, Thy 
That way enclining, hardned be the Hearts No. 
Of all that hear me, and my near'ſt of Kin Mor 
Cry fie upon my Grave. Shal 
Leo, I neer heard yet Lool 
That any of thoſe bolder Vices wanted H 
Leſs Impudence to gain-ſay what they did, The 
Than to perform it firſt, To 
Her, That is true enough, The 
Tho' tis a ſaying, Sir, not due to me. I do 
Leo. You will not own it. But 
Her. More than Miſtreſs of; The 
What comes to me in name of fault, I muſt not an 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes, Stat 
With whom I am accus'd, I do confeſs (Th 
I lov'd him, as in Honour he requir'd ; Hal” 
With ſuch a kind of Love, as might become | — 
e 


A Lady like me; with a Love, even ſuch, 
So and no other, as your ſelf commanded : 
Which not to have done, I think had been in me Her 


Both Diſobedience and Ingratitude I ha 
To you, and towards your Friends; whoſe Love had ſpoke, — 
2 


Even fince it could ſpeak, from an Infant, freely, 
That it was yours. Now for Conſpiracy, 

I know not how it taſts, tho? it be diſh'd 

For me to try how ; all I know of it, 


oke, 
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Is, that Camillo was an honeſt Man; 
And why he left your Court, the Gods themſelves, 
Wotting no more than I, are ignorant. 

Leo. You knew.of his departure, as you know 
What you have underta'en to do in's abſence. 

Her. Sir, 
You ſpeak a Language that I underſtand not ; 
My Life ſtands in the level of your Dreams, 
Which I11 lay down. 

Leo. Your Actions are my Dreams, 
You had a Baſtard by Polixenes, 
And J but dream'd it: As you were paſt all Shame, 
(Thoſe of your Fact are fo) ſo paſt all Truth; 
Which to deny, concerns more than avails: For as 
Thy Brat hath been caſt out, like to it ſelf, 
No Father owning ir, (which is indeed 
More criminal in thee, than it) fo thou 
Shalt feel our Juſtice, in whoſe caſieſt Paſſage 
Look for no Jeſs than Death. 

Her. Sir, ſpare your Threats; 
The Bug which you would fright me with, I ſeek: 
To me can Life be no Commodity, 
The Crown and Comfort of my Life, your Favour, 
I do give loſt, for I do feel it gone, | 
But know not how it went, My ſecond Joy, 
The Fiſt-fruits of my Body, from his Preſence 
T am barr'd like one infectious. My third Comfort, 
Star'd moſt unluckily, is from my Breaſt 
(The innocent Milk in its moſt innocent Mouth) 
Hal'd out to Murder; my ſelf on every Poſt 
Proclaim'd a Strumpet; with immodeſt Hatred 
The Child-bed Privilege deny'd which *longs 
To Women of all Faſhion: Laſtly, hurried 
Here, to this place, i'th' open Air, before 
I have got ſtrength of Limbs. Now, my Liege, 
Tell me what Bleſſings I have here alive, 
That I ſhould fear to die ? Therefore proceed : 
But yet hear this; miſtake me not; no Life, 
I prize it not a Straw, but for mine Honour, 


Which I would free: If I ſhall be condemn'd 
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Apollo be my Judge. 
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Upon Surmiſes, all Proofs ſleeping elſe, 

But what your Jealouſies awake, I tell you 
"Tis Rigour, and not Law. Your Honours all, 
I do refer me to the Oracle: 


Lord, This your Requeſt 
Enter Dion and Cleomines. 
Is altogether juſt; therefore bring forth, 
And in Apollo's Name, his Oracle, 
Her. T he Emperor of Ruſſia was my Father, 
Oh that he were alive, and here beholding 
His Daughter's Trial; that he did but ſee 
The flatneſs of my Miſery; yet with Eyes 
Of Pity, not Revenge. 
Officer, You here ſhall ſwear upon the Sword of Juſtice, 
That you, Cleomines and Dion, have 
Been both at Delphos, and from thence have brought 
This ſeal'd-up Oracle, by the hand deliver'd 
Of great Apollo's Prieſt; and that ſince then, 
You have not dar'd to break the holy Seal, 
Nor read the Secrets in't. 
Cleo. Dion, All this we ſwear. 
Leo, Break up the Seals and read, | | 
Officer. Hermione is Chaſt, Polixenes blameleſs, Camillo 
4 true Subject, Leontes a jealous Tyrant, his innocent Babe Wh 
truly begotten, and the King ſhall live without an Heir, if that of: 
which is liſt be not found. 
Lords. Now bleſſed be the great Apollo. The 
Her. Praiſcd. 


Leo. Hiſt thou read the Truth? * 
Ofic. Ay, my Lord, even fo as it is here ſet down. Pp 
Leo. There is no Truth at all i'th' Oracle; 0c 
The Seſſions ſhall proceed; this is meer Falſhood. * 
I Enter Servant, I 
Ser, My Lord the King ; the King. P 
Leo, What is the Buſfinel; ? Wh 
Ser. O Sir, I ſhall be hated to Report it. | 
The Prince your Son, with meer conceit and fear In 1 
Of the Queen's ſpeed, is gone. Mu 
Leo. How, gone ? S To 


Fer. 


ſtice, 


nillo 
Babe 
that 
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Ser, Is dead. 
Leo. Apollo's angry, and the Heav'ns themſelves 
Do ſtrike at my Injuſtice. How now there? Her. fainti. 
Pau. This News is mortal to the Queen: Look down 
And ſee what Death is doing. | 
Leo. Take her hence; 
Her Heart is but o'er-charg'd; ſhe will recover. 

[ Exenut Paulina aud Ladies with Hermione; 
| have too much believ'd mine own Suſpicion; 
Beſeech you tenderly apply to her 
Some Remedies for Life. Apollo, pardon 
My great Prophaneſs *gainſt thine Oracle. 

I'll reconcile me to Polixenes, 
New woo my Queen, recal the good Camillo 
(Whom I proclaim a Man of Truth, of Mercy) 
For being tranſported by my Tealouſies 
To bloody Thoughts and to Revenge, I choſe 
Camillo for the Miniſter, to poifon 
My F. iend Polixenes; which had been done, 
But that the good Mind of Camillo tardied 
My ſwift command; tho' I with Death, and with 
Reward did threaten and encourage him, 
Not doing it, and being done; he (moſt Human, 
And fill'd with Honour) to my kingly Gueſt 
Unclaſp'd my Practice, quit his Fortunes here, 
Which you knew great, and to the certain hazard 
Of all Uncertainties, himſelf commended, 
No richer than his Honour: How he gliſters 
Through my dark Ruſt! And how his Piety 
Does my Deeds make the blacker! 
Enter Paulina. 

Pau, Woe the while : 
O cut my Lace, leſt my Heart, cracking it, 
Break too. 

Lord, What Fit is this, good Lady ? 

Pau. What ſtudied Torments, Tyrant, haſt for me? 
What Wheels? Racks? Fires? What Flaying ? Boiling? 

Burning, 
In Leads or Oils? What old or new Torture 
Muſt I receive? whoſe very word deſerves 
To taſt of thy moſt worſt. Thy Tyranny, 
(Toge- 
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(Together working with thy Jealouſies, Pak 
Fancies too weak for Boys, too green and idle All fi 
For Girls of nine) O think what they have done, I do 1 
And then run mad indeed; ſtark mad; for all The 
Thy by-gone Fooleries were but Spices of it, To th 
That thou betray dſt Polixenes, twas nothing, Shoul 
That did but ſhew thee, of a Fool, inconſtant, At m. 
And damnable ingrateful: Nor was't much, Let n 
Thou would'ſt have poiſon'd good Camillo's Honour, Of v 
To have him kill a King : Poor Treſpaſſes, Sir, P 
More monſtrous ſtanding by: Wherefore J reckon The 
The caſting forth to Crows thy Baby-daughter, III i 
To be, or none, or little; tho' a Devil I'll nc 
Would have ſhediWater out of Fire, &er don't: Who 
Nor is't directly laid to thee, the Death And 
Of the young Prince, whoſe honourable Thoughts Is 
(Thoughts high for one fo tender) cleft the Heart Wet 
That could conceive a groſs and fooliſh Sire, Than 
Blemiſh'd his gracious Dam: This is not, no, To | 
Laid to thy Anſwer; but the laſt: O Lords, One ( 
When J have faid, cry Woe, the Queen, the Queen, The. 
The ſveeteſt deareſt Creature's Dead; and Vengeance fo!'t Our 
Not dropt down yet, The 
Lord. The higher Powers forbid. Shall 
Pau. I ſay ſhe's dead; I'll ſwear't. If Word, nor Oath Will 
Prevail not, go and ſee: If you can bring I dail 
Tincture, or Luſtre in her Lip, her Eye, To tl 


Heat outwardly, or Breath within, I'll ſerve you 

As I would do the Gods, But, O thou Tyrant! 

D-ſ not repent theſe things, for they are heavier 

That all thy Woes can ſtir; therefore betake thee 

To nothing but Deſpair. A thouſand Knees, A 
Ten thouſand Years together, naked, faſting, 

Upon a barren Mountain, and ſtill Winter 


In Storm perpetual, could not move the Gods A; 
To look that way thou wert. The 

Leo, Go on, go on: | 1M 
Thou canſt not ſpeak too much, I have deſerv'd Wel 
All Tongues to talk their bittereſt. And 

Lord. Say no more, The 
Howe'er the buſineſs goes, you have made fault And 


I'th' boldneſs of your Speech Pas. 


th 


TA 


Pau. I am ſorry for't. 
All faults I make, when I ſhall come to know them, 
I do repent: Alas, I have ſhew'd too much 
The Raſhnefs of a Woman; he is touch'd 
To th* noble Heart, What's gone, and what's paſt help, 
Should be paſt Grief. Do not receive Affliction 
At my Petition, I beſeech you; rather 
Let me be puniſh'd, that have minded you 
Of what you ſhould forget. Now, good my Liege, 
Sir, Royal Sir, forgive a fooliſh Woman, 
The Love I bore your Queen (lo, Fool again) 
I'll ſpeak of her no more, nor of your Children: 
[ll not remember you of my own Lord, 
Who is loſt too. Take your patience to you, 
And I'll ſay nothing. 
Leo. Thou didſt ſpeak but well, 
Wien moſt the Truth; which I receive much better 
Than to be pitied of thee, Prithee bring me 
To the dead Bodies of my Queen and Son, 
One Grave ſhall be for both. Upon them ſhall 
ſhe Cauſes of their Death appear, unto 
Our ſhame perpetual; once a day I'll viſit 
The Chappcl where they lye, and Tears ſhed there 
Shall be my Recreation. So long as Nature 
Will bear up with this Exerciſe, fo long 
I daily vow to uſe it. Come and lead me 
To theſe Sorrows, | Exennn, 


SCENE III. 
A deſart Country ; the Sea at a little diſtance. 


Enter Antigonus with 4 Child, and a Mariner. 


Ant. Thou art perfect then, our Ship hath tcuch'd upon 
The Deſarts of Bohemia. 

Mar. Ay, my Lord, and fear 
We have landed in ill time: The Skies look grimly, 
And threaten preſent Bluſters. In my Conſcience, 
The Heav'ns with that we have in hand are angry, 
And frown upon's. 4 

At. 
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Aut. Their ſacred Wills be done; get thee Aboard, 
Look to thy Bark, I'll not be long before 
I call upon thee. | 
Mar. Make your beſt haſte, and go not 
Too far 'th' Land; *tis like to be loud Weather. 
Beſides, this place is famous for the Creatures 
Of prey, that keep upon't. 
Ant. Go thou away. 
I'll follow inſtantly, 
Mar. I am glad at heart | 
To be ſo rid o'th* Buſineſs, [ Exit, 
Ant. Come, poor Babe ; 
I have heard, but not believ'd, the Spirits o'th* Dead 
May walk again: if ſuch thing be, thy Mother 
Appear'd to me laſt Night ; be ne'er was Dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a Creature, 
Sometimes her H#ad on one fide, ſome another, 
I never ſaw a Veſſel of like Sorrow 
So fill'd, and ſo becoming; in pure white Robes, 
Like very Sanity, ſhe did approach 
My Cabin where I lay; thrice bow'd before me, 
And, gaſping to begin ſome Speech, her Eyes 
Became two Spouts; the fury ſpent, anon 
Did this break from her. Good Antigonus 
Since Fate, againſt thy better Diſpoſition, 
Hath made thy Perſon for the thrower-out 
Of my poor Babe, according to thine Oath, 
Places retnote enough are in Bohemia, 
There weep, and leave it crying; and for the Babe 
Is counted loſt for ever and ever, Perdita 
I prethee call't. For this ungentle buſineſs 
Pur on thee, by my Lord, thou ne'er ſhalt ſee 
Thy Wife Paulina more. And fo, with ſhricks, 
She melted into Air. Afﬀrighted much, 
I did in time colle& my ſelf, and thought 


This was ſo, and no ſlumber: Dreams are Toys, Cl 
Yet for thin once, yea ſuperſtitiouſly, ky) 
J will be ſquar'd by this. I do believe wher 
Hermione h:th ſuffer'd Death, and that thou 


Apollo woul d, this being indeed the Iſſue 


Exit. 
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Of King Polixenes, it ſhould here be laid, 
Either for Life or Death, upon the Earth 
Of its right Father. Bloſſom, ſpeed thee well, 
5 [ Lying down the Child. 
There lye, and there thy Character: There theſe, 
Which may, if Fortune pleaſe, both breed thee, Pretty one, 
And ſtill reſt thine. The Storm begins, poor Wretch, 
That for thy Mother's fault, art thus expos'd 
To loſs, and what may follow. Weep I cannot, 
But my Heart bleeds: and moſt accurſt am I 
To be by Oath enjoin'd to this. Farewel. 
The Day frowns more and more; thou art like to have 
A lullaby too rough: I never ſaw 
The Heav'ns ſo dim by Day. A ſavage Clamour ? 
Well may I get aboard: This is the Chace, 
| am gone for ever. [Exit purſued by a Bear. 
Enter an old Shepherd, 

Shep. I would there were no Age between ten and three 
and twenty, or that Youth would ſleep out the reſt: For 
there is nothing, in the between, but getting Wenches 
with Child, wronging the Ancientry, ſtealing, fighting 
Hark you now—— would any but theſe boil'd Brains of nine- 
teen, and two and twenty, Hunt this Weather? They have 
ſcar'd away two of my beſt Sheep, which I fear the Wolf 
will ſooner find than the Maſter; if any where I have them, 
tis by the Sea-fide, brouzing of Ivy. Good luck, and't be 
the will, what we have here? | Taking up the Child.] Mercy 
on's, a Barn! a very pretty Barn! a Boy or a Child, I won- 
der! a pretty one, a very pretty one, ſure ſome ſcape: Tho? 
| am not Bookiſh, yet I can read Waiting-Gentlewomanin the 
(cape. This has been ſome Stair-work, ſome Trunk- work, 
ſome behind-door-work: They were warmer that got this, 
than the poor thing is here. I'll take it up for pity, yet I'll 


wa till my Son come: He hollow'd but even now. Whoa, 
ho-hoa. 


Enter Clown. 
Clo, Hilloa, loa. 


Shep. What, art ſo near? If thou'lt ſee a thing to talk on 


when thou art dead and rotten, come hither, What ail'ſt 
thou, Man? 


Clo, 
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Clo. I have ſeen two ſuch fights, by Sea and by Land; 
but I am not to ſay it is a Sea, for it is now the Sky, be- 
twixt the Firmament and it, you cannot thruſt a Bodkin's 

t. 8 
"hs. Why, Boy, how is it? 

Clo. I would you did but ſee how it chafes, how it 
rages, how it takes up the Shore; but that's not to the 
point; Oh the moſt piteous cry of the poor Souls, ſome» 
times to ſee em, and not to ſee em: Now the Ship boar- 
ing the Moon with her Main-maſt, and anon ſwallow'd 
with Yeſt and Froth, as you'ld thruſt a Cork into a Hogſ- 
head, And then the Land-ſervice, to ſee how the Bear 
tore out his Shoulder-bone, how he cry'd ro me for help, 
and ſaid his Name was Antigonus, a Nobleman. But to 
make an end of the Ship, to fe how the Sea flap-dragon'd 
it. Bur firſt, how the poor Souls roar'd, and the Sea 
mock'd them. And how the poor Gentleman roar'd, and 
the Bear mock'd him, both roaring louder than the Sea, or 
Weather. , 

Shep. Name of Mercy, when was this, Boy ? 

Cle. Now, now, I have not winked ſince I ſaw theſe 
fights, the Men are not cold under Water, nor the Bear 
half dined on the Gentleman; he's at it now. 

Shep. Would I had been by to have help'd the old 
Man. 

Clo. I would you had been by the Ship-ſide, to have 
help'd her, there your Charity would have lack'd footing. 

Shep. Heavy Matters, heavy Matters; but look thee 
here, Boy, Now bleſs thy ſelf; thou meet'ſt with things 
dying, I with things new born. Here is a fight for thee; 
Look thee, a Bearing-cloath for a Squire's Child! Look 
thee here, take up, take up, Boy, open't, ſo, let's ſee, it 
was told me I ſhould be rich by the Fairies, This is ſome 
Changling; open'r, what is within, Boy ? 

Clo. You're a mad old Man; If the Sins of your 
_ are forgiven you, you are well to live. Gold, all 
Gold, : 

Shep. This is Fairy Gold, Boy, and 'twill prove ſo. Up 
with it, keep it cloſe: Home, home, the next way. We 


are lucky, Boy, and to be fo ſtill requires nothing but 2 
| cre lia. 
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creſie. Let my Sheep go: Come, good Boy, the next way 
home. 

Clo. Go you the next way with your Findings, I'll go 
ſee if the Bear be gone from the Gentleman, and how much 
he hath eaten: They are never Curſt, but when they are 
hungry: If there be any of him left, III bury it. 

Shep. That's a good Deed; if thou mzy'lt diſcern by 
that which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to th' ſight 
of him. 

Clo. Marry will I, and you ſhall help to put him Ye 
Ground. 

Shep. Tis a lucky Day, Boy, and we'll do good Deeds 
on't. [ Exennt, 


Ar w. SCENE 1 


Enter Time, The Chorus. 


a That pleaſe ſome, try all, both Joy and Terror 
Of good and bad, that make and unfold Error: 
Now take upon me, in the Name of Time, | 

To uſe my Wings. Impute it not a Crime 

To me, or my ſwift Paſſage, that J ſlide 

O'er ſixteen Years, and leave the growth untry'd 

Of that wide gap; fince it is in my power 

To overthrow Law, and in one ſelf-born hour 

To plant, and o'er-whelm Cuſtom. Let me paſs 

The ſame I am, &er ancient'ſt Order was, 

Or what is now receiv'd, I witneſs to 

The times that brought them in, ſo ſhall I do 

To the freſheſt things now reigning, and make ſtale 

Th' gliſtering of this preſent, as my Tale 

Now ſeems to it: Your Patience this allowing, 

I turn my Glaſs, and give my Scene ſuch growing 

As you had ſlept between. Leontes leaving 

Th' Effects of his fond Jealouſies, fo grieving 

That he ſhuts up himſelf ; imagine me, 

Gentle Spectators, that I now may be 
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In fair Bohemia, and remember well, dren, 
I ment here a Son o'th' King's, which Florizel when 
I now hame to you, and with ſpeed ſo pace are n 
To teak of Perdita, now grown in grace they 
Equal with wondring. What of her enſues, Virtu 
I liſt not Propheſie: Brit let Time's News Cat 
Be knowa when 'tis brought forth. A Shepherd's Daughter, ¶ his h. 
And what to her adheres, which follows after, miſſ 
Is th' Argument of Time; of this allow, and is 
If ever you have ſpent Time worſe, &er now: he ha 
If never, yet that Time himſelf doth ſay, Po 
He wiſhes earneſtly, you never may. [ Exic ¶ care 
| 


S SCENE U. 


Enter Polixenes and Camillo. 


Pol. T praythee, good Camillo, be no more 1mportunate; 
Te a Sickuels denying thee any thing, a Death to grant 
this. 

Cam. It is fifteen Years firce I ſaw my Country; though 
I have, for the moſt part, being aired Abroad, 1 deſire to 
lay my Bones there. Beſides, the p:mtent King, my Mi 
ſter, hath ſent for me, to whoſe feeling Sorrows I might be 
ſome allay, or I o'erwzen to think ſo, which is another Spur 
to my departure, 

Pol. As thou lov'ſt me, Camillo, wipe not out the reſt 
of thy Services, by leaving me now; the need I have ct 
thee, thine own GoodncE, hath made: Better not to hive 
had thee, than thus to want thee. Thou having made me 
Buſineſs, which none, without thee, can ſufficiently mi- 
nage, muſtither ſtay to execute them thy ſelf, or tat 
away with thee the very Services thou haſt done; which 
if I have not enough conſidered, as too much I cannot, 
to be more thankful to thee ſhall be my ſtudy, and mY 
profit therein, the hcaping Friendſhips, Of that fatal 
Country Sicilia, prethee ſpeak no more, whoſe very be. 
ming puniſhes me with the remembrance of that Pet! 
tert, as thou call'ſt him, and reconciled King my Bre- 


ther, wh ſe loſs of his moſt precious Queen and e. 
| ic 


iter, 
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dren, are even now to be afreſh lamented. Say to mes 
when ſaw'ſt thou the Prince Florizel my Son? Kings 
are no leſs unhappy, their Iſſue not being gracious, than 
they are in loſing them, when they have approved their 
Virtues. 

Cam. Sir, it is three days fince I ſaw the Prince; what 
his happier Affairs may be, are to me unknown: but ! have 
(miſſingly) noted, he is of late much retired from Court, 
and is Ic15 frequent to his Princely Exerciſcs than formerly 
he hath appear'd, 

Pol. I have conſider'd ſo much, Camillo, and with ſome 
care ſo far, that I have Eyes under my Service, which 
look upon his removedneſ.; from whom I have this Intel- 
ligence, that he is ſeldom from the Houſe of a moſt homely 
Shepherd; a Man, they ſay, that from very nothing, and 
beyond the Imagination of his Neighbours, is grown into 
an unſpeakable Eſtate. 

Cam, I have heard, Sir, of ſuch a Man, who hath a 
Daughter of moſt rare Note; the Report of her is extend- 
ed more, than can be thought to begin from ſuch a Cot- 
tage. 

Pol. That's likewiſe part of my Intelligence; bur, I 
fear, the Angle that plucks our Son thither. Thou ſhalt 
accompany us to the place, where we will (nor appear- 
ing what we are) have ſome queſtion with the Shep- 
herd; from whoſe Simplicity, I think it not urcafie to get 
the cauſe of my Son's reſort thither. Prethee be my pre- 
ſent Partner in this buſineſs, and lay aſide the thoughts of 
Sicilia, 

Cam. I willingly obey your Command. 

Pol. My beſt Camillo, we muſt Diſguiſe our ſelves; 

| Exennt, 


SCENE III. 


Enter Autolicus ſinging. 


When Daffadils begin to Peer, 
With heigh the Doxy over the dale, 

Why then comes in the ſweet o'th' Tear : | 
For the red Blood reigns in the Winter's pale. 
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The white Sheet bleaching on the Hedge, her 
With hey the ſweet Birds, O how they ſg by mad. 
Doth ſet my pugging Tooth an edge, Man 
For a quart of Ale is a diſh for a King. of th 
The Lark with Tirra lyra chaunts, + 
With hey, with hey the Thruſh and the Lay: We 
Are. Summer Songs for me and my Aunts, due e 
While we lye tumbling in the Hay. Raſir 


T have ſerved Prince Florizel, and in my time wore thief 
Pile, but now I am out of Service. 


A. 
But ſhall I go mourn for that, my Dear, and t. 
The pale Moon ſhines by Night: Clo 
And when I wander here and there, | hy o. 
[ thtn do moſt go right. 5 
nan 
If Tinkers may have leave to live, ind m 
And bear the Sow-skin Budget, Clo, 
Then my Account I well may give, | 2 grea 
And in the Stocks avouch it. An 
parel | 


My Traffick is Sheets; when the Kite builds, look to le ne. 
ſer Linen. My Father nam'd me Autolicus, who being C15. 
as I am, litter'd under Mercury, was likewiſe a Snapper Aut 


up of unconſider'd Trifles: With Die and Drab, I pu Ci. 
chavd Capariſon, and my Revenue is the filly Che... 

Gallows, and Knock, are too powerful on the High gen v 
way, Beating and Hanging are Terrors to me: For th come 

' if- to come, I ſleep out the thought of it. A Prize! "hy 
P, zel | Clo, 

Enter Clown. Aut 

iet me ſee, every eleven Weather Tods, every Teq 5 1. 
ad and odd Shillings: Fifteen hundred ſhoml c 
eons the Wools wo? BO 

77 it te iprindgc hold, the Cock's mine, ' [ 4jpa me a 1 
cannot do it without Compters. Let me ſee, wha Clo 

buy Jor o'r Sheep-ſhearing-Feaſt? Three Poun the bY 

five Pound of Curr ts, Rice——- What will ih Aut, 


© Mine do Wt Rice? But ID Father bath * lave a 
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colour the Wardens Pics, Mace — Dates--none that's 
out of my Note: Nutmegs, ſeven; a Race or twoof Ginger, 
but that I may beg: Four Pound of Prune, and as many of 
Raſins o'th' Sun. 

Aut. Oh, that ever I was born. | Groveling on the Ground. 

Clo, I'th' name of me 

Aut. Oh help me, help me: Pluck but off theſe Rags, 
and then Death, Death 

Clo, Alack, poor Soul, thou haſt need of more Rags to 
hy on thee, rather than have theſe off. 

Aut. Oh, Sir, the loathſomncſs of them offends me, more 
than the ſtripes I have receiv'd, which are mighty ones, 
ind millions, 

Cle, Alas, poor Man! a million of beating may come to 
great matter. 

Ant. I am robb'd, Sir, and beaten; my Mony and Ap- 
parel ta'en from me, and theſe deteſtable Things put upon 
ne. 

Clo, What, by a Horſe-man, or a Foot man? 

Aut. A Foot-man, ſweet Sir, a Foot-man. 

Clo, Indeed, he ſhould be a Foot-man, by the Garments 
he has left with thee; if this be a Horſe-man's Coat, it hath 
ſeen very hot Service. Lend me thy hand, Til help thee, 
Come, lend me thy hand. Helping him up. 

Aut. Oh ! good Sir, tenderly, oh! 

Clo, Alas, poor Soul. 

Aut. O good Sir, ſoftly, good Sir: I fear, Sir, m 
Shoulder-blade is out. 

Clo. How now? canſt ſtand ? 

Aut. Softly, dear Sir; good Sir, ſoftly; you ba d. 
me a charitable Office. 

a Doſt lack any Mony? I have a it's on 

ee. | 

Aut. No, good ſweet Sir: No, I bc vor 
uve a Kinſman not paſt three quarters of + ß 
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her Miſtreſs of the Feaſt, and ſhe lays it on. She hath 
made me four and twenty Noſe-gays for the Shearers; threc- 
Man-Song-men, all, and very good ones, but they are moſt 
of them, Mean and Baſes; but one Puritan among them, 
and he ſings Pſalms to Horn-Pipes, I muſt have Saffron to 
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whom I was going; I ſhall there have Mony, or any thing 
I want: Offer me no Mony, I pray you, that kills my 


Heart. 
Co, What manner of Fellow was he that robb d 
ou? 
g Aut. A Fellow, Sir, that I have known to go about 
with Trol-my-dames: 
of the Prince; I cannot tell, good Sir, for which of his 
Virtues it was, but he was certainly Whip d out ct the 
Court. 


I knew him once a 


Clo. His Vices you would {ay ; there's no Virtue whip'd 
out of the Court; they cheriſh it to make it ſtay there, and 
yet it will no more but abide. 


Aut. Vices I would ſay, Sir. I know this Man well, he 


hath been ſince an Ape-bearer, then a Proceßo-ſerver, a 
Bailiff; then he compaſt a Motion of the Prodigal Son, 
and married a Tinker's Wife, within a Mile where my 
Land and Living lyes; and, having flown over many kna- 
viſh Profeſſions, he ſettled only in Rogue; ſome call him 


Autolicas. 


Clo. Out upon him, Prig! for my Life Prig; he haunts 
Wakes, Fairs, and Bear-baiting. | 

Aut. Very true; Sir; he, Sir, he; that's the Rogue that 
put me into this Apparel. 


Clo, Not a more cowardly Rogue in all Bohemia; if 


you had but look'd big, and ſpit at him, he'ld have 


run. 


Aut. I muſt confeſ, to you, Sir, I am no fighter; I m 
falſe of Heart that way, and that he knew I Warrant 


him. 


Clo. How do you do now? 

Aut. Sweet Sir, much better than I was; I can ſtand, 
and walk; I will even take my leave of you, and pace ſoft- 
ly towards my Kinſman's. 

Clo, Shall I bring thee on thy way? 

Aut. No, good fac'd Sir; no, ſweet Sir. 

Clo. Then farewel, I muſt go and buy Spices for our 
Sheep-ſhcaring, | Exih 

Aut. Proſper you, ſweet Sir, Your Purſe is not hot 
enough to purchaſe your Spice, I'll be with you at your 
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Sheep-thearing too: If I make not this Cheat bring out ano- 
ther, and the Shearers prove Sheep, let me be unrol'd, and 
my Name put into the Book of Virtue. 


SONG. 


Jeg on, Fog on, the footpath way, 
And merrily hent the Stile-a. 
A merry Heart goes all the day, 


Tour ſad tires in a Mile. a 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Florizel and Perdita, 


Fle. Theſe your unuſual Weeds, to each part of you 
Des give a Life: No Shepherdeſs out Flora, 
Peering in April's front. This your Sheep»thearing, 
Is as a merry meeting of the petty Gods, 
And you the Queen on'r, 

Per, Sir; my gracious Lord, 
To chide at your extreams, it not becomes me: 
Oh pardon, that I name them: Your high felt, 
The gracious mark o&th* Land, you have obf{cur'd 
With a Swain's wearing; and me, poor lowly Maid, 
Moſt Goddeſs-like prank'd up. But that our Feaſts, 
In every Meſs, have Folly ; and the Feeders 
Digeſt it with a Cuſtom, I ſhould bluſh 
To ſee you ſo attir'd; ſworn, I think, 
To. ſhew my ſelf a Glaſs. 

Flo. I bleß the time 
When my good Falcon made her flight a- croſs 
Thy Father's Ground. 

Per. Now Fove afford you cauſe? 

To me the difference forges dread, your Greatneſs 

Hath not been us'd to Fear; even now I tremble 

To think your Father, by ſome accidert, 

Should paſs this way, as you did: Oh the Fates, 

How would he look to ſee his work, ſo noble, 

Vildly bound up! What would he fay ! Or how 
| Hh 4 


[ Exit. 
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Should I, in theſe my borrow'd Flaunts, behold 
The ſternneſs of his Preſence 2 
Flo. Apprehend 
Nothing but Jollity : The Gods themſelves, 
Humbl;1o their Deities to Love, have taken 
The shapes of Beaſts upon them. Jupiter 
Becarne 2 Bull, and bellow'd; the green Neptune 
f Ram, and bleated; and the Fire-rob'd God, 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble Swain, 
As J ſeem now. Their Transformations, 
Were never for a piece of Beauty rarer, 
Nor in a way ſo chaſt : Since my Deſires 
Run not before mine Honour, nor my Luſts 
Burn hotter than my Faith. 
Per. O but, dear Sir, 
Your Reſolution cannot hold, when 'tis 
Oppos'd, as it muſt be, by th Power of the King. 
One of theſe two muſt be Neceſſities, | 
Which then will ſpeak, that you muſt change this purpoſe, 
Or I my Life, 
Flo. Thou dear ſt Perdita, 
V/:ch theſe ford Thoughts I prethee darken not 
de Mirth oth Feaſt; or I'll be thine, my Fair, 
O nor my Father's, For I cannot be 
Nine own, nor any thing to any, if | 
be not thine, To this I am moſt conſtant, 
Tho! Deftiny fay ro. Be merry, gentle, 
Strangle hen Thoughts as theſe, with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your Gueſts are coming: 
Life up you Counterance, as it were the day 
Of Celcbration of that Nuptial, which 
We two :ave ſworn ſhall come. 
Per. O Lady Fortune, 

Strand you auſpicious, * / | 
Enter Shepherd, Clown, Mopſa, Dorcat, Servants; with Po- 
lixenes and Cami lo diſgnis d. 

Flo, See, your Gueſts approach; 

Addr {© your ſelf to ente tain them ſprightly 

And let's be red with Mirth. 

5p, ie, Daughter; whea my old Wife liv'd, wo. 
I 
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This day ſhe was both Pantler, Butler, Cook, 
Both Dame and Servant ; welcom'd all, ſerv'd all; 
Would ſing her Song, and dance her turn; now here 
At upper end oth' Taole, now th middle; 
On his Shoulder, and his; her Face o'fre 
With Labour; and the things ſhe took ro quench it 
She would to each one ſip. You are retired, 
As if you were a feaſted one; and not 
The Hoſteſs of the meeting: Pray you bid 
Theſe unknown Friends to's welcome, for it is 
A way to make us better Friends, more known, 
Come, quench your Bluſhes, and preſent your ſelf 
That which you are, Miſtreſs o'th' Feaſt. Come on, 
And bid us welcome to your Sheep-ſhearing, 
As your good Flock ſhall proſper. 
Per. Sirs, welcome. [ To Polix. and Cam. 
It is my Father's Will, I ſhould take on me 
The Hoſteſsſliip o'th' Day, you're welcome, Sirs, 
Doſe, Give me thoſe Flowers there, Dorcas. Reverend Sirs, 
For you there's Roſemary, and Rue, theſe keep 
Seeming and Savour all the Winter long: 
Grace and Remembrance be to you both, 
And welcome to our Shearing. 
Pol. Shepherdeſs, | 
A fair one are you, well you fit our Ages 
With Flowers of Winter. - 
Por. Sir, the Year growing ancient, 
Nor yet on Summer's Death, nor on the Birth 
Of trembling Winter, the faireſt Flowers o'th' Seaſon 
Are our Carnations, and ſtreak'd Gilly flowers, 
Which ſome call Nature's Baſtards, of that kit d 
Our ruſtick Garden's barren, and I care not 
To get lips of them. 
Pol. Wherefore, gentle Maiden, 
po- Do you neglect them? 
Per. For I have heard it ſaid, 
There is an Art, which in their pideneſs ſhares 
With great creating-Nature, 
Pol. Say there be, | 
: Yet Nature is made better by no mean, 
[ his 


238 The Winter's Tale. 


But Nature makes that mean; ſo over that Art, Th 
Which you ſay adds to Nature is an Art Th 
That Nature makes; you ſee, ſweet Maid, we marry To 
A gentler Sien to the wildeſt Stock, To 
And make conceive a Bark of baſer kind 1 
By Bud of Nobler Race. This is an Art 7 
Which does mend Nature; Change it rather; but No 
The Art it ſelf is Nature. But 

Per. So it is. Mer 

Pol. Then make your Garden rich in Gillyflowers, In \ 
And do not call them Baſtards. Do 

Per. I'll not put 1 
The Dible in Earth, to ſer one (lip af them: Still 
No more than were I Painted, { would wiſh Pil 
This Youth ſhould ſay *twere well; and only therefore II 
Deſire to breed by me. Here's Flowers for you; Pra' 
Hot Lavender, Mints, Savory, Marjoram, To 
The Mary-gold, that gocs to Bed with th Sun, A 
And with him riſes, weeping: Theſe are Flowers Not 
Of middle Summer, and, I think, they are given Ane 
To Men of middle Age. V'are welcome. | So f 

Cam. | ſhould leave grazing, were I of your Flock, Cre 
And only live by gazing. Th: 

Per. Out alas; 1 
You'ld be ſo lean, that blaſts of January You 
Would wm you through ang through. Now, my faireſt Ane 

Friends, 


I would I had ſome Flowers o'th* Spring, that might 
Become your time of day; and yours, and yours, 
That wear upan your Virgir-branches yet 

Your Maiden-heads grawing: O Proſerpina, 

For the Flowers now, that, frighted, thou let'ſt fall 
From Diſſes Waggon: Daffadils, 

That come before the Swallow dares, and take 

The Winds of March with Beauty; Violets, dim, 
But ſweeter than the Lids of Jano's Eyes, 

Or Cytherea's Breath; pale Prim-rofes, 

That die unmarried, e' er they can behold 

Bright Phæbus in his Strength, a Malady 

Moſt incident to Maids; bold Oxlips, and 


reſt 
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The Crown-Imperial ; Lillies of all kinds, 
The Flower-de-Lis being one. O theſe I lack 
To make you Garlands of, and my ſweet Friend 
To ſtrew him o'er and o'er. 
Flo. What? like a Coarſe} 
Per. No, like a Bank, for Love to lye and play on: 
Not like a Coarſe; or if, not to be buried, 
But quick, and in mine Arms. Come, take your Flowert, 
Methinks I play as I have ſcen them do 
In Wbhicſon Paſtorals: Sure this Robe of mine 
Does change my Diſpoſition. 
Flo. What you do, 
Still betters what is done. When you ſpeak, Sweet, 
I'll have you do it ever; when you fing, 
III have you buy and ſell ſo; fo give Alms; 
Pray ſ:;; and for the ord'ring your Affairs, 
To ſing them too. When you do Dance, I wiſh you 
A Wave o'th' Sea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that; move ſtill, ſtiil fo, 
And own no other Function. Each your doing, 
So ſingular in each particular, 
Crowns what you are doing in the preſent Deeds, 
That all your Acts are Queens, 
Per. O Doricles, 
Your Praiſcs are too large; but that your Youth 
And the true Blood which peeps forth fairly through it, 
Do plainly give you out an unſtain'd Sh-pherd, 
With Wiſdom, I might fear, my Doricles, 
You woo'd me the falſe way. 

Flo. I think you have 
As little Skill to fear, as I have purpoſe 
To put you tot. But come, our Dance I pray; 
Your Hand, my Perdita; ſo Turtles pair 
That never mean to part. 

Per. T'll ſwear for em. 

Pol. This is the prettieſt low-born Laſs, that ever 
Ran on the green-ford ; nothing ſhe does, or ſeems, 
But ſmacks of ſomething greater than her ſelf, 
Too noble for this place. : 

Cam, He tells her ſomething 


940 The Winter's Tale. 


That makes her Blood look on't: Good ſooth ſhe is 
The Queen of Curds and Cream. 

Clo, Come on, ſtrike up. 

Dor. Mopſa muſt be your Miſtreſs; marry Garlick to 
mend her kiſſing with. 

Mop. Now in good time. 

Co. Not a word, a word, we ſtand upon our Manners, 


| Come ſtrike up. Fe 
| Here a Dance of Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes. 
Pol. Pray, good Shepherd, what fair Swain is this Pc 
Which Dances with your Daughter? ha 
Shep. They call him Doricles, and he boaſts himſelf di 
To have a worthy Feeding; but I have it . 
Upon his own Report, and I believe it: SI 
He looks like ſooth; he ſays he loves my Daughter, ab 
T think ſo too; for never gaz'd the Moon : 
Upon the Water, as he']l ſtand and read * 
As *twere my Daughter's Eyes: And, to be plain, 
T think there is not half a Kiſs to chuſe T 
Who loves another beſt, 
Pol. She Dances featly, th 


Shep. So ſhe does any thing, tho” I report jt 
That ſhould be ſilent; if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, ſhe ſhall bring him that 
Which he not dreams of. 

| Enter a Servant. 

Ser. O Maſter, if you did but hear the Pedler at the 
Door, you would never Dance again after 4 Tabor ard 
Pipe: No, the Bag-pipe could not move you; he ſings ſe- 
veral Tunes faſter than you'll tell Mony; he utters them 
as he had caten Ballads, and all Mens Ears grew to his 
Tunes. 

Clo, He could never come better; he ſhall come in; I 
love a Ballad but even too well, if it be doleful Matter 
merrily ſer down; or a very pleaſant thing indeed, ard ſung 
lamertably. 

Ser. He hath Songs for Man cr Woman of all Sizes; 
no Milliner can fo fit his Cuſtomers with Gloves: He has 
the prettieſt Love=ſongs for Maids, ſo without Bawdry, 
(which is ſtrange) with ſuch delicate burthens of m_ b. 

an 


to 


ers, 
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and Fadings: Jump her and thump her; and where ſome 
ſtretch-mouth'd Raſcal would, as it were, mean miſchief, 


- and break a foul gap into the matter, he makes the Maid to 


anſwer, Whoop, do me no harm, good Man; puts him off, 
flights him, with Whoop, do me no harm, good Mau. 

Pol. This is a brave Fellow. 

Clo. Believe me, thou talkeſt of an admirable conceited 
Fellow, has he any unbraided Wares? 

Ser. He hath Ribbons of all the Colours i'th' Rainbow; 
Points, more than all the Lawyers in Bohemia can learnedly 
handle, tho* they come to him by the groſs: Inkles, Cad- 
diſſes, Cambricks, Lawns; why he ſings em over, as they 
were Gods or Goddeſſes; you would think a Smock were a 
She- Angel, he ſo chants to the Sleeve-hand, and the work 
about the Square on't. 

Clo, Prethee bring him in, and let him approach ſing- 
ing. 

per. Fore warn him that he uſe no ſcurrillous Words in's 
Tunes. ; 

Clo. You have of theſe Pedlers, that have more in them, 
than you'ld thir k, Siſter, 

Per. Ay, good Brother, or go about to think, 


Enter Autolicus ſinging. 


Lawn as white as driven Snow, 

Cypreſs black as e er was Crow; 

Gloves as ſweet as Damask Roſes, 

Mass for Faces, and for Noſes; 

Bugle-Bracelets, Neck-lace Amber, 

Perfume for a Lady's Chamber : 

Golden Qunoifs, and Stomachers, 

For my Lads to give their Dears : 

Pins, and poaking Stich of Steel, 

What Maids lack from Head to Heel: 
Come buy of me, come: Come buy, cone buy, 
Buy Laas, or elſe your Laſſes cry : Come buy. 


Clo, If I were not in love with AZopſa, thou ſhould'ſt take 
no Mony of me; but being enthrall'd as I am, it will alſo 
be the Bondage of certain Ribbons and Gloves. 

Alop. 
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| Atop. T was promis'd them againſt the Feaſt, but they 
come not too Jate now, 


Dor. He hath promis d you more than that, or there be 
Liars. 

Mop. He hath paid you all he promis'd you: May be 
he has paid you more, which will ſhame you to give him 

in. 

Clo. Is there no Manners left among Maids? Will they 
wear their Plackets, where they ſhould bear their Faces? ls 
there not Milking-time ? when you are going to bed? or 
kill-hole? to whiſtle of theſe Secrets; but you muſt be 
tittle· tatling before all our Gueſts; *tis well they are whiſ- 
pring: Clamour your Tongues, and not a word more. 

Mor. I have done: Come, you promis'd me a tawdry 
Lace, and a pair of ſweet Gloves. 

Clo. Have I not told thee how I was cozen'd by the way, 
and loſt all my Mony ? 

Ant. And indeed, Sir, there are Cozeners abroad, there- 
fore it behoves Men to be wary. 

Clo. Fear not thou, Man, thou ſhalt loſe nothing here, 

Aut. I hope fo, Sir, for I have about me many Parcels 
of Charge, 

Clo, What haſt here? Ballads? 

Mop. Pray now buy ſome, I love a Ballad in Print, 2 
Life, for then we are ſure they are true. 

Aut. Here's one to a very doleful Tune, how a Uſurer's 
Wife was brought to bed with twenty Mony Bags at a Bur- 


then, and how ſhe long'd to eat Adder's Heads, and Toads 
Carbonado'd, 


Mop. Is it true, think you? 

Ant. Very true, and but a month old, 

Dor. Bleſs me from marrying a Uſiuner, 

Aut. Here's the Midwife's name to't; one Miſtreſs Tale- 
Porter, and fave or fix honcſt Wives that were preſent. 
Why ſhould I carry Lyes abroad? | 

Atop. Pray you now buy it. 

Clo. Come or, lay it by; and let's firſt ſce moe Ballads; 
we'll buy the other things anon. 

Aut. Here's another Ballad of a Fiſh, that appear'd upon 
the Coaſt, on Wedneſday the fourſcore of April, forty thou- 


ſand 


3 
Fat] 


ls 
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ſind Fadom above Water, and ſung this Ballad apainſt the 
hard Hearts of Maids; it was thought ſhe was a Woman, 
and was turn'd into a cold Fiſh, for ſhe would not exchange 
Fleſh with one that lov'd her: The Ballad is very pitiful 
and as true. 

Dor, Is it true too, think you? ' 

Ant. Five Juſtices hands at it; and Witneſſes more than 
my Pack will hold, 

Clo. Lay it by too: Another. 

Ant, This is a merry Ballad, but a very pretty one, 

Mop. Let's have ſome merry ones. 

Aut. Why this is a paſſing merry one, and goes to the 
tune of two Maids wooing a Man; there's ſcarce a Maid 
Weſtward bur he ſings it: Tis in Requeſt, I can tell you. 

Mop. We can both ſing it; if thou'le bear a part, thou 
ſhalr hear, tis in three parts. 

Dor. We had the Tune on't a Month a-go. 

Aut. I can bear my part, you muſt know 'tis my occu- 


pation: Have at it with you. 
SONG 


Aut. Get you hence, for I muſt go, 

Where fits not you 10 know. 

Dor. Whither ? 

Mop. O whither ? 

Dor. Whither ? 

Mop. It becomes thy Oath full well, 
Thou to me thy Secrets tell. 

Dor. Me too, let me go thither : 

Mop. Or thou goeſt to th Grange, or Mill, 

Dor. If to either thou doſt ill : 

Aut. Weither. 

Dor. Mhat neither? 

Aut. Neither. 

Dor. Thom haſt ſworn my Love to be, 

Mop. Thon baſt ſivorn it more to me : 
Then whither goeſt ? Say whither ? 


_ Clo, We'll have this Song out anon by our ſelves: My 


Father and the Gentlemen ate in ſad talk, and we'll not troue 
of ble 
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ble them: Come bring away thy Pack after me; Wenches, 


Fll buy for you boch: Pedler let's have the firſt Choice; 
follow me Girls. 


Aut. And you ſhall pay well for em. 


SONG. 


Will you buy any Tape, or Lace for your Cape, 
My dainty Duck, my Deer-a 7 
Any Silk, any Thread, any Toys for your Head 
Of the new'ſt, and fin'ſt, fin ſt Ware-a © 
Come to the Pedler, Mony's a medler, 
That doth utter all Mens Mare: a. 


[Exit Clown, Autolicus, Dorcas, and Mopſi. 


Enter 4 Servant. 

Ser. Maſter, there are three Carters, three Shepherds, 
three Neat · herds, and three Swine-herds that have madt them- 
ſelves all Men of Hair, they call themſelves Saltiers, and 
they have a Dance, which the Wenches ſay is a Gally-mau- 
fry. of Gambols, becauſe they are not in't: But they them- 
ſelves are o'th* mind, if it be not too rough for ſome, that 
know little but Bowling, it will pleaſe pentifully. 

Shep. Away; we'll none on't ; here has been too much 
homely foolery already. I know, Sir, we weary you. 

Pol. You weary thoſe that refreſh us: Pray let's ſce 
theſe four-threes of Herdſmen. | 

Ser. One three of them, by their own report, Sir, hath 
danc'd before the King; and not the worſt of the three, but 
jumps twelve foot and half by th' ſquare. | 

Shep. Leave your prating; fince theſe good Men are 
pleay'd, let them come in, but quickly now. 


Here a Dance of twelve Satyrs. 


Pol. O Father, you'll know more of that hertafter. 
Is it not too far gone? Tis time to part them, 
He's ſimple, and tells much. How now, fair Shepherd, 
Your Heart is full of ſmething, that docs take 
Your Mind from Feaſting. Sooth, when I was young, 
And handed Love, as you do, I was wont 
0 
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es, To load my She with Knacks: I would have Ranſack'd 
©; The Pedler's ſilken Treaſury, and have pour'd it 
To her Acceptance; you have let him go, 
And nothing marted with him. If your Laſs 
Interpretation ſhould abuſe, and call this 
Your lack of Love, or Bounty, you were ſtraited . 
For a Reply at leaſt, if you make a Care | 
Of happy holding her. 
Flo. Old Sir, I know . 
Such prizes not ſuch Trifles as theſe are; WI 
The Gifts ſhe looks from me, are packt and lockt 4 
Up in my Heart, which I have given already, V 
But not deliver'd. O hear me breath my Life i 
ſa; Before this ancient Sir, who, it ſhould ſeem 1 
50 
5 


Hath ſometime lov'd. I take thy Hand, this. Hand, . 
As ſoft as Dove's Down, and as white as it, 1 

de, or Ethiopians Tooth, or the fan'd Snow, 

m. That's bolted by th' Northern Blaſt, twice o'er, 


nd Pol, What follows this? 4 : | 
it WW How prettily the young Swain ſeems to waſh ; 
me The Hand, was fair before! I have put you out; 13 
bat But to your Proteſtation: Let me hear | | N 
What you profeſs. 

ch Flo. Do, and be witneſs tot. 

Pol. And this my Neighbour too? | | 
ſce Flo. And he, and more 4 
A Than he, ſand Men; the Earth, and Heav'os, and all; i; 


That were I crown'd the moſt Imperial Monarch 
Thereof moſt worthy ; were I the faireſt Youth 
That ever made Eye ſwerve, had Force and Knowlege 
More than was ever Man's, I would not prize them 
Without her Love; for her imploy them all, 
Commend them, and condemn them to her Service, 
Or to their own Perdition. 

Pol. Fairly offer'd. 
| Cam, This ſhews a ſound Affection. 
5 Shep. But my Daughter, 
day you the like to him? 

Per. I cannot ſpeak 
50 well, nothing ſo well, no, nor mean better. 


To Vo. II. L i By 
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By the Pattern of my mine own Thoughts, I cut out 
The Purity of his. : 

Shep. Take Hands, a Bargain; | 
And Friends unknown, you ſhall bear witneſs to't: 
I give my Daughter to him, and will make 
Her Portion equal his. 

Flo. O, that muſt be 

I'th' Virtue of your Daughter; one being dead, 
T ſhall have more than you can dream of yet, 
Enough then for your Wonder: But come on, 
Contract us fore theſe Witneſſes, 

Sbep. Come, your hand; 

And, Daughter, yours. | 

Pol. Soft, Swain, a=-while; beſeech you, 
Have you a Father ? 

Flo. I have; but what of him? 

Pol. Knows he of this? 

Flo. He neither does nor ſhall. 

Pol. Methinks a Father 
Is at the Nuptial of his Son, a Gueſt 
T hat beſt becomes the Table: *Pray you once more, 
Is not your Father grown incapable 
Of reaſonable Affairs? Is he not Stupid | 
With Age, and altring Rheums? Can he ſpeak ? Hear? 
Know Man from Man? Diſpute his own Eſtate? 
Lyes he not Bed-rid? And again, does nothing 
But what he did, being Childiſh ? 

Flo. No, good Sir, 

He has his Health, and ampler Strength indeed 
Than moſt have of his Age. 

Pol. By my white Beard, 

You offer him, if this be ſo, a wrong 
Something unfilial: Reaſon my Son 

Should chuſe himſelf a Wife, but as good reaſon 
The Father (all whoſe Joy is nothing elſe 
But fair Polterity) ſhould hold ſome Counſel 
In ſuch a Buſineſs. 

Flo. I yield all this; - 

But for ſome other Reaſons, my grave Sir, 
Which tis not fit you know, I not acquaint. 
My Father of this Buſineſs, Pol, 
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Pol. Let him know't. 

Flo. He ſhall not. 

Pol. Prethee let him. 

Flo. No; he muſt not. 

Shep. Let him, my Son, he ſhall not need to grieve, 
At knowing of thy Choice. 

Flo. Come, come, he muſt not: + 
Mark our Contract. 14 

Pol. Mark your Divorce, young Sir, | Diſcovering himſelf. f | 
Whom Son I dare not call: Thou art too baſe 17 
To be acknowledg'd. Thou a Scepter's Heir, 
That thus affects a Sheep-hook ? Thou old Traytor, 


I am ſorry that by hanging thee, I can i 

But ſhorten thy Life one Week. And thou freſh Piece ww 
Of excellent Witchcraft, who of force muſt know _ 
The Royal Fool thou coap'ſt with. 4 


Shep. Oh my Heart! 
Pal. I'Il have thy Beauty ſcratch'd with Briars, and made if 
More homely than thy State. For thee, fond Boy, 
If I may ever know thou doſt but ſigh, 
That thou no more ſhalt ſee the Knack, as never 
I mean thou ſhalt, well bar thee from Succeſſion, 
Not hold thee of our Blood, no not our Kin, 
Far than Dexcalion off: Mark thou my Words; | 
Follow us to the Court. Thou Churl, for this time, 
Tho? full of our Diſpleaſure, yet we free thee | | 
From the dead blow of it: And You, Enchantment, 15 
Worthy enough a Herdſman; yea him too, ; 
That makes himſelf, but for our Honour therein, . 
Unworthy thee; if ever, henceforth, thou f | 
Theſe rural LatcWs to his entrance open, 
Or hope his Body more, with thy Embraces, {) 
I will deviſe a Death as cruel for thee, 1 
As thou art tender to it. [Exits | 
Per. Even here undone: 1 
I was not much afraid; for once or twice | } 
I was about to ſpeak, and tell him plainly, 4 
The ſelf- ſame Sun that ſhines upon his Court, 
Hides not his Viſage from our Cottage, bur 
| Looks on alike, Wilt pleaſe you, Sir, be gone? [To *. 
0 12 | 
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T told you what would come of this. 'Beſeech you 
Of your own State take care: This Dream of mine 
Being now awake, I'll Queen it no inch farther, 
Bur milk my Ewes, and 8 

Cam. Why how now, Father. 
Speak &er thou dyeſt. 

Shep. I cannot ſpeak, nor think, | 
Nor dare to know that which I know. O Sir, [To Flor. 
You have undone a Man of fourſcore three, 

That thought to fill his Grave in quiet; yea, 

To dye vpon the Bed my Father dy'd, 

To lye cloſe by his honeſt Bones; but now | 

Some Hang-man muſt put on my Shroud, and lay me 


Where no Prieſt ſhovels in Duſt. Oh curſed Wretch! Lu 
| [To Perdita, n un 


That knew*ſt this was the Prince, and wouldſt adventure = tl 
To mingle Faith with him. Undone, undone! Wi. 
Tf I might die within this Hour, I have liv'd T 7 
To die when I deſire. [ Exit, Us 
Flo. Why look you ſo upon me? Too ; 
I am but ſorry, not afraid; delay'd, Ang 
But nothing alter'd : What I was I am; W; 1 
More ſtraining on, for plucking back; not following * 
My Leaſh unwillingly. | | re” 


Cam, Gracious my Lord. | 
You know your Father's Temper: At this time Shall 
He will allow no Speech, which I do gueſs l 


You do not purpoſe to him; and as hardly Conc 
Will he Ae your ſight, as yet I fear; [ Ge 
Then, till the fury of his Highneſs ſettle, 7 Or 1 
Come not before kim, * 
Flo. I not purpoſe it. Tu þ, 
I think, Camillo. | | _ 
Cam, Even he, my Lord. Ref 
Per. How often have I told you 'twould be thus? 15 4 
How often ſaid, my Dignity would laſt gu. : 
But till 'twere known? > 10 
Flo. It cannot fail, but by d. 
The violation of my Faith, and then I — 


Let Nature cruſh the ſides oth” Earth together, 
And mar the Seeds within. Lift up thy Looks. ©, 


From 


r. 


it . 
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From my Succeſſion wipe me, Father, I 
Am Heir to my Affection. F 
Cam. Be advis'd. 
Flo. Tam; and by my Fancy, if my Reaſon 
Will thereto be obedient, I have Reaſon; 
If not, my Senſes, better pleas'd with madneſs, 
Do bid it welcome, 
Cam. This is deſperate, Sir. 
Flo. So call it; but it does fulfil my Vow; 
I needs muſt think it Honeſty. Camillo, 
Not for Bohemia, nor the Pomp that may 
Be thereat gleaned; for all that the Sun ſees, or 
The cloſe Earth wombs, or the profound Seas hide 
In unknown Fadoms, will I break my Oath 
To this my fair Belov'd: Therefore, I pray you, 
As you have ever been my Father's Friend, 
When he ſhall miſs me, (as in faith I mean not 
To ſee him any more) caſt your good Counſels 
Upon his Paſſion; let my ſelf and Fortune 
Tug for the time to come. This you may know, 
And fo deliver, I am put to Sea 
With her, whom here I cannot hold on Shore ; 
And moſt opportune to her need, I have 
A Veſſel rides faſt by, but not prepar'd 
For this deſigns What courſe I mean to hold 
Shall nothing benefit your Knowledge, nor 
Concern me the reporting. | 
Cam. O my Lord, - 
I would your Spirit were eaſier for advice, 
Or ſtronger for your need. 
Flo. Heark, Perdita. 
I'll hear you by and by. 
Cam. He's irremoveable, 5 
Reſol v'd for flight: Now were I happy, if 
His going I could frame to ſerve my turn; | 
Save him from danger, do him Love and Honour, 
Purchaſe the fight again of dear Sicilia, 
And that unhappy King, my Maſter, whom 
] fo much thirſt to ſee, 


3 Tl. 
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Flo. Now, good Camille," | 
I am fo fraught with curious Buſineſs, that 
1 leave out Ceremony. 

Cam, Sir, I think 
You have heard of my poor Services, i th' love 
That I have born your Father? | 

Flo, Very nobly 
Have you deſerv'd: It is my Father's Muſick 
To ſpeak your Deeds; not liitle of his care 
To have thery recompenc'd, as thought on. 

Cam. Well, my Lord, | 
If you may pleaſe to think I love the King, ; 
And through him, what's neareſt to him, which is 
Your gracious ſelf, embrace but my direction, 
If your more ponderous and ſetled Project 
May ſuffer alteration: On mine Honour, 
I'll point you where you ſhall have ſuch receiving 
As ſhall become your Highneſs, where you may 
Enjoy your Miſtreſs; from the whom, I ſee, 
There's no disjunction to be made, but by 
(As Heav'ns forefend) your Ruin, Marry her, 
And with my beſt Endeavours, in your abſence, 
Your diſcontented Father ſtrive to qualiſie, 
And bring to liking, | | 

Flo. How, Camillo, 
May this, almoſt a Miracle, be done? 
That I may call thee ſomerhing more than Man, 
And after that truſt to thee? 

Cam. Have you thought on 

A place whereto you'll go? 

Flo, Not any yet: 
But as th unthought- on Accident is guilty 
Of what we wildly do, ſo we profeſs 
Our ſelves to be the Slaves of Chances, and Flies 
Of every Wind that blows, 

Cam. Then liſt to me: 
This follows, if you will not change your purp ſe, 
But undergo this Flight; make for Sicilia, 
And there preſent your ſelf, and fair Princeſs, 
(For ſo I ſee ſhe muſt be) fore Leontes; 


She 
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he ſhall be habited, as it becomes 
he Partner of your Bed. Methinks J ſee 
Leontes opening his free Arms, and weeping 
His Welcomes forth; asks thee, the Son, forgiveneſs, 
As 'twere i'th' Father's Perſon; kiſſes the Hands 
Of your freſh Princeſs; o'er and o'er divides him, 
'Twixt his unkindneſs, and his kindneſs: th'one 
He chides to Hell, and bids the other grow 
Faſter than Thought or Time, 
Flo, Worthy Camillo. 
What colour for my Viſitation ſhall I 
Hold up before him? 
Cam. Sent by the King your Father 
To greet him, and to give him Comforts, Sir, 
The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you, as from your Father, ſhall deliver, 
Things known betwixt us three, I'll write you down, 
The which ſhall point you forth at every fitting 
What you mult ſay, that he ſhall not perceive, 
But that you have your Father's Boſom there, 
And ſpeak his very Heart. 
Flo, I am bound to you: 
There is ſome Sap in this. 
Cam. A courſe more promiſing, 
Than a wild Dedication of your ſelves 
To unpath'd Waters, undream'd Shores; moſt certain, 
To Miſeries enough: No hope to help you, 
But as you ſhake off one, to rake another: 
Nothing ſo certain, as your Anchors, who 
Do their beſt Office, if they can but ſtay you, 
Where you'll be loath to be: Beſides, you know, 
Proſperity's the very Bond of Love, 
Whoſe freſh Complexion, and whoſe Heart togeßher, 
Affliction alters. 
Per, One of theſe is true: 
I think Affliction may ſubdue the Cheek, 
But not take in the Mind. 
Cam. Yea, ſay you ſo? 
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There ſhall not at your Father's Houſe, theſe ſeven Yeare, 


Be born another ſuch, 
114 


Flo. 
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Flo. My good Camillo, 
She's as forward of her Breeding, as 
She is rth' rear o'her Birth 
Cam. I cannot ſay, tis pity 
She lacks Inſtructions, for ſhe ſeems a Miſtreſs 
To molt that teach. 
Per. Your pardon, Sir, for this. 
I'll bluſh you Thanks. 
Flo, My prettieſt Perdita 
But O, the Thorns we ſtand upon. Camillo, 
Preſerver of my Father, now of me; 
The Medicine of our Houſe; how ſhall we do? 
We are not furniſh'd like Bohemia's Son, 
Nor ſhall appear in Sicily 
Cam. My Lord, 
Fear none of this: I think you know my Fortunes 
Do all lye there: It ſhall be ſo my care 
To have you Royally appointed, as if 
The Scene you play were mine, For inſtance, Sir, 
That you may know you ſhall not want; one word. 


[ They talk aſide. 
Eter Autolicus. 


Aut. Ha, ha, what a Fool Honeſty is! and Truſt, his 
ſworn Brother, a very ſimple Gentleman! I have ſold all 
my Trumpery; not a Counterfeit Stone, nor a Ribbon, 
Gla's, Pomander, Browch, Table-book, Ballad, Knife, 
Tape, Glove, Shooe-tye, Bracelet, Horn-ring to keep my 
Pack from faſtning : They throng who ſhould buy firſt, as 


if my Trinkets had been hallowed, and brought a Bene- 
. diction to the Buyer; by which means, I ſaw whoſe Purſe 


was beſt in Picture; and what I ſaw, to my good uſe, | 
remember'd, My good Clown (who wants but ſomething 
to be a reaſonable Man) grew ſo in Love with the Wenches 
Song, that he would not ſtir his Pettitoes 'till he had both 
Tune and Words, which ſo drew the reſt of the Herd to 
me, that all their other Senſes ſtuck in Ears; you might 
have pinch'd a Placket, it was ſeoſcleſs, twas nothing to 
geld a Codpicce of a Purſe; I would have filed Keys off 
that hung in Chains: No hearing, no feeling, but my Sirs 
Song, and admit ing the nothing of it. So that in this * 
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of Lethargy, I pick'd and cut moſt of their Feſtival Purſes: | | 
And had not the old Man come in with a Whoo-bub a- '1 
gainſt his Daughter, and the King's Son, and ſcar'd my 
Chowghes from the Chaff, I had not left « Purſe alive in 


the whole Army. | | | 
Cam. Nay ; but my Letters by this means being there, 1 

So ſoon as you arrive, ſhall clear that doubt. '4 
Flo. pot thoſe that you'll procure from King Leontes—— | 


Cam. Shall ſatisfie your Father. 
Per. Happy be you: 

All that you ſpeak, ſhews fair, N 
Cam. Who have we here? . 
We'll make an Inſtrument of this; omit {1 
Nothing may give us aid. 1 

Ant,” If they have over - heard me now: why Hanging. | 
Cam, How now, good Fellow, 
Why ſhak'ſt thou ſo? Fear not, Man, 
Here's no harm intended to thee, 
Aut. I am a poor Fellow, Sir. 
Cam. Why, be ſo ſtill: here's no Body will ſteal that 


le, from thee ; yet for the outſide of thy Poverty, we muſt 
make an exchange: Therefore diſcaſe thee inſtantly, - (thou 
nis muſt think there's a Neceſſity in't) and change Garments 


with this Gentleman: Tho' the Penny-worth, on his ſide, 
n, be the worſt, yet hold thee, there's ſome boot, 


fe, Aut. I am a poor Fellow, Sir; I know ye well e- 

ny nough. 

25 _ Nay, prethee diſpatch; the Gentleman is half flead . 

e- ready. 1 

ſe Aut. Are you in earneſt, Sir? I ſmell the Trick on't. t 
| Flo. Diſpatch, I prethee, | 

ng Aut. Indeed I have had earneſt, but I cannot with Con- 

es ſcience take it. / 

th Cm. Unbuckle, unbuckle. jj 

to Fortunate Miſtreſs, (let my Prophecy | 

ht Come home to ye, ) you muſt retire your ſelf 

to Into ſome Covert; take your Sweet-heart's Hat 

ff And pluck it o'er your Brows, muffle your Face, k 

irs Diſmantle y, and, as you can, diſliken | | 

ve The Truth of your own ſeeming, that you may | 


of (For 11 
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(For I do fear Eyes over you) to Ship-board 
Get undeſcry'd, 
Per. I ſee the Play ſo lyes, 

That I muſt bear a part. 

Cam, No remedy 

Have you done there? 

Flo. Should I now meet my Father, 

He would not call me Son. , 
Cam. Nay, you ſhall have no Hat: 
Come Lady, come: Farewel, my|Friend, 
Aut. Adieu, Sir. | 
Flo. O Perdita, what have we twain forgot? 

Pray you a word. 

Cam. What I do next, ſhall be next to tell the King [Afde. 

Of this Efcape, and whither they are bound: 

Wherein my hope is, I ſhall fo prevail, 

To force him after; in whoſe Company 

I ſhall review Sicilia; for whoſe ſight, 

I have a Woman's Longing. 

Flo. Fortune ſpeed us. 

Thus we ſet on, Camillo, to th'Sea fide. [ Exit Flo, & Per. 
Cam. The ſwifter ſp:ed, the better. | Exit. 
Aut. | underſtand the Buſineſs, I hear it: To have an 

open Ear, a quick Eye, and a nimble Hand, is neceſſary for 

2 Cut · purſe; a good Noſe is requiſite alſo, to ſmell out 

work for th'other Senſes. I ſee this is the time that the 

unjuſt Man doth thrive. What an exchange had this been, 
without boor? What a boot is here, with this exchange: 
ſure the Gods do this Year connive at us, and we may do 
any thing extempore. The Prince himſelf is about a piece 
of Iniquity, ſtealing away from his Father, with his Clog at 
his Heels. Tf I thought it were a piece of honeſty to ac- 
quaint the King withal, I would not do't: I hold it the 
more Knavery to conceal itz and therein am conſtant to 


my Profeſſion. 


Enter Clown and Shepherd. 


Aſide, fide, here's more matter for a hot Brain; Every 
Lanes end, every Shop, Church, Scion, Hanging, yields a 
careful Min work. 


; On 


de. 
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| Clo, See, ſee; what a Man you are now There is no 
other way, but to tell the King ſhe's a Changling, and none 
of your Fleſh and Blood. 

Shep. Nay, but hear me. 

Qo. Nay, but hear me. 

Shep. Go to then. 

Clo. She being none of your Fleſh and Blood, your Fleſh 
and Blood has not offended the King, and ſo your Fleſh and 
Blood is not to be puniſh'd by him. Shew thoſe things you 
found about her, thoſe ſecret things, all but what ſhe has 
with her; this being done, let the Law go whiſtle; I war- 
rant you, | | 

Shep. I will tell the King all, every Word, yea, and his 
Sons pranks too; who, I may ſay, is no honeſt Man nei- 
ther to his Father, nor to me, to go about to make me the 
King's Brother-in-law. 

Clo. Indeed Brother-in-law was the fartheſt off you could 
have been to him, and then your Blood had been the dearer 
by I know how much an Ounce. 

Aut. Very wiſely, Puppies. [ 4fde. 

Shep. Well; let us to the King; there is that in this Far- 
thel will make him ſcratch his Beard, 

Aut. I know not what Impediment this Complaint may be 
to the Flight of my Maſter. 

Clo. *Pray heartily he be at Palace. 

Aut. Tho' I am not naturally honeſt, I am ſo ſometimes 
by chance: Let me pocket up my Pedlers Excrement. How 
now, Ruſtiques, whither are you bound? 

Shep. To th' Palace, and it like your Worſhip. 

Aut. Your Affairs there? What? with whom? the Con- 
dition of that Farthel? the Place of your Dwelling? your 
Names? your Age? of what having? breeding, and any thing 
that is fitting for to be known, diſcover ? 

Clo, We are but plain Fellows, Sir. 

Aut. A Lie; you are rough and hairy; let me have no 
lying; it becomes none but Tradeſmen, and they often give 
us, Soldiers, the Lie, but we pay them for it with ſtamped 
con, not ſtabbing Steel, therefore they do not give us the 

ie, 
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Ce, Your Worſhip had like to have given us one, if you 
had not taken your ſelf with the manner, | 

Shep. Are you a Courtier, and like you, Sir? 

Aut. Whether it like me, or no, I am a Courtier, Seeſt 
thou not the Air of the Court in theſe Enfoldings? Hath 
not my Gate in it the Meaſure of the Court? receives not thy 
Noſe Court-Qdour from me? Reflect I not on thy Baſc- 
neſs, Court-Contempt ? Think'ſt thou, for that IT inſinuate, or 
toaze from thee thy Buſineſs, I am therefore no Courtier? 
T am Courtier Cap- a- pe; and one that will either puſh-on, 
or pluck back, thy buſineſs there; whereupon I command 
thee to open thy Affair. 

Shep. My Buſineſs, Sir, is to the King. 

Aut. What Advocate haſt thou to him? 

Shep. I know not, and't like you. f 

Clo. Advocate's the Court - word for a Pheazant; ſay you 
have none. | 
Shep. None, Sir; I have no Pheaſant Cock, nor Hen, 


Aut. How bleſſed are we, that are not ſimple Men! . 


Yer Nature might have made me as theſe are, 
Therefore I will not diſdain, 

Clo. This cannot be but a great Courtier, 

Shep. His Garments are rich, but he wears them not hand- 
ſomiy. 

Go. He ſeems to be the more Noble in being fantaſtical; 
2 great Man, I'll warrant; I know by the Picking on's 
Teeth. | 

Aut. The Farthel there; what's 'th' Farthel? 
Wherefore that Box? 

Shep. Sir, there lyes ſuch Secrets in this Farthel and Box, 
which none maſt know but the King, and which he ſhall 
know within this Hour, if I may come to th' Speech of him, 

Aut. Age, thou haſt loſt thy Labour. 

Shep. Why Sir? 

Ant. The King is not at the Palace, he is gone aboard a 
new Ship to purge Melancholly, and air himſelf; for if thou 
be'ſt capable of things ſerious, thou muſt know the King is 
fall of Grief, | 

Shep. So *tis ſaid, Sir, about his Son that ſhould have 
marricd a Shepherd's Da ghter. 


Aut. 


ou 


ou 
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Aut. If that Shepherd be not in Hand-faſt, let him fly; 


the Curſes he ſhall have, the Tortures he ſhall feel, will 


break the Back of Man, the Heart of Monſter. 

Clo, Think you fo, Sir? | 

Aut. Not he alone ſhall ſuffer what Wit can make heavy, 
and Vengeance bitter; but thoſe that are Germain to him, 
tho remov'd fifty times, ſhall all come under the Hangman; 
which, tho' it be great Pity, yet it is neceſſary. An old 
Sheep-whiſtling Rogue, a Ram- tender, to offer to have his 
Daughter come into Grace? Some ſay he ſhall be ſton'd; 
but that Death is too ſoft for him, ſay I: Draw our Throne 
into a Sheep-Coat ? All Deaths are too few, the ſharpeſt 
too eaſie. 

Clo. Has the old Man &er a Son, Sir; do you hear, and't 
like you, Sir? 

Aut. He has a Son, who ſhall be flay'd alive, then noint- 
ed over with Honey, ſer on the Head of a Waſp's Neſt, 
then ſtand 'till he be three Quarters and a Dram dead; 
then recover'd again with Aqua- vitæ, or ſome other hot 
Infuſion; then, raw as he is, (and in the hotteſt Day Prog» 
noſtication proclaims) ſhall he be ſer againſt a Brick-Wall, 
the Sun looking with a Southward Eye upon him, where 
he is to behold him, with Flies blown to Death. But 
what talk we of theſe Traitorly-Raſcals, whoſe Miſeries are 
to be ſmil'd at, their Offences being ſo capital? Tell me, 
(for you ſeem to be honeſt plain Men) what you have to 
the King; being ſomething gently conſider'd, I'll bring 
you where he is aboard, tender your Perſons to his Preſence, 
whifper him in your behalf; and if it be in Man, be- 
_ the King, to effect your Suits, here is a Man ſhall 

Q It, 

Clo. He ſeems to be of great Authority; cloſe with him, 
give him Gold; and though Authority be a ſtubborn Bear, 
yet he is oft led by the Noſe with Gold; ſhew the inſide 
of your Purſe to the outſide of his Hand, and no more ado, 
Remember ſton'd and flay'd alive, - 

Shep. And't pleaſe you, Sir, to undertake the Buſineſs 
for us, here is the Gold 1 have; I'll make it as much 


more, and leave this young Man in Pawn 'till I bring it 


You, 


Aut. 
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Aut. After I have done what I promiſed? 
Shop. Ay, Sir, 


Aut. Mell, give me the Moiety. Are you a parting in 


this Buſineſs ? . ; 

Cle. In ſome fort, Sir; but tho' my Caſe be a pitiful 
one, I hope I ſhall not be flay'd out of it. 

Ant. Oh that's the Caſe of the Shepherd's Son; hang 
him, hell be made an Example. 

Clo. Comfort, good Comfort; we muſt to the King, 
and ſhew our ſtrange Sights; he muſt know 'tis zone of 
your Daughter nor my Siſter, we are gone elſe. Sir, 1 
will give you as much as this old Man does, when the Bu- 
fineſs is perform d, and remain, as he ſays, your Pawn *till 
it be brought you. 

Aut. I will truſt you, walk before toward the Sea-fide, 
20 on the right Hand, I will but look upon the Hedge, and 
follow you. 

Clo. We are bleſs'd in this Man, as I may fay, even 
bleſs'd. 

Shep. Let's before, as he bids us; he was provided to do 
good. | | Exennt Shep. and Clown, 
Aut. If I had a Mind to be honeſt, I ſee Fortune would 
not ſuffer me; ſhe drops Booties in my Mouth. I am 
courted now with a double Occaſion : Gold, and a Means 
to do the-Prince my Maſter good ; which, who knows how 
that may turn back tomy Advancement? I will bring theſe 
two Moals, theſe blind ones, aboard him; if he think it fit 
to Shoar them again, and that the Complaint they bave to 
the King concerns him nothing, let him call me Rogue, for 
being fo far officious, for I am Proof againſt that Title, and 
what Shame elſe belongs to't: Te him will I preſent them, 
there may be Matter in it. Exit. 


NN 


939 


The Winter's Tale. 


A cr v. SCENEL 
Exter Leontes, Chenin Dion, Paulina, and Servants, 


Cleo, 81 R, you have done enough, and have perform'd. 
A Saint- like Sorrow : No Fault could you make, 

Which you have not redeem'd; indeed pay'd down 
More Penitence, than done Treſpaſs. At the laſt 
Do as the Heavens have done; forget your evil 
With them, forgive your ſelf. 

Leo. Whilſt I remember 
Her and her Virtues, I cannot forget 
My Blemiſhes in them, and ſo ſtill think of 
The Wrong I did my (elf; which was ſo much, 
That Heir-leſs it hath made my Kingdom, and 
Deſtroy'd the ſweer'ſt Companion that e er Man 
Bred his Hopes out of, true. 

Paxl. Too true, my Lord, 
If one by one you wedded all the World, 
Or from the All that are, took ſomething goad, 
To make a perfect Woman; ſhe you kilfd, 
Would be unparallell'd. 

Leo, I think ſo, Kill'd ? | 
She I killd? I did fo, but thou ſtrik'ſt me 
Sorely, to ſay I did; it is as bitter 
Upon thy Tongue, as in my Thought. Now, good now; 
Say fo but ſeldom. 

Cleo. Not at all, good Lady; 
You might have ſpoken a thouſand things, that would 
Have done the time more Benefit, ard grac'd 
Your Kindneſs better. 

Paul. You are one of thoſe, 
Would have him wed again. 

Dio. If you would not ſo, 
You pity not the State, nor the Remembrance 
Of his moſt Soveraign Name; Conſider little, 
What Dangers, by his Highneſs fail of Iſſue, 
May drop upon his Kingdom, and devour 

Incertain 


| 


* 


Ta 
- #® 


WO * 
- _ 8.412 
FR, TY +> 2 * ty. © 


1 
* 
% 

* 
i 


960 The Winter's Tale. 
Incertain lookers on. What were more holy, 
to rejoice the former Queen is well? 

What holier, than for Royalties repair, - 
For preſent Comfort, and for future good, 
To bleſs the Bed of Majeſty again 
With a ſweet Fellow to't? 

Paul. There is none worthy, 
(Reſpecting her that's gone) Beſides the Gods 
Will have fulfill'd their ſccret Purpoſes: | 
For has not the divine Apollo ſaid, © - 
Ist not the Tenor of his Oracle, 
That King Leontes ſhall not have an Heir, 
Till his loſt Child be found? Which, that it ſhall, 
Is all as monſtrous to our humane Reaſon, 
As my Antigonss to break his Grave, 
And come again to me; who, on my Life, 
Did periſh with the Infant. *Tis your Council, 
My Lord ſhould to the Heav'ns be contrary, 
Oppoſe againſt their Wills. Care not for Iſſue, 
The Crown will find an Heir. Great Alexander 
Left his to th* Worthieſt; ſo his Succeſſor 
Was like to be the beſt. 

Leo. Good Paulina, 
Who haſt the Memory of Hermione 
I know in Honour: O, that ever I 
Had ſquar'd me to thy Council; then, even now _ 
I might have look'd upon my Queen's full Eyes, 
Have taken Treaſure from her Lips. 

Paul. And left them 
More rich, for what they yielded, 

Leo. Thou ſpeak'ſt Truth: r 5 


No more ſuch Wives, therefore no Wife; one worſe, 


And better us d, would make her fainted Spirit, 
Again poſſeſs her Corps, and on this Stage, 
(Where we Offenders now appear) Soul- vext, 
And begin, why to me? | 

Paul. Had ſhe ſuch Power, 
She had juſt Cauſe, 

Leo, She had, and would incenſe me 
To murther her I married. 
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Paal. I ſhould ſo: | 

Were I the Ghoſt that wak'd, I'd bid you mark 

Her Rye, and tell me for what dull part int 

You choſe her; then I'd ſhriek, that even your Ears 

Should rift to hear me, and the Words that follow'd, 
Leo. Stars, Stars, 

And all Eyes elſe, dead Coals; fear thou no Wife: 

Til have no Wife, Paulina. | 
Paxl. Will you ſwear 

Never to marry, but by my free Leave? 

Leo, Never, Paulina, ſo be bleſs d my Spuit. | 
Paul. Then, good my Lords, bear Witneſs to his Oath. 
Cleo, You tempt him over-much. 

Paul. Unleſs another, 
As like Hermione, as is her Picture, 
Affront his Eye. 
Cleo. Good Madam, pray have done. 
Paul. Yet if my Lord will marry ; if you will, Sir; 

No Remedy, but you will; give me the Office 

To chuſe you a Queen; ſhe ſhall not be ſo young 

As was your former; but ſhe (hall be ſuch 

As, walk'd your firſt Queen's Ghoſt, it ſhould take Joy 

To ſe her in your Arms. | 
Lee, My true Paulina, | 

We hall not marry, till thou bidſt us. 

Paul. That | 
Shall be, when your firſt Queen's again in Breath: 
Never till then. 


Enter 4 Servant. 
Ser. One that gives out himſelf Prince Horixel, 
Son of Pelizexes, with his Princeſs (ſhe 
The faireſt I have yet beheld) deſires Acceſs 
To your high Preſence. 
Lie. What with him? He comes not 
Like to his Father's Greatneſs ; his Approach 


So out of Circumſtance, and ſudden, tells us, 


"Tis not a Viſitation fram'd, but forc'd. 


By need and accident. What Train? 
Ser, Bur few, 
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And thoſe but mean. 

Leo. His Princeſs, fay you, with him? 

Ser. Yes; the moſt peerleſs piece of Earth, I think, 
T hat &er the Sun ſhone bright on. 

Paul. Oh Hermione, - 
As every preſent Time doth boaſt i it ſelf 
Above a better, gone; ſo mult thy Grave 
Give way to what's ſeen now, Sir, you your ſelf 
Have laid, and writ ſo; but your writing now 
Is colder than that Them: ſhe had rot been, 
Nor was not to be equall'd; thus your Verſe 
Flow'd with her Beauty once, tis ſhrewdly ebb'd, 
To fay you have ſeen a better, 

Ser, Pardon, Madam; 
The one I have almoſt forgot, (your Pardon) 
The other, when ſhe has obtain'd your Eye, - 
Will have your Tongue too, This is a Creature, 
Would the begin a Sect, might quench the Zeal af 
Of all Profeſſors elſe, make Proſelites 
Of who ſhe but bid follow. 

Paul. How? not Women? 

Ser, Women will love her, that ſhe is a Woman 
More worth than any; Man: Men, that ſhe is 
The rareſt of all Women. | 

Leo. Go, Cleomines; 

Your ſelf (aſſiſted with your honour” 4 Friends) 
Bring them to our Embracement, Still "tis ſtrange 
He thus ſhould ſteal upon us. [Exit Ceo, 

Paul. Had our Prince 
(Jewel of Children) ſeen this Hour, he had pair'd 
Well with this Lord; there was nor a full Month 
Between their Bi the. | 

Leo. Prethee no more; ceaſe; thou 1500 1 
He dies to me again, when talk'd of: Sure 
When I ſhall ſee this Gentlemar, thy Speeches 

Will bring me to conſider that, which may 
Unfurniſh me of Reaſon. They are come. 

Enter Florizel, Perdita, Cleomines, and others. 
Your Mother was moſt true to Wedlock, Prince, 
For ſhe did print your Royal Father off, 


Con- 


Deo. 


Con- 


His Tears proclaim'd his parting with her; thence 
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Conceiving you. Were I but twenty one, 

Your Father's Image is ſo hie in you, 

His very Air, that I ſhould call you Brother, 
As I did him, and ſpeak of ſomething wildly 
By us perform'd before, Moſt dearly welcome, 
And your fair Prinecſs, Goddeſs, oh! alas! 

I loſt a Couple, that *twixt Heav'n and Earth 
Might thus have ſtood, begetting Wonder, as 
You, gracious Couple do; and then I loſt, | 
(All mine own Folly) the Society, 1 
Amity too of your brave Father, whom 
(Tho bearing Miſery) I deſire my Life 

Once more to look on him, 

Flo. By his Command 1 
Have I here touch'd Sicilia, and from him 4 
Give you all Greetings, that a King, as Friend, 4 
Can ſend his Brother; and but Infirmity, 

Which waits upon worn times, hath ſomething ſeiz'd 
His wiſh'd Ability, he had himſelf 

The Lands and Waters twixt your Throne and his 
Meaſur'd, to look upon you, whom he loves, 

He bad me ſay fo, more than all the Scepters, 
And thoſe that bear them, living, 

Leo. Oh my Brot her! ö 
Good Gentleman, the Wrongs I have done thee, ſtir 
Afﬀreſh within me; and theſe thy Offices 
So rarely kind, are as Interpreters, 
Of my behind-hand Slackneſs. Welcome hither, 
As is the Spring to th' Earth. And hath he too 
Expos'd this Paragon to th' fearful Uſage, 
(Ar leaſt ungentle) of the dreadful Neptune, 
To greet a Man, not worth her Pains; much leſs, 
Th' Adventure of her Perſon. 

Flo, Good my Lord, 
She came from Lybia. 

Les. Where the warlike Smalxs, 

That noble honour'd Lord, is fear'd, and lov'd? 

Flo. Moſt Royal Sir, 

From thence; from him, whoſe Daughter 
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( A proſperous South-Wind friendly) we have cxoſs'd, 


To + xecute the Charge my Father gave me, 
For viſiting your Highneſs; my beſt Train 
I have from your Sicilian Shores diſmiſs'd, 
Who for Bohemia bend, to ſignifie 
Not only my Succeſs in 72 Sir, 
But my Arrival, and my Wife's, in Safety 
Here, where we are. | 

Leo. The bleſſed Gods 
Purge all Infection from our Air, whilſt you 
Do Climate here; you have a holy Father, 
A graceful Gentleman, againſt whoſe Perſon, 
So ſacred as it is, I have done Sin; 
For which the Heav'ns, taking angry Note, 
Have left me Iſſue- leſs, and your Father's bleſs'd, 
As he from Heav'n merits it, with you, 
Worthy his Goodneſs. What might I have been, 
Might I a Son and Daughter now have look'd on, 


Enter a Lord, 
Tord. Moſt noble Sir, 

That which I ſhall report will bear no Credit, 
Were not the Proof ſo nigh. Pleaſe you, great Sir, 
Bohemia greets you from himſelf, by me; 
Deſires you to attach his Son, who has 
His Digrity and Duty both caſt off, 
Fled from his Father, from his Hopes, ard with 
A Shepherd's Daughter. 

Leo. Where's Bohemia ? ſpeak. | 

Lord. Here in your City; I now came from him. 
I ſpeak amazedly, and it becomes 
My Marvel, and my Meſſage: To your Court 
W hiſt he was haſtning, in the Chaſe, it ſeems, 
Of this fair Couple, meets he on the way 
The Father of this ſceming Lady, and 
Her Brother, having both their Country quitted, 
Wich this young Prince, 

Flo. Camillo his betray'd me, 
Whoſe Honour, and whoſe Horeſty *cill now, 
Endur'd all Weathers. 


* 
ME 


Lor 


The Vinter's Tale. 


Lord. Lay't ſo to his Charge; 
He's with the King your Father. 

Leo. Who? Camillo? 

Lord. Camillo? Sir, I ſpake with him, who now 
Has theſe poor Men in Queſtion, Never ſaw 1 
Wretches fo quake; they kneel, they kiſs the Earth; 
Forſwear themſelves as often as they ſpeak; 
Bobemia ſtops his Ears, and threatens them 
With divers Deaths, in Death. 

Per. Oh my poor Father, 

The Heav'n ſets Spies upon us, will not have 
Our Contract celebrated. 

Leo. Vou are marry'd? 

Flo, We are not, Sir, nor are we like to be; 
The Stars, I ſee, will kiſs the Valleys firſt; 

The odds for high and low's alike, 

Leo. My Lord, 

In this the Daughter of a King? 

Flo. She is, 

When once ſhe is my Wife. 

Leo. That once, I ſee, by your good Father's Speed, 
Will come on very ſlowly. I am ſorry, | 
Moſt ſorry, you have broken from his liking, 
Where you were ty'd in Duty; and as ſorry, 
Your Choice is not ſo rich in Worth as Beauty, 
That you might well enjoy her. 

Flo. Dear, look up; 
Though Fortune, viſible an Enemy, 
Should chaſe us, with our Father; Power no Jot 
Hath ſhe to change our Loves. Beſeech you, Sir, 
Remember ſince you ow'd no more to Time | 
Than I do now; with Thought of ſuch Affections, 
Step forth mine Advocate; at your Requeſt, 
My Father will grant precious Things, as Trifles. | 

Leo, Would he do fo, I'd beg your precious Miſtreſs, 
Which he counts but a Trifle, 

Paul. Sir, my Liege, 

Your Eye hath too much Youth in't; not a Month 
Fore your Queen dy'd, ſhe was more wcrth ſuch Gazzs 


Than what you look on now, 
K k 3 Leo, 
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Leo. I thought of her, | 
Even in theſe Looks I made. But your Petition 
Is yet unanſwer'd; I will to your Father; 
Your Honour not o'crthbrown by your Deſires, 
I am Friend to them, and you; upon which Errand 
I now go toward him, therefore follow me, 
And mark what way I make: Come, good my Lord, 

[ Excunt. 


SCENE I. 
Enter Autolicus, and a Gentleman, 


Aut. Beſeech you, Sir, were you preſent at this Rela- 
tion? 

1 Gent, J was by at the opening of the Fardel, heard 
the old Shepherd deliver the Manner how he found it; 
whereupon, after a little Amazedneſs, we were all com- 
manded out of the Chamber; only this, me-thought, I 
heard the Shepherd ſay, he found the Child. 

Aut. I would moſt gladly know the Iſſue of it. 

1 Gen, I make a broken Delivery of the Buſineſs; but 
the C::anges I perceived in the King and Camillo, were ve- 
Ty Notes of Admiration; they ſeem'd almoſt, with ſtaring 
on one another, to tear the Caſes of their Eyes, There 
was Speech in their Dumbneſs, Language in their very Ge- 
ſture; they look'd as if they had heard of a World ranſom'd, 
on one deſtroy'd ; a notable Paſſion of Wonder appear'd 
in them; but che wiſeſt Beholder, that knew no more 
but ſeeing, could not ſay, if th'Importance were Joy, or 
"5 but in the Extremity of the one, it muſt needs 

e. 
Enter another Gentleman. 
Here comes a G ntleman, that happily knows more: 
The News, Rogero. 
2 Gen. Nothing but Bonfires : The Qracle is fulfill'd ; 


the King's Davghter is found; ſuch a deal of Wonder is 


broken out within this Hour, that Ballad-makers cannot be 
able to expreſs it. | 
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Enter another Gentleman. | 
Here comes the Lady Paulina's Steward, he can deliver 
you more. How goes it now, Sir? This News which is 
cali'd true, is ſo like an old Tale, that the Verity of it is 
in ſtrong Suſpicion ; has the King found his Heir? 

3 Gen, Moſt true, if ever Truth were pregnant by 
Circumſtance: That which you hear, you'll ſwear you 
ſee, there is ſuch Unity in the Proots. The Mantle 
of Queen Hermione ; her Jewel about the Neck of it; 
the Letters of Autigonus found with it, which they know 
to be his Character; the Majeſty of the Creature, in Re- 
ſemblance of the Mother; the Affection cf Nobleneſs, 
which Nature ſhews above her Breeding, and many c- 
ther Evidences proclaim her with all Certainty ro be 
the King's Daughter. Did you ſce the Meeting of the two 
Kings? 

2 Gem. No. 

3 Gent, Then have you loſt a Sight which was to be 
ſeen, cannot be ſpoken of. There might you have be- 
held one Joy crown another, ſo and in ſuch manner, that 
it ſeem'd Sorrow wept to take leave of them, er their 
Joy waded in Tears. There. was caſting up of Eyes, hol- 
ding up of Hands, with Countenance of ſuch DiſtraQion, 
that they were to be known by Garment, not by Favour, 
Our King being ready to leap out of himſelf, for Joy of 
his found Daughter ; as if that Joy were now become a 
Loſs, cries, Oh, thy M-ther, thy Mother! then asks 
Bohemia Forgiveneſs ; thea embraccs his Son-in-l:;w 3 then 
apain worries he his Daughter, with clipping her. Now 
he thanks the old Shepherd, who ſtands by, like a Wea- 
ther-beaten Conduit of many King's Reins, I never heard 
of ſuch another Encounter, which lames Report to follow 
it, and undoes Deſcription to do it. 

2 Gent, What pray you, became of Antigonus, that car- 
ry'd hence the Child ? 3 

Gent. Like an old Tale ſtill, which will have Matters 
to rehearſe, tho' Credit be aſleep, and not an Ear open; he 
was torn to pieces with a Bear; this avouches the Shep- 


herd's Son, who has not only his Innocence, which ſeems 
K k 4 | much, 
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much, to juſtifie him, but a Handkerchief and Rings of fin 
his; that Paulina knows. 

1 Gent, What became of his Bark, and his Follow. 
ers? 2 

3 Gent, Wrackt the fame Inſtant of their Maſter's 
Death, and in the View of the Shepherd; ſo that all the 
Inſtruments which aided to expoſe the Child, were even 

then loſt, when it was found. But oh the noble Combat, " 

that 'twixt Joy and Sorrow was fought in Paulina. She 
had one Eye declin'd forthe Loſs of her Husband, another 
| elevated that the Oracle was fulfild, She lifted the Prin- talk 


ceſs from the Earth, and ſo locks her in embracing, as if ove 
ſhe would pin her to her Heart, that ſhe might do more | ** 

3 be in danger of loſing. bert 
| I Gent. The Dignity of this Act was worth the au- * 


dience of Kings and Princes, for by ſuch was it acted. 

3 Gent. One of the prettieſt Touches of all, and that 
which angled for mine Eyes, caught the Water, though 
not the Fiſh, was, when at the Relation of the Queen's 


| 
| 
| Death, with the manner how ſhe came to it, bravely con- He 
| fuſg'd, and lamented by the King, how Attentiveneſs and 
| wounded his Daughter, till, from one Sign of Dolour to 5 
| another, ſhe did, with an Alas, I would fain ſay, bleed Son 
| Tears ; for I am ſure, my Heart wept Blood, Who was C 
moſt marble there, changed Colour ; ſame ſwounded, all this 
ſorrowed ; if all the World could have ſeen't, the Woe had theſ 
been univerſal, Gen 
1 Gent, Are they returned to the Court ? Gen 
3 Gent. Na. The Princeſs hearivg of her Mother's Statue, am 
which is in the keeping of Paulina, a Piece many Years in 4 
doing, and now newly perform'd by that rare Italian Ma- C 
ſter, Fulio Romano, who, had himſeif Eternity, and could 5 
but breath into his! Work, would beguile Nature of her C 


Cuſtom, ſo perfectly he is her Ape. He fo near to Her- my 


mione, hath done Hermione, that they fay one would ſpeak 
to her, and ſtand in hope of Anſwer, Thither, with all ther, 


preedireſs of Affection, are they gone, and there they in- Prin 
tend to ſup. | wep! 

2 Gent, I thought ſhe had ſome great Matter there in we ſ 
Hand, for ſhe hath privately twice or thrice a Day, ever Sh 


ſir ce 
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fince the Death of Hermione, viſited that removed Houſe. 
Shall we thither, and with our Company piece the Rejoy- 
cing ? | | 

- Gent, Who would be thence, that has the benefit of 
acceſs? Every wink of an Eye, ſome new Grace will be 
born: Our abſence makes us unthrifty to our Knowledge. 
Let's along. Exeunt. 

Aut. Now, had not I the daſh of my former Life in me. 
would Preferment drop on my Head. I brought the old 


Man and his Son aboard the Prince; told him, I heard them 


talk of a Farthel, and I know not what; but he at that time, 
over-fond of the Shepherd's Daughter (fo he then took her 
to be) who began to be much Sea - ſick, and himſelf little 
better, extremity of Weather continuing, this Myſtery re- 
mained undiſcover'd. But tis all one to me; for had I been 
the finder out of this Secret, it would not have reliſh'd > 
mong my other Diſcredits, 


Enter Shepherd and Clown, 


Here come thoſe I have done good to againſt my Will, 


and already appearing in the Bloſſoms of their Fortune, 

Shep. Come Boy, I am paft more Children; but thy 
Sons and Daughters will be all Gentlemen born. 

Clo. You are well mer, Sir ; you denied to fight with me 
this other day, becauſe I was no Gentleman born : See you 
theſe Clothes ? ſay you ſee them not, and think me ſtill no 
Gentleman born, You were beſt ſay theſe Robes are not 
Gentlemen born. Give me the Lie; do, and try whether I 
am not now a Gentleman born. 

Aut. I know you are now, Sir, a Gentleman borr. 

Clo. Ay, and have been ſo any time theſe four hours. 

Shep. And fo have I, Boy, 

Clo. So you have ; but I was a Gentleman born before. 
my Father : for the King's Son took me by the hand, and 
call'd me Brother; and then the two Kings call'd my Fa- 
ther, Brother; and then the Prince my Brother, and the 
Princeſs my Siſtcr called my Father, Father, and ſo we 
wept; and there was the firſt Gentleman-like Tears that ever 
we ſhed, 

Shep. We may live, Son, to ſhed many more. 
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Clo, Ay, or elſe tere hard Luck, being in ſo prepoſte- 
rous Eſtate as we are. REEL | 

Am, I humbly beſeech you, Sir, to pardon me all the 
Faults I have committed to your Worſhip, and to give me 
your good Report to the Prince, my Maſter. | 

Shep. Prethee Son do; for we muſt be gentle, now we 
are Gentlemen. | 

Co. Thou wilt amend thy Life? 

Ant. Ay, and it like your good Worſhip. 

Clo, Give me thy Hand; I will ſwear to the Prince, thou 
art as honeſt a true Fellow as any is in Bohemia. 

Shep. You may fay it, but not ſwear it, 

Clo, Not ſwear it, now I am a Gentleman ? Let Boors 
and Franklins ſay it, I'll ſwear it. 

Shep. How if it be falſe, Son? 

Clo, If it be neter fo falſe, a true Gentleman may ſwear 
it in the behalf of his Friend: And I'll ſwear to the Prince, 
thou art a tall Fellow of thy Hands, and that thou wilt nor 
be drunk; but I know thou art no tall Fellow of thy Hards 
and that thou wilt be drunk; but I'll ſwear it, and I would 
thou wouldſt be a tall Fellow of thy Hands. 

Aut. 1 will prove ſo, Sir, to my Power. 

Clo. Ay, by ary means prove a tall Fellow; if I do not 
wonder how thou dat'ſt venture to be drunk, not being a 
tall Fellow, truſt me not, Hatk, the Kings and the Prince,, 
our Kindred, are going to ſee the Queen's Picture. Come 
follow us: We'll be thy good Maſter. [ Exennt, 


SCENE III. 


Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizel, Perdita, Camillo, Paulina- 
Lords, and Attendants, | 


Leo. O grave and good Paulina, the great Comfort 
Thar I have had of thce? 
Paul. What, Sovereign Sir, "MS > 
I did not well, I meant well; all my Services 
You have paid home. But that you have vouchſaf'd 
With your crown'd Brother, and the ſe your contraſted 


H. iss of your Kingdoms, my poor Houſ: t) viſit, 1 
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It is a Surplus of your Grace, which never 
My Life may laſt to anſwer. | 
Leo, O Paulina, 
We honour you with trouble; but we came 
To ſee the Statue of our Queen, Your Gallery 
Have we paſs'd through, not without much content, 


In many Singularities ; but we ſaw not 
That which my Daughter came to look upon, 
The Statue of her Mother, 
Paul. As ſhe liv'd Peerleſs, 
So her dead likeneſs I do well believe 
Excels what ever yet you look'd upon, 
Oc Hand of Man hath done; therefore I keep it 
Lovely, apart. But here it 1s; prepare 
To ſee the Life as lively mock'd, as ever 
Still S eep mock'd Death; behold, and ſay tis well. 
[Paulina draws 4 Curtain, and diſcovers Hermione ſtand- 
ing like a Statue. | 
I like your Silence, it the more ſhews off 
Your wonder; but yet ſpeak, firſt you, my Liege, 
Comes it not ſomething near ? 
Leo.. Her natural Poſture, 
Chide me, dear Stone, that I may ſay indeed 
Thou art Hermione; or rather, thou art ſhe, 
In thy not chiding; for ſhe was as tender 
As Infancy, and Grace, But yct, Paulina, 
Hermione was not ſo much wrinkled, nothing 
So aged as this ſeems. 
Pol. Oh, not by much, | 
Paul. So much the more our Carvers excellence. 
Which lets go by ſome ſixteen Years, and makes her 
As ſhe liv'd now. 
Leo. As now ſhe might have done, 
So much to my go-d Comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my Soul. Oh, thus ihe ſtood; 
Even with ſuch Lifeof Mijeſty, warm Life, 
As now it coldly ſtands, when firſt I wov'd her. 
I am aſham'd ; do's nor the Stone rebuke me, 
For being more Stone than jr ? Oh Royal Piece; 
There“ Magick in thy Majeſty, which has | 
My Evils corjur'd to rcmembrarce; and 
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From thy admiring Daughter took the Spirit, 
Standing like Stone with thee. 

Per. And give me leave. 
And do not ſay tis Superſtition, that 
I knee), and then emplore her Bleſſing, Lady, 
Dear Queen, that ended when I but began, 
Give me that hand of yours to kiſs. 

Paul. O, Patience; 
The Statue is but newly fix'd; the Colour's 
Not dry, ws 

Cam, My Lord, your Sorrow was too fore laid on, 
Which ſixteen Winters cannot blow away, 
So many Sammers dry, ſcarce any Joy, 
Did ever ſo long live; no Sorrow, 
But kill'd it ſelf much ſooner. 

Pol. Dear, my Brother, 
Let him that was the Cauſe of this, have power 
To take off ſo much Grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himſelf, 

Paul. Indeed, my Lord, 
Tf I had thought the Sight of my poor Image 
Would thus have wrought you, for the Stone is mine; 
I'd not have ſhew'd you it. 8 

Leo. Do not draw the Curtain. 

Paul. No longer ſhall you gaze on't, leſt your Fancy 
May think anon, it moves. 

Leo. Let be, let be, 
Would I were dead, but that methinks already 
What was he that did make it? See, my Lord, 
Would you not deem it breath'd ; And that thoſe Veins 
Did verily bear Blood ? | 

Pol, Miſterly done, 
The very Life ſeems warm upon her Lip. 

Leo. The fixcure of her Eye has motion in't, 
As we are mock'd with Art, 

Paul. I'il draw the Curtain. 
My Lord's almoſt fo far tranſported, that 
He'll thick anon it lives. 

Leo. Oh ſweet Paulina, 
Make m2 to think ſo twenty Years together: 
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No ſettled Senſes of the World can match 
The Pleaſure of that madneſs. Let's alone, 
Paul. lam ſorry, Sir, I have thus far ſtirr'd you; but 
I could afflict you further. 
Leo. Do Paulina; 
For this Affliction has a Taſte as ſweet 
As any cordial Comfort, Still methinks 
There is an Air comes from her. What fine Chizzel 
Could ever yet Cut Breath ? Let no Man mock me, 
For I will kiſs her. 
Paul. Good my Lord forbear; 
The ruddineſs upon her Lip is wet; 
You'll marr. it, if you kiſs it; ſtain your own 
With oily Painting; ſhall I draw the Curtain |! 
Leo. No, not theſe twenty Years, 
Per. So long could I 
Stand by, a Looker on. 
Paul. Either forbear, 


Quit preſently the Chappel, or reſolve you 
For more amazment; if you can behold it, 
I'll make the Statue move indeed; deſcend, 
And rake you by the Hand ; but then you'll think, 
W hich I proteſt againſt, I am aſſiſted 
By wicked Powers. | 
Leo. What you can make her do, 

I am content to look on; what to ſpeak, 

I am content to hear; for tis as eaſie 
To make her ſpeak, as move, 

Paul. It is requir'd 
You do awake your Faith, then all ſtand till. 

On; thoſe that think it is unlawful Buſineſs 
I am about, let them depart, 

Leo. Proceed; 

No Foot — ſtir. 

Paul. Muſick; awake her: Strike, Mu 
'Tis time, "deſcend; be Stone no more; approach, LAs 
Strike all that look upon with Marvel, Come, 

I'll fill your Grave up: ſtir, nay come away: 
Bequeath to death your Numbneſs; for from him 
Dear Life redeems you, you perceive ſhe ſtirs, 


ermione comes down , 
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Start not, her Actions ſhall be holy, as 
You hear my Spell is lawiul, do not ſhun her, 
Until you ſee her die again, for then 
You kill her double. Nay, preſent your Hand; 
When (he was young, you woo'd her; now in Age, 
Is ſhe become tie Suitor ? | 
Leo. Oh ſhe's warm, [Embracing her, 
If this be Magick, let it be an Art 
Lawful as Eating. 
Pol. She embraces him. 
Cam. She hangs about his Neck, 
Tf ſhe pertain to Life, let her ſp: ak too. 
Pol. Ay, and make it manifeſt where ſhe has liv'd, 
Or how ſtol'n from the dead? 
Paul. That ſhe is living, 
Were it but told you, ſhould be hooted at 
Like an old Tale; but it appears ſhe lives, 
Tho' yet ſhe ſpeak not. Mark a little while. 
Pleaſe you to enterpoſe, fair Madam, kneel, 
And pray your Mother's Bleſſing; turn good Lady, 
Our Perdita is found. | Preſenting Perdita, who kneels to Herm. 
Her, You Gods look down, 
And from your ſacred Viols pour your Graces 
Upon my Daughter's Head; tell me, mine own, 
Where haſt thou been preſery'd? Where liv'd ? How found 
Thy Father's Court? For thou ſhalt hear that I, 
Knowing by Paulina, that the Oracle 
Gave | ope thou waſt in being, have preſcry'd 
My ſelf, to ſee the Iſſue. 
Paul, There is time enough for that; 
Leſt they defire, upon thir puſb, to. trauble 
Your Joys with like Relation, Go together 
You precious Winners all, your Exultation 
Partake to every one; I, an old Turtle, 
Witt wing me to ſome wither'd Bow, and there 
My Mate, that's never to be found again, 
Lament *tilf I am loſt, 
Leo. O Peace Paulina: 
Thou ſhould'ſt a Husband take, by my Conſent, 
As I by thine « Wife, This is a Match, 
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And made between's by Vows. Thou haſt found mine, , 
But how, is to be queition'd; for I ſaw her, , 
As I thought, dead; and have, in vain, ſaid many 
A Prayer upon her Grave. I'll not ſeek far 
(For him, I partly know his mind) to find thee 
An honourable Husband. Come, Camillo, | 
ger, And take her by the Hand; whoſe Worth and Honeſty 
Is richly noted; and here juſtified 
By us, a pair of Kings. Let's from this place. 
What? Look upon my Brother: Both your Pardons, 
That e er I put between your holy Looks 
My il! Suſpicion: This your Son-ir-law, 
And Son unto the King, whom, Heav'ns directing, 
Is troth-plight to your Daughter. Good Paulina, 
Lead us from hence, where we may lieſurely 
Each one demand, and anſwer to his part 
Perform'd in this wide gap of Time, ſince farſt 
We were diſſever d. Haſtily lead away. | Exeunt omnes. 
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